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Foreword 


^ So little is known about the history of British Guiana — even in that 
colony itself and its British neighbour colonies in the West Indies — 
that I have felt compelled to add occasional footnotes to this work — 
more so than is usual in a work of fiction — and to include (at the end of 
the book) a list of the persons who actually lived and of the events that 
actually occurred. Without these footnotes and this list the reader 
would be at a loss to know what is fact and what is fiction, though I 
have no doubt that many will probably read this tale simply as a tale, 
not caring two hoots about the historical background. So much the 
better for them if they can, but, at the same time, I have to think of the 
others who might be interested in the historical angle. 

In the instance of the Berbicc insurrection — according to James Rod- 
way in Iiis History of British Guiana, ‘probably the most disastrous slave 
revolt that ever occurred in any colony’ — I have stuck as closely to 
historical fact as I possibly could, as, indeed, I have^done in respect to 
every other factual event. I should like to explain, however, that 
Amelia George’s first name is not on record. I have searched every- 
where, in Georgetown as well as the British Museum, without being 
able to trace it. Rodway refers to her simply as ‘Miss George’, and Dal- 
ton as ‘a young lady’. ‘Amelia’ is therefore my own invention. The 
portrait I have painted of her, too, is purely imaginary, as nothing can 
be discovered about what sort of person she was. 

The ultimate fate of several of the survivors of the Peereboom in- 
cident can only be conjectured at, as the records, again, are very hazy. 
The Zubli family, we must assume, perished, as did the parents of 
Amelia George. We know that Predicant Ramring and his family were 
spared to Join the Governor and his party shortly after the massacre. 
Jan Charbon and Mittelholzer wandered around in the bush for a fort- 
night before Jan was captured. Mittelholzer, according to Jan’s account, 
was attacked, but resisted, cutting off the hand of one of his assailants 
with a sabre; he, too, must have succeeded in reaching the Governor 
and his party in safety. There is a sabre in the possession of my family 
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which is said to be the very one used by my ancestor in this encounter; 
I have seen it myself in the home of my uncle, the late Major John 
Vincent Mittelholzer. 

Readers may wonder at the difference in spelling between my own 
name and that of my forebears. Briefly, here is the reason: At nineteen, 
when I began to learn German, I discovered that the plural o(Holz was 
Hblzer, Assuming that, due to anglicizing influences, my immediate 
forebears had been careless in dropping the Umlaut, I decided to 
‘restore’ it. Recently, however, as a result of the researches of a German 
journalist acquaintance. Dr. H. G. Alexander, it was revealed to me 
that the Mittelholzers of Switzerland (from which country my eigh- 
teenth-century ancestor came) did not, and do not, spell their name 
with an Umlaut; hence my ‘restoration’ was, though grammatically 
correct, erroneous in respect to strict nomenclature. As it would create 
some confusion at this stage to drop the Umlaut in my name, I have 
decided to let it stand but to omit it when referring to earlier members 
of my family. 

E.M. 
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FAMILY TREE 

Adriansen van Groenwegel & Kaywana & August Vyjuis 
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A Jet of Fire 


She knew that August Vyfuis was following her but made no attempt 
to evade him. August, a nephew of one of the leading traders, had arrived 
with the last ship from Middelburg, and was twenty-three. 

It was about an hour past noon when he followed her into the jungle. 
The sky did not have a cloud, but no sunshine penetrated the tangled 
fohage overhead. The air stood still amid the tree-trunks and the vines 
and the fallen palms; you could feel it hke a humid cobweb around you. 
A brown twilight pervaded everything, and the silence pressed down, 
warm and dar.ip and alive; now and then it seemed to lick your cheek. 

Their feet made no sound, for the ground was covered with thick 
layers of moist leaves — decades, perhaps a century, of fallen leaves. A 
yielding, spongy carpet. 

Kaywana hJted near some wild pines and pretended to be interested 
in the spider webs. Deep in the centre of each clusfer of spiked leaves a 
hairy black spider had spun a white web. She could make out the fangs 
of one of them — two bluish-black legs, too, tipped with crimson. 

August came up to where she stood and held her arm, and she looked 
at him and told mm: ‘Loose my arm.’ But he continued to hold it. He 
had blue eyes and yellow-brown hair. His eyes were bright, and she 
could feel him trembUng. He said that he had to have her. He glanced 
about with urgency, then looked at her again — at the nakedness of her. 
She wore only a lap-cloth. Her breasts were spiked, with golden tips. 

‘Loose my arm.^ 

‘No. I must have you — to-day. Now.’ 

‘My people won’t like it.’ 

‘They won’t mind. You’re a half-breed. Your fatlier is Enghsh — an 
English sailor. You aren’t pure Indian, so it won’t matter.’ 

‘But who says I want you?’ 

‘I’ll take you by force. I must have you.’ 

She be^an to smile. She had bluish-green eyes. ‘You’re burning up,’ 
she said. T can see it.’ 
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children of Kaywana 

‘Yes, burning up,* he said. ‘From my uncle’s cottage I’ve watched 
you day after day. I’ve seen you go to the river for water early in the 
morning — and sometimes in the afternoon. You laughed with the 
other girls, and whenever you laughed your breasts trembled — and I 
trembled too. I must have you. I don’t care if I have to die after for it. I 
don’t care if your piaiman^ hears and tries to kill me. So long as I have 
you.’ 

piaiman won’t kill you for that. I’m not pure Indian. You said so 
only a minute ago. You’re speaking wild.’ 

‘I’m speaking wild.’ 

‘You’re strong. I Hke the way you hold me. I beheve you when you 
say you would do anything to have me — even die. I Hke men to be so. 
To be strong — and to speak wild. I don’t hke them weak. The others 
want me, but they can’t even look at me in my eyes straight. They beg 
and plead. I don’t hke men to beg and plead. They must hold me and 
take me and show they have more strength than I have.’ 

‘You’re an odd girl, Kaywana. Different from the other Indian girls. 
And you speak our language simply and weU. You’re clever. You’re 
everything better and different.’ He puUed her to him. 

She said to wait, and took him into an alcove where there were dry 
palm fronds. She said it was a secret spot known only to herself 

On. many other days they came here. He told her about HoUand and 
about the sea and the ship in which he had come. ‘I have an uncle who 
came out here since 1604 — nearly eight years ago. He’s on the Pomeroon 
River — at the trading post there.’ 

She said that she knew nothing about the other parts of the coast, so 
he told her about the settlements on the Pomeroon and the Essequibo. 
Since 1581 Dutch vessels had sailed along the coast and started trading 
posts and depots at various points. The Dutchmen, he told her, had set 
up one post at the mouth of the Pomeroon and another in the Abary 
Creek at an Indian village called Nibie. They had become very friendly 
with the Indians. ‘As friendly as we are with you here on the Coren- 
tyne.’ 

‘What are the things they trade?’ 

‘My people give them axes and knives and trinkets, and they give us 
cotton and hammocks and pita hemp, and anatta and letter-wood and 
tobacco.’ 

‘We’ve taught them to plant properly,’ he went on, after a silence. 

• Sorcerer or medicine-man. Pronounced pee-ay-man. 
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^Just as wc teach your Indians here to plant tobacco in rows. When you 
plant that way you get more — and the leaves are better.’ 

He told her about the raid by the Spaniards in 1596. ‘Their ships came 
from Trinidad and St. Thome on the Orinoco. They wiped out the 
Pomcroon and Essequibo settlements. All our people on the Pomeroon 
were killed, but some of those on the Essequibo escaped and went 
higher up the river to an island called Kyk-over-al. Some went to the 
' Pomeroon, too, after the Spaniards had left.’ 

‘I’ve heard of Kyk-over-aL’ 

‘Yes, it’s well known. It lies in the river. They call it Kyk-over-al^ 
see over all — because it commands a view of all the three great rivers—^ 
the Essequibo, the Cuyuni and the Mazaruni. The Portuguese discovered 
it a long time ago and built a fort there. The ruins are still there, my 
uncle says, ‘"he arms of Portugal are carved over the arched entrance.’ 

‘Your people have Indians with them there, 1 have heard.’ 

‘Yes. They’ve cultivated the banks of the river opposite the island. 
They have small plantations at a spot called Cartabo Point. It’s a neck of 
land. It scparp-.es the mouth of the Cuyuni from the mouth of the 
Mazaruni. A ship goes to Kyk-over-al every year from Holland, and the 
captain remains and acts as a sort of commandeur of the settlement 
until the next sliip arrives, when liis place is taken by the new captain, 
and he goes back to Holland. A company has been formed now — it’s 
called the West India Company. Merchants in Holland control it, and 
they’ve made a rule that no private trading can be done anywhere 
along this coast without special permission from the Company’s 
directors.’ 

He smiled and said: ‘I’ve told you a lot about myself and my people, 
but you’ve told me notliing about yourself.’ 

‘You know about my father already. He was a sailor. He came ashore 
here years ago when an Enghsh ship came into the river. The captain 
was a man called Sir Raleigh.’ 

‘Sir Walter Raleigh. I’ve heard of him. He came here in 1595 with 
Keymis. He was on iiis way to the Orinoco. My uncle has told me 
about it.’ 

‘ Well, my father was one of his sailors. He came ashore and came into 
the jungle with my mother. Perhaps they lay near this same spot.’ 

‘Who knows?’ 

‘The ship stayed for eight days, my mother says. He was a short man 
with red hair, and he could laugh loud. He had eyes the same colour as 
mine.’ 
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‘You mean, you have eyes like his — ^but perhaps you purposely 
meant to say it the other way about. You’re conceited. What does your 
name mean, by the way? I was to have asked you.’ 

‘It means old water. Kay — old. Wana — water.’ 

A lizard made a dry rustling as it wriggled from one twig to another, 
moving over the dry fronds on which they lay. They watched the twig, 
silent, and after a moment saw it appear again, black and shiny. It 
seemed to be planning its next move; selecting another twig; calculating 
the number of intervening fronds. A suspension of time hnked it with 
them and with the silence around them and with time travelling over the 
earth; time gone and time to come. Its head flicked round and it vanished. 

‘When months pass I will have a child, and I will name it August if it 
is a boy.’ 

‘Your piaiman — that fellow Wakkatai — what will he have to say?’ 

‘He will be offended, but I don’t care. I’m half English sailor. His 
magic can’t hurt me. I’m not afraid. I fear no one.’ 

‘Yes, you have spirit. From the first day I saw you I knew you were 
an unusual person. A jet of fire.’ 

She smiled. ‘ 1 like that. A jet of fire.’ 

One day the jungle quivered. 

‘What was thatj’ 

‘It sounded like a cannon,’ he said. 

‘A cannon?’ 

The jungle quivered again. The sound had come from the river. 

‘Yes, it’s a cannon. The settlement is being bombarded.’ His voice 
sounded harsh and breathless; breathless with hatred. ‘The dogs,’ he 
said. ‘The dogs. They have come.’ 

‘What dogs? Whose cannon is it?’ 

‘Who else but those Spanish cut-throats from Trinidad or the Orin- 
oco! Whose cannon could it be but theirs! And there’s a truce on — the 
truce of 1609. The twelve-year truce. They’ve violated it. I knew it 
would happen. I told my uncle it would!’ 

She stared at him, puzzled; troubled. 

He put on his clothes in a hurry and said that he must go. ‘I’ve got to 
go now, Kaywana. Now. I can’t wait.’ 

He squeezed her jrm briefly and hurried oflf. 

She moved after him — but slowly, not trying to overtake him. 

The jungle quivered again. She could feel the sound deep in the earth 
— beneath the thick, moist layers of leaves under her feet. It gave her a 
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A Jet of Fire 

feeling of insecurity. She distrusted the earth; for the first time in her 
life she felt that the ground on which she walked might betray her. 

When she was nearing the edge of the jungle, a whine came from 
above, and the trees crackled violently. This time the thud sounded 
near. It wriggled up out of the earth into the soles of her feet. She cried 
out and cowered down near some wild pines. Not many yards away 
the branch of an awara palm crashed down with other leaves and pieces 
"of creeper. 

Voices and a commotion of noise came from the river-bank where 
the settlement stood. Two of her people approached, running into the 
jungle. Then three more. One of them was Patooka, her step-father. He 
told her: ‘Run! Run, Kaywana! Spanish ship in the river. Cannon-ball 
coming!’ 

He did nor wait for her but went on deeper into the jungle. 

Others came. Mothers with their babies and the older children. They 
went past, running and chattering. Lonaibo, one of her half-brothers, 
stopped and called to her to come with them, but she remained where 
she was, crouching by the wild pines. 

Wakkatai hurried past, with his blow-pipe and his eimaraca,^ chanting 
a magic song and waving the eumaraca to keep off evil spirits and dan- 
ger. He scowled and made a spitting sound at her. She gave him a look 
of defiance. And all the wliile the cannon boomed on the river. She 
could hear musket-fire, too. August and his uncle and the other Dutch- 
men must be replying. They were in danger. She could feel it. That 
was why she remained here. If August were in danger she must be in 
danger, too. She must stay here and risk having one of the cannon-balls 
fall upon her. To run far into the jungle with the others would be dis- 
loyal. She was different from them. August had said so himself. Diflfer- 
ent and unusual. She must be brave and risk the cannon-balls. To run 
would be cowardly. 

The boom of the cannon soon stopped. Only the musket-fire she 
could hear after a while. And shouts. Voices of white men. 

She crept out into the open, crawled slowly forward on her belly 
until she could see down the slope into the clearing near the river-bank. 
Men were coming ashore. Four boats were alongside. 

The Dutchmen were firing from their troolie^ houses, but you could 
see that they were lost. They were outnumbered. 

^ A charm made out of a scooped-out calabash, with pebbles inside and 
feathers decorating it. Only a piaiman may handle it. 

• The troolie palm. The fronds were used as roofing material 
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For over an hour she watched. Then she saw smoke begin to ascend 
from the iroolie houses. The musket-fire had ceased. Only shouts came 
now. Strange white men swarmed all over the settlement. She heard a 
thump-thump. It* was the store-house. The strange white men were 
breaking down the door of the store-house. The Spaniards from 
Trinidad. August must be dead. Yes, his uncle’s cottage was on fire. 

She felt a resigned numbness. Whatever had to happen had to hap- 
pen. This was how he had been meant to die. Notliing could have 
stopped it. 

She could hear the crackle of the flames. And inside her, the child 
that was liis must have heard them, too, unborn though it was. It 
throbbed in her belly. It must be hearing the flames that were burning 
up its father. She hoped it would be a boy, and hoped he would have 
blue eyes and yellow-brown hair. 

The flames crackled on. The troolie roof of August’s uncle’s cottage 
disappeared in a swirl of smoke. 


II 

About a month later a ship arrived from the Essequibo. It took the 
Indians aboard, and four days later they were at Kyk-over-al. 

The Dutchmen put them ashore at Cartabo Point where there was a 
small settlement of Arawaks. The Arawaks received them with friend- 
ship, and, before many days, had recognized Wakkatai as a piaiman of 
great magical powers; the size and splendour of liis eumaraca impressed 
them deeply, and what convinced them finally was that when, one 
afternoon, he called upon the rain to fall, the rain, within less than an 
hour, began to fall: it fell heavily, accompanied by thunder and light- 
ning, and broke a drought which had lasted more than three months. 

In an abandoned henah, one morning in December, Kaywana gave 
birth to her child. No one assisted her. When the pains set in she left 
her hammock and went out to where the old henah stood. It was what 
she wished for — a boy. Seeing liim in the grey hght of dawn, she gave a 
tired moan of content and told herself that though the Spaniards had 
killed August he had, through her body, triumphed in the end. This 
was he again — a new August, and with some of her own blood added. 
And hadn’t he called her a jet of fire? She was sure this new August 
would be a great man. 

When he was three years old she met Adriansen van Groenwcgel. In 
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i6i6 — the year before Raleigh came to look for Eldorado. Adriansen 
came from Zeeland with three ships. He was a private trader, and 
meant to settle at Kyk-over-al. So she had heard. 

She saw him on the deck of the largest ship — a tall young man of 
about tliirty-five with yellow-brown hair — something Uke August’s. 
There was fire in his eyes. He had strength — Hke the strength of August. 
He was the kind of man, she felt certain, who would not plead with a 
Voman. He would hold her and take her, as August had done in the 
Corentyne jungle. 

Standing in the morning sunshine, she felt what August had called 
her — a jet of fire. 

Coming ashore at Cartabo Point, Adriansen saw her son in the 
water splasliing about, and stopped. ‘What’s that? A naked wliite 
child!’ 

‘He’s mine,’ Kavwana told him, before anyone else could reply. 

He looked at her in surprise. ‘Yours? Who are you?’ 

‘Kaywana.’ 

‘She’s a half-breed,’ Mynheer Roosen explained. 

‘We had her brought here with some Indians from the Corentyne 
two or three years ago,’ Mynheer dc Vries added. ‘A pretty thing, but 
very aloof. The young men are always fighting over her, but she 
ignores them.’ 

Adriansen regarded her. His grey eyes remained Itvel and calm, but 
she knew that he was aware of her attractiveness. 

‘What did you say your name was?’ he asked her. 

‘Kaywana,’ she told him. ‘It means “old water’’.’ She was in no way 
shy or afraid. 

He gave a grunt and smiled — still very calm; a trifle contemptuous, 
too. 

‘You look strong,’ she said. ‘Like August Vyfuis on the Corentyne.’ 

‘And who may August Vyfuis be?’ 

‘The nephew of one of our leading traders,’ Mynheer Roosen ex- 
plained. ‘They were wiped out on the Corentyne, poor fellows. Those 
Spanish curs from Trinidad made a surprise raid on them in default of 
the truce.’ 

‘August was burnt up in liis uncle’s cottage,’ Kaywana said. ‘We 
found bones in the ruins afterwards. But they went down fighting. 
They were brave men.’ ' 

Adriansen glanced at Mynheer Roosen, ‘She speaks our language 
very fluently 
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‘Yes, she’s unusually intelligent.* 

‘The most quick-witted of the whole lot,* said Mynheer Jung. 

‘Her father was an English sailor, I understand,’ said Mynheer Meer- 
tens. ‘Explains quite a lot, I should say,* he added, witli a note of 
sarcasm. 

Mynheer de Vries chuckled: ‘Jan de Vooge and Hendrik Plett — sec 
them there blushing and fidgeting? — they once fought over her.* 

Everybody guffawed. 

Adriansen smiled. He said casually: ‘She seems worth fighting over,* 
and began to move on. 

Kaywana watched them get into the boat. They were going across to 
Kyk-over-al to the Commandeur’s house — a large wooden house of 
three stories, with a slated roof She thought: Yes, that is the kind of 
man I like. Strong, cool and with fire in his eyes. He would not plead 
with me for my body. 

The Commandeur received him politely but stiffly. 

‘May I inquire, sir,* he said, ‘whether you come here in the interests 
of the West India Company? Or am I to understand that this is purely 
a private venture of your own?* 

‘Purely a private venture of my own, sir,* Adriansen replied. ‘Pm in 
no way connected with the West India Company — though the Com- 
pany, needless to #riention, has granted me permission to trade any- 
where within the area of its influence.* 

‘You have, no doubt, in your possession the documents signed by the 
Company granting you this permission?* 

‘I have.* 

The Commandeur stroked his beard. He had a tough, weathered 
face. He was the captain of the last ship that had come out to do the 
Company’s trade. After a brief silence, he said: ‘I take it your intention 
is to settle here indefinitely?* 

‘That is my intention, sir.’ A slightly crafty gleam, came into his eyes 
as he added: ‘And I fancy this island and the neighbouring territory 
win suit me admirably as a base for my trading negotiations.* 

‘I have no doubt.* Suddenly glancing up: ‘Mynheer van Groenwegel, 
I suppose you arc not unaware that a great many tales have circulated in 
these parts concerning you and your activities as a trader?* 

‘Talcs?* 

‘Yes. Not very savoury ones, either.* The Commandeur spoke with 
deliberation. ‘About certain secret dealings you were supposed to have 
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had from dme to time v;ith the Spaniards in Trinidad and on the 
Orinoco.’ 

Adriansen clicked his tongue. ‘Deplorable, sir. Deplorable. I trust you 
did not put any credence in these scurrilous — eh — tales!’ 

The Commandeur shrugged, his face with a look of wooden dignity. 

Adriansen, also very dignified but obviously laughing within, said, 
after a pause: ‘Yes, I do hope you didn’t beheve such slander, sir. And 
by the way, may I remark that you appear to have estabUshed very 
friendly relations with the Indians. Very wise, indeed. You’re to be 
complimented for such a policy. Any other would be disastrous.’ 

‘Thanks for your compliments. Mynheer van Groenwegel. And if I 
may make a remark in my turn, shall I say that you speak not like a 
newcomer but hkc a trader of many years’ experience in these parts.’ 

Adriansen sinilLd. ‘I speak hkc a man of common sense, sir. I think 
it’s obvious that without the co-operation of the natives in any land 
newly discovered the pioneer would be at a great disadvantage. The 
Spaniards have learnt that lesson far better than we have.’ 

The Commandeur fidgeted. 

Adriansen cleared liis throat and said: ‘It is my intention — with your 
sanction, of course, Mynheer — to visit the Indian village at Cartabo this 
evening. I’ve already inspected the area casually, but this evening I 
should hke to distribute one or two trifling presents. A matter of pohey. 
Estabhshing contact and so on. I trust you have no objection?’ 

‘None whatever.’ 

That evening he went through the village with a hum and a rush, his 
bulging canvas bag slung over his back, his virile frame in an agitation 
of ceaseless motion. His swift smile and his darting grey eyes held them 
in a trance. 

‘Your name, my woman? Ah ! But what a pretty baby I Yours?’ 

‘Yes, mine. My name Tanawaya.’ 

‘Make your choice, Tanawaya. Free gifts for everyone. A necklace, 
a brooch, a bracelet, a ring. Whatever you will. It’s yours for the 
taking.’ 

‘I take a bracelet.’ 

‘Good. A bracelet. Here you are, Tanawaya — and the best of wishes 
to you. And to the baby I Yes, we mustn’t forget the baby. Now, who’s 
this? Is this your brother? Your name? Wonomo? What will you have, 
Wonomo? A tin whistle, a good sharp knife, a mirror, a jug? Make 
your choice. Oh, you want a knife. I thought so. Knives are popular, I 
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see. . . .You there! Come. Don’t be shy. Come and make your choice. 
Your name?’ 

‘Patook.* 

‘Patook. What do you wish, Patook? Tin whistle, jug, mirror, knife, 
pretty spy-glass, tin-plate! Everything is free to-day. To-day is gift day. 
Free gifts from Adriansen van Groenwegel.’ 

Patook gave a sheepish smile and asked for a tin whistle, then shook 
his head and said a knife. 

‘A knife. Very well. A knife it is. But see and don’t cut yourself. You 
seem rather young to have a knife. . . . Now, who’s this? What’s your 
name? I always like to know names. It may be useful later.’ 

‘Manaima.’ 

‘Manaima. A name of charm. And what will you have, Manaima? 
Ah! I could have guessed. You want a mirror. A mirror it is, then. And 
you — ho! I met you this morning. Your name is Kaywana. Old Water. 
See what a memory I have for names? What will you have. Old Water? 
Mirror, too? Or ring, bracelet, necklace, jug ’ 

‘I want nothing. Nothing that you have in your bag.’ 

‘So? Then with what else can I obhgc you, Kaywana?’ 

‘I want you yourself,’ she said. 

‘Me?’ He stared at her and flushed slowly, a sly mischief coming into 
his eyes. He laughed. ‘We’ll see by and by. I’m a hard man, you know 
— not as easy as yoyi may think. But we’ll see by and by. I’m very busy 
now.’ His eyes crackled over her, virile like hghtning. He patted her 
arm briefly and moved on to the next henah. ‘Your name, madam?’ 

‘Lataka my name.’ 

‘Very beautiful. Make your choice. . , . And you?’ 

‘Wakkatai. Me piaimanJ 

'PiaimanV What’s that?’ 

‘It means trickster!’ called Kaywana, approaching. ‘He fools people 
he can work magic.’ 

Wakkatai snatched up a hatchet and rushed at her, but Adriansen 
moved quickly after him and caught his arm. ‘Now, what’s this? What’s 
the trouble? Don’t be so impetuous, Wakkatai.’ 

Kaywana laughed. She had made no attempt to retreat. ‘ He can’t hit 
me. He can only rush at me and threaten me. I know him well. He can 
only puff himself up and talk of his magic an 
has no more courage, than a chigoe.’ 

‘One day’, growled Wakkatai, ‘you insult 
One day you come to a bad end. I see it in th 
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A Jet of Fire 

I see it everywhere. Hear what I tell you this day. You will die bad.’ 

Slie stuck out her tongue at him. 

‘Come, you mustn’t quarrel,’ said Adriansen. He patted Wakkatai’s 
shoulder. ‘She’s a wicked girl, Wakkatai. She has no right to tease you. 

I must give you sometliing special if you’re a piaiman. Big magician, 
eh? Yes, yes. A magician is an important man. Come on, make your 
choice. Two knives? Two mirrors? Two rings? And some beads? You 
m^^st have double gifts. In recognition of your importance.’ 

Wakkatai’s anger subsided. ‘I take two mirrors, white man,’ he said. 
He spoke with an air of dignity and condescension. 

Adriansen handed liim two mirrors, then made an elaborate fumbling 
in his bag and selected a ring. ‘Here is a ring, too, Wakkatai. It’s a 
special ring. Solid gold’ — it was brass — ‘a ring worthy to be worn by a 
great man. Take it as a special gift from me.’ 

Wakkatai was flattered. He smiled a lot and examined the ring in the 
fading light. He nodded and said: ‘Thank you. Mynheer. I treasure it. I 
keep it safe in my best calabash.’ He threw a glance at Kaywana which 
said: ‘Sec? The wliite man knows my true importance. Go on. Sneer at 
me now.’ 

But Kaywana walked away, her head at a contemptuous angle. 

Ill 

Many weeks passed before Adriansen took her. Many months. By then 
his ships had sailed with a large cargo of cotton and tobacco and anatta, 
and he had had liimsclf built a high two-storied house "Vvith a slated roof, 
like the roof of the Commandeur’s house on Kyk-over-al. He had it 
built on the west bank of the river where he had started a plantation. 

One morning he rowed liimself across to Cartabo and made his way 
into the Indian village. 

‘Good morning, Tanawaya.’ 

‘Good morning. Mynheer Adriansen.’ 

‘Ah! Wonomo. Good morning. That’s a fine hammock you’re 
doing there. You must let me see it when you’ve finished it.’ 

‘Yes, Mynheer.’ 

‘And how are you, Lataka? How is the baby to-day?’ 

Kaywana appeared from around a benab, a mataipee^ in her hand. 

‘Kaywana. Good morning. It’s you I’ve come to see.’ 

^ A receptacle made of finely plaited straw, used by the Indians for crushing 
the juice of the bitter cassava. 
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She ^pproftched, the mataipee dripping a white trail of cassava juice 
along the ground. ‘You’ve come to see me?’ 

‘Yes. I want someone to cook and tgke care of my home for me — 
and I thought of you. Would you Hke to come and be my cook and 
housekeeper?’ 

She did not answer at once. She gave him an appraising look. At 
length, she said: ‘Yes, I’ll come, but I shall have to bring my son.’ 

‘Naturally. I’d thought of that. You may bring him. I’m fond of 
children.’ He made a gesture of his hand toward her henah, ‘Go at once 
and get your things together. I’ll row you across myself. I’m waiting.’ 

‘You don’t ask me. You command.’ 

He nodded. ‘I always command — ^when I tliink I should.’ 

Later that day he was in his bedroom when, without knocking, she 
entered. His bedroom was one of two on the west, and from the win- 
dows you could see the sunset sky over the distant green of the tobacco 
plantation. The air this afternoon was mild and water-vapourish, and 
the trade-wind could be heard humming around the building, cool and 
evening-chilled with the scent of the jungle in it. The tobacco plants 
kept rustling with a far-off, mysterious peace. 

After they had talked casually for a few minutes, he said: ‘I’m a hard 
man, Kaywana. I’ve told you that before, but I think it best to empha- 
size it again. I’fii not easy. Some days you’re going to find me very 
brusque and impdtient.’ 

He sat by the window with a huge leather-bound book. The sun made 
a halo around his yellow-brown hair. He was frowning in a thoughtful 
m^ner, his gaze on the window-sill, his fingers drumming lightly on 
the book. 

‘The meal you cooked to-day was good,’ he said suddenly, looking 
at her. ‘You have a capable air. Intelligent. I feel you’re going to manage 
this household with success.’ He assumed a cunning expression. ‘My 
judgment of human beings is always accurate. I know that we two are 
going to get on splendidly together. But I must repeat it. I’m a hard 
man. It’s just as well for you to be forewarned.’ 

She waited. 

‘You may go now,’ he said. 

She did not go. 

He gave her an uncertain look. ‘Go and prepare dinner.’ 

‘I want to ask you something first.’ 

‘WeU?’ 
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‘Is it I myself you like having here with you — or just the things I can 
do for you?* 

‘Ah, I see.* He fidgeted; began to smile but checked the smile. ‘ Yes, I 
do Uke you, Kaywana. You yourself.* 

She watched him, and he stared back at her as though deep inside 
him he were calculating something. He stirrred and put down the 
book. 

‘Come here. Come closer,* he said. 

She approached and he stretched out and gripped her arm. ‘ You*re an 
odd young woman.* 

‘August held my arm — and he said I was odd. He said I was unusual 
— different.* 

‘He did? He made love to you — on the Corentyne?’ 

‘Yes, but it lasted oiJy a short time. We were in the jungle and we 
heard the cann'm on the river. Then he left me. He said: “Tve got to go 
now, Kaywana. Now. I can’t wait.” And that was all. He left me and 
went, and I never saw him again. Only his bones.* 

H m. 

She stared at him and he stared back. His eyes never once wavered. 
Hers did — for a second. 

‘He called me a jet of fire.* 

‘He did?’ 

‘Yes.* 

‘He was right.* 

He moved in the chair, and his grip on her arm tightened. He pressed 
his face against her belly and began to caress her breasts — with urgency, 
his face in a glow of blood and his limbs in a tremor. He took her des- 
perately, the sunshine scarlet on their struggles. 

IV 

Some days there would be a gale on the Essequibo. High wind with 
slanting rain rushing over the bush and the choppy water. It would go 
swooping up the Mazarun ’, and when she looked across at Kyk-over-al 
she would see it Hke a frayed monster sleeping mysteriously in the 
river, hazed but unheedful of the pelting moisture. 

On other days the brown, muddy water flashed in a dazzle of morn- 
ing sunshine. The trade-wind hummed around the building, and small 
white clouds drifted in a blue sky. 

On some of these days she never saw him at all. He would gb off on 
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expeditions with the Indians far into the bush, or down river toward 
the sea. He never confided in her. 

One day, during one of his absences, she went across to Cartabo with 
August to see her people. When she wtis about to leave, Wakkatai fol- 
lowed her to where her corial^ was moored and said: ‘Whenever your 
man is gone off on liis secret journeys you come over to us. He’s clever, 
that Adnansen. He knows how to fool you and make use of you.’ 

‘I hke him so.’ 

He sniffed. ‘You’re a slut — ^like your mother. You desert Indians for 
wliite men. When he throws you aside no Indian will have you. This is 
the second white man you have lain with. You’re double dirt now.’ 

‘I’m content to be so.’ 

He glanced about as though to make sure they were not being over- 
heard. ‘Perhaps,’ he said, in a low voice, ‘if you get your man to make 
me big gifts and you let me lie with you for one night every week for 
four weeks, I might cleanse you and make you fit to marry.’ He moved 
a pace closer. ‘What do you say to that?’ 

‘This,’ she said. She spat on liim. 

He looked as though he would attack her. He growled and his fingers 
began to curl inward. But he did not move. He said: ‘You spit on me, 
Kaywana. Me piaiman, Maconaima watches all. One day you will be 
sorry for this. Maconaima will see that vengeance comes upon you.’ 

She got into 4:he corial and paddled off, August, too, paddling, for 
though only four» he was an expert. 

Hate in his eyes, Wakkatai called after her: ‘One day you will be 
sorry you insulted me, Kaywana! Spit on me — me piaiman, master of 
many secrets! One day you will die bad! I curse you!’ 

Meanwhile, the traders were talking about Adriansen. ‘At first,’ said 
Mynheer de Vries, ‘I was inchned to tliink very liighly of him. But now 
I know him for what he is. A cheap philandering adventurer.’ 

‘I don’t agree,’ said Mynheer Roosen. ‘The man is ambitious. I ad- 
mire his spirit. He has a genius for trade, too — and he’s shrewd in other 
ways. Have you noticed how popular he’s made himself with the 
Indians? You hear me, I believe he’s going to get far in this country.’ 

Mynheer Meertens stroked his beard. ‘There are ugly rumours about 
that he uses the Indians to do trade with the Spaniards on the Orinoco 
and in Trinidad. Those cut-throats who have murdered so many of our 
countrymen.’ 

^ Canoe. Pronounced kree-alJ, 
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‘That’s an old talc. Don’t believe every whisper that reaches your ear, 
Mcertens. When a man begins to prosper in this world, his jealous 
enemies at once attempt to besmirch lus name. Van Groenwcgel is 
sound, you hear me! We want more men of his type in this colony — 
men of spirit and abiHty, fearless and ready to exploit every oppor- 
tunity that presents itself’ 

‘I must agree with that,’ nodded Mynheer Jung. ‘I admire the man 
myself. I’m certain he’s going to prove useful to this colony and to the 
progress of things generally.’ 

‘He certainly ought to prove useful to the birth-rate,’ said Mynheer 
de Vries. ‘That half-breecf girl, Kaywana, who keeps house for him, is 
pregnant with liis cliild.’ 

‘Come, de Vries!’ frowned Mynheer Roosen. ‘Such a remark is un- 
worthy of you. How many of us here can claim to be innocent of in- 
timate rel'iliciis with the Indians?’ 

‘At least, we value our rcspectabihty enough not to flaunt these 
women openly as this fellow is doing.’ 

‘Respectability! Hypocrisy and lack of courage, that’s what it is. 
Face the truth. Va:i Ci oenwegel has the courage we lack, that’s why he 
can flout convention and Hve in open concubinage. We should very 
well hkc to do the same ourselves, but we’re afraid of the censure it 
would bring down upon us. We’re afraid of the wrath of the Almighty. 
Van Groenwegel is the sort of man who fears neither® God nor man — 
and that’s why he’ll get far as a pioneer. That’s why he’ll be remem- 
bered when we arc forgotten.’ 

Lightning flickered in the south-east, and the air was warm. No wind 
blew. A five-day-old moon hovered ruddily in the west, and under its 
light the river lay in a sliimmcr of fine ripples. She could hear the hol- 
low whisper of the river, awesome in the dead night silence. 

Adriansen kept pacing, the laniplight emphasizing the reddish tan of 
his face. Now and then he would stop at a window and stare toward 
Cartabo Point. August was already asleep, for it was late. She sat near 
to him in bed, giving su.k to the new child, a girl. 

‘Adriansen.’ 

]Yes?’ 

‘You haven’t kissed me for two days.’ 

He grunted. ‘A pity that fellow on the Corentyne taught you how to 
kiss. You’re better than a European at it now.’ 

‘You haven’t lain with me in bed for nearly a week.’ 
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‘No?’ 

‘You don’t care for me that way any more?’ 

‘Go to bed. Go to bed. I’ve told you I’m busy these days. When there 
is work to be done you can’t expect me to be mooning over you. You 
ought to have learnt that by now.’ 

On Cartabo Point a light winked white and died. After a moment, at 
the far northern end of Kyk-over-al, another light glowed. 

He wliistled softly. ‘So that’s it. Good.’ 

The hght went out. Then glowed again. Went out and stayed out. 
He waited for a minute, then snapped his fingers. ‘I’m going out, Kay- 
wana. You’d better go to bed. lu be back just after dawn.’ 

‘Kiss me before you go.’ 

‘Oh, nonsense!’ He was at the door already, but he came back, bent 
and kissed her, patted her head. ‘Satisfied? Sleep well. I hope Hen- 
drickje won’t squall too much and keep you awake.’ 

He was gone in a rush. She listened to his foot-treads thudding down- 
stairs. The foot-treads of a powerful man. 

A minute later she got up and went to the window and watched liiin 
in the skiff moving dimly over the water — a lone dot heading for the 
northern end of the island. The light glowed again on Cartabo. Again 
on Kyk-over-al. What could it aU be about? He did such odd things. 
No wonder the other wliite men called him a man of mystery. A queer, 
sly, scheming aian — but good and strong. She loved and respected 
him. 

She watched until the boat merged with the Jagged silhouette of the 
island. Wind came in a veil, faint and warm, then the air was still again, 
the river in fine ripples under the setting moon. Lightning flickered in 
the south-east. A tiung of alarm with crooked forks far away over the 
jungle. But no thunder came. Not even a distant rumble. Only the 
whisper of the river you could hear, monotonous and mysterious. 

V 

One day, a few years later, Adriansen called the Company’s traders 
together at his house to discuss plans for building a fort. 

^Next year, gentlemen,’ he told them, his eyes moving from face to 
face, ‘the truce between our country and Spain comes to an end. Since 
this truce came into effect eleven years ago our little settlements and out- 
posts have not fared so badly, as I’m sure you’ll admit. Good trade has 
been done and is still being done. In spite of the grievous lack of labour, 
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our plantations are in a flourishing condition. Our relations with the 
Indians daily improve . . / 

‘Especially yours,’ muttered Mynheer de Vries. ‘What with two 
bastards to your credit and a third on the way.’ 

‘ . . . Indeed, I may truthfully say that we have nothing of which we 
can seriously complain. But we must not allow ourselves to grow com- 
placent, gentlemen. There is a circumstance to which few of us h^ve 
given much thought.’ He paused and looked around. He was very sure 
of himself. This was the third time he had paused. He did it for effect, 
and also to give him an interval in which to study their faces. 

‘Next year, gentlemen, the truce with Spain — the twelve years’ truce 
— expires.* 

‘Well? And what of that?’ 

‘We thank you for the information,’ mumbled Mynheer de Vries. 

Adriansen bowed. ‘I appreciate your gratitude, Mynheer de Vries. It 
gives me heart to continue.’ He looked from one to the other of them 
and smiled — a trifle superciliously. ‘Next year, gentlemen, in the year of 
our Lord 1621, the truce with Spain terminates — and so does our safety.’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Our safety?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

Adriansen smiled again. ‘You see how easy it is to lull ourselves into 
a state of false security? You see how easy it is to forget the disastrous 
raids of the past? It’s because the early pioneers were too complacent 
that the Spaniards from Trinidad and St. Thome inflicted upon them 
such heavy defeats. Yet despite this fact, you here, gentlemen, have 
come to feel that this state of peace and prosperity will continue for 
ever ’ 

‘And why should it be disrupted, pray?’ 

‘You ask why, Mynheer dc Vries? It’s astounding. Surely it should 
occur to you that from the instant this truce expires we shall be in dan- 
ger from the Spanish in St. Thome and Trinidad! Have you forgotten 
1596, Mynheer? If I am not mistaken, your esteemed father and uncle 
were among those slaughtered on the Pomeroon. I’m certain you 
weren’t too young to appreciate the horror of that massacre.’ 

Mynheer de Vries frowned and fidgeted. He said nothing. 

‘My reason for convening this meeting, gentlemen, is to impress on 
you the need for defensive preparations. Our only hope of survival is 
to fortify this island and other advantageous points on the river, and 
even along the coast if possible ’ 
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‘From the way you speak, sir,* interrupted Mynheer Mecrtens, ‘one 
would imagine that the Spaniards in Trinidad had conferred with you 
in secret concerning their intention to attack us next year.’ 

‘That’s an improper remark,’ snapped Mynheer Roosen. ‘A down- 
right improper remark.’ 

‘Thank you, M^mheer Roosen,’ Adriansen smiled, ‘but I can afford 
to ignore the implication. To continue, gentlemen. After next year, as 
I was saying, we must be prepared for a renewal of these Spanish raids. 
Only eight years ago you had the grim example of the Corentyne 
settlement which was attacked in defect of the truce and wiped out. If 
we wish to avoid suffering a similar fate wc shall have to look to our 
own defences. I have already discussed a plan of defence-work with the 
Commandeur, a plan which, I am glad to say, he is not disinclined to 
have put into effect, subject to the approval of the Directors, naturally. 
It is this plan I want to discuss with you now, for without your co- 
operation and backing the Directors may be inclined, in their usual 
manner, to treat the matter lightly and to deem the Commandeur and 
myself alarmists.’ 

‘I stood at the dining-room door and listened,’ Kaywana said, when the 
meeting was over and the Company’s traders had gone. ‘You spoke 
magnificently, Adriansen. You handled them wclV 

Adriansen patted her head. 

‘ One day youlh^be Commandeur, Mynheer,’ said August, who was 
nearly seven now and blue-eyed like his father. Unlike his mother, who 
still went nude, he wore clothes. So did Hendrickje and the last baby 
which had turned out to be a boy. 

Adriansen gave August a sly look. ‘Nothing to yearn for too earnestly 
in that, my boy,’ he told him. ‘The responsibilities of a commandeur 
are more burdensome than you may imagine. However, one day we’ll 
see. We never know.’ He gave him a playful clout and laughed, as 
though at some private joke. ‘Anyway, come. Enough dreaming 
ahead. Bring your be ok let me hear you say your lesson. You, too, 
must one day make a man of yourself, and you can only do that if you 
know how to read and write. A hard world with hard circumstances to 
overcome — and it takes hard men to conquer it and keep it down.’ 

VI 

There was the day when he came in at about noon and told her: ‘To- 
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night we’re in for a little relaxation. We’re going across to Cartabo. 

She frowned and asked him what he meant, and he said: ‘You look 
alarmed. The life over there doesn’t appeal to you any more, eh?’ He 
bent and kissed Hcndrickjc. ‘Hendrickjc, your mother has lost her taste 
for Indian life. She is a westerner in thought and outlook these days. 
Yes, a European.* Hendrickje climbed on to his shoulder. 

Kaywana, serious-faced, asked: ‘What are we going to Cartabo for 
to-night?’ 

‘ Wakkatai has invited me to be present phi^arri^ festival in honour 
of his eldest daughter’s coming of age.* 

A troubled look passed over Kaywana’s face. ‘You can go. I am not,* 
she said. ‘And if you’ll take my advice you won’t go, cither.’ 

‘What arc your objections?’ 

‘Wakkatai is a had man. I’ve told you that more than once. And 
there’s no such custom as tliis. A daughter, no matter if she is the eldest, 
is not held ot such account that ap/i/wn festival must be held in honour 
of her coming of age. Wakkatai is clever. He is holding this festival in 
your honour, but for reasons of his own he cannot tell you so outright. 
He hates you. Haven’t you learnt that yet?’ 

‘All the more reason why we should attend his festival this evening. 
It’s the people who don’t like you whom you must indulge and flatter.’ 
He laughed and bit Hcndrickje’s ear playfiJly. ‘Those are the people, 
Kaywana, you must be most pleasant toward — the people who bear 
you a grudge and scheme against you.’ 

‘I don’t agree,’ she said. ‘I like the people who treat me well and feel 
good toward me. Those who hate me I hate in return.’ 

‘Ah. You won’t get on in the world with that philosophy, Old 
Water. No. Life is not so simple as all that.’ 

‘I’ve heard many wliispcrs in the village. I hear Wakkatai only shows 
you a pleasant face because he knows you have great influence in this 
settlement. Secretly he envies you your power. He talks against you 
among the other Indians.’ 

‘Yes, I’ve heard those whispers myself. There’s little I don’t hear. For 
instance, 1 heard you once spat on Wakkatai. He made you some pro- 
posal and you spat on him — and he cursed you. Some two or three 
years ago that occurred, if I’m not mistaken.’ 

‘Where did you hear that?’ 

He shrugged. ‘Many cars listen on my behalf. But that doesn’t mat- 
ter. About this evening — no excuses. We’re all going over to Cartabo 
^ Piwarri is an intoxicating drink made from fermented cassava juice. 
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We can't afford to offend Wakkatai. He and his magic command a 
great deal of respect from the rest of the tribe, and at all costs I must 
keep popular with them. Their friendship matters very much to me, I 
can assure you.’ 

She smiled. ‘You don’t need to assure me. I know. You and your per- 
petual schemes. One day you’ll get into trouble over them. Never trust 
Indians, Adriansen.’ 

‘Old Water, your voice has a frightened note.’ 

She was silent — after giving him a quick glance — then nodded slowly 
and said: ‘Yes. I’m losing my fire.’ 

‘Nonsense! Nothing of the kind. You’re still a jet of fire. And not 
one bit less attractive.’ He came over and fondled her. He was genuinely 
affectionate and sympathetic, and she felt mollified, though within her 
a deep sadness remained. Age was upon her. No matter how kind he 
tried to be, she knew that she was less attractive now. It was the Indian 
in her. Indian women faded quickly. After twenty-two men no longer 
looked at them with desire. 

That night at the piwarri festival she was in a glum, aloof mood. She 
sat in a hammock in her modier’s benab. The sound of the drums and 
the twang-twang of the tarimbas^ left her unmoved. At twelve and 
thirteen — at fourteen and fifteen — ^her blood would have boiled. But 
not to-night. To-night she was twenty-four — nearly an old woman. 
The yells of the young men as they dashed round the blazing fires, the 
cracking of the inacquaries^ as they slashed at each other, the sour, heady 
sii>ell of the ripe piwarri as they dipped it up with calabashes from the 
big earthenware bowls and quaffed it — all tliis failed to rouse any throb 
of response within her. Yes, the years were taking the fire from her. 

Adriansen squatted with Wakkatai and some of the older men inside 
the circle of yelling, tumbling young men. The older men shouted and 
encouraged the revellers to greater activity. 

‘You’re tame! You’re soft!’ they shouted. 

‘In our time we did much better!’ 

‘Flog! Flog!’ 

‘Jump higher! Higher!’ 

One of the old men suddenly sprang up and began to stamp and yell. 
He snatched a macquari from one of the younger men and slashed right 
and left. The young men screamed at him and slashed back. He ducked 
and laughed and dodged, dipped up a calabash of piwarri, swept his 

^ A tarimba is a rude kind of harp. 

* Whips plaited from fibres obtained from the aeta palm. 
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hand round, sending the sour-smcUing liquid in a spray of brown drops 
through the air. 

Wakkatai and the older men shouted approval. 

‘Makkowa still has some blood!’ 

‘Makkowa is young to-night!’ 

Adriansen laughed and clapped loudly. 

Wakkatai rattled his eumaraca — a new, special one which he had 
dedicated to Maconaimay the great Father who watched over the rivers 
j^jid the jungles. Wakkatai was gaudy with toucan feathers and beads 
and anklets of palm-seeds and fish-teeth. He Iiad made Adriansen sit 
next to him, and you could see how pleased and important he felt 
to-night. 

Adriansen kept smiling all the while, sipping his bowl of pxwarri — 
Wakkatai had given him an earthenware bowl instead of a calabash, as a 
mark of honour to a distinguished guest. Adriansen sipped as though he 
had been accustomed to drinking piwarri since boyhood; if he felt any 
disgust because of his knowledge that the piwarri had been fermented 
with the aid of human saliva he did not show it. Kay wana watched his 
strong, cunning face It looked more cunning and scheming to-night in 
the flickering light of the fires. She wondered what could be going on 
in his head now. All these past four or five years she had lived with him 
and she still did not know him. He was still a myster)’^ to her — as much 
a mystery as he must be to the traders and everybody else. He treated 
her well, it was true, and he was a good father to the children — even to 
August who was not his own. He was teaching August to read and 
write and work figures. He was good and generous in many w’ays, but 
in other ways he made her sad and rebelhous. He would not share his 
secrets with her. He would not disuss liis schemes with her. For aU she 
knew, he might even have other women on the sly — though that did 
not trouble her, for he was a man and entitled to have how many 
wives he wished. What troubled her cliiefly was these trips he made up 
or down river. His going off for days into the bush or to the coast. 
Every time he went off she wondered whether she would see him 
again, whether he might not be drowned or get killed in some fashion. 
Living with him had its sad and anxious moments, though she had to 
admit that the bright moments, when they came along, did compensate 
for a lot. If only she could have remained young and not have faded 
away like this. It made her ashamed before him sometimes to think that 
her charms were going and that what she had to offer him now was not 
as good as what &e younger girls in the village had. 
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In the hammock near by the baby began to splutter and wriggle. She 
got up and took it in her arms, sank down again and began to suckle it. 
And while it tugged greedily she looked outside again at the wild 
scene. 

The drums thumped on and the tarimhas twanged with weird magic. 
The young men yelled, and the macquaries cracked and snaked through 
the air. The backs of the young men were livid and bleeding, but still 
they yelled and jumped about, still slashed tirelessly at each other. And 
the older men shouted and clapped. 

In the east the moon was glowing — a cool ball that sent shifty feelers 
of blue-green hght through the foliage of the trees into the gloom of 
the hen^ here. 


VII 

August came into the house one morning in a tremor of excitement. 
He wanted to know about the ships in the river. ‘Whose sliips are those, 
Mynheer? They have a strange look. Are they Spanish?* 

‘No, they’re ours,’ said Adriansen. ‘They’re from Africa. Now that 
the truce with Spain is at an end, the Netherlands Government has 
granted a charter to the West India Company. Those sliips have 
brought slaves from the Guinea Coast.’ 

‘ Slaves? What sort of people are they. Mynheer? Like the Indians?’ 

‘No. They dire black people.’ 

‘Black people! I never knew there were black people.’ 

‘Would you like to see them at close quarters?’ 

‘Yes, Mynheer, I should. I’ve never seen a black man.’ 

‘Very well. We’ll aU go.’ 

The skiffheld them with ease. While Adriansen plied the oar, August 
watched over the two-year-old Willem to see that he did not scramble 
overboard and swim back to shore, for that was his favourite trick 
when he was being taken anywhere in the boat. He could swim Hke a 
tadpole. Kaywana sat cuddling the new baby, another boy, born two 
months ago and called Aert. 

That was not the only day they saw the black men. There were many 
other days when they stood and watched them sweating in the fields. 
Black bodies with muscles that rippled. Close-cropped kinky-haired 
heads — heads bent with the apathy of enslavement. The sun beat on 
them, and sometimes rain came and dribbled on their tough shapes. 
Men of Africa, thick-lipped and thick-skulled. They looked oft-times 
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like beasts out there, toiling in the noon. But when you looked closer 
you were startled, for you could glimpse the flame of humanity like 
magnificent hghtning in their blood-shot eyes. 

It was not long after this that Mynheer Meertens asked Mynheer de 
Vries whether he had heard the news. 

‘ What news?’ 

‘The Company has obtained the right to appoint its own Com- 
nrfeindeur.’ 

‘Is that a fact? I did hear some rumour ’ 

‘It is a fact. But you haven’t heard the cream of the tiling yet. They 
offered the post to van Groenwegel and he has refused.’ 

‘Refused!’ 

‘Astounding, but it appears to be true,’ said Mynheer Meertens. ‘I 
heard it fr-^xi: Roosen, and he and Roosen, as you know, are as close as 
two thieves.’ 

Mynheer de Vries looked puzzled. ‘But I thought the fellow would 
have jumped at the offer.’ 

Mynheer Meertens shrugged. T would have thought so, too, but 
there you are. \'aii Grocnw’egcl will always remain a mystery, de 
Vries.’ He grunted and added: ‘You may be certain, of course, that 
some sound reason lies beliind his refusal.’ 

‘ Yes, I don’t doubt that. A sound reason that involves the furtherance 
of liis cunning schemes. A deep rogue that, Meertens.’ • 

When Kaywaiia asked him whether the rumour were true, Adrian- 
sen smiled: ‘You heard that, did you? Well, as I think I remember once 
having said, a commandeur’s work can prove burdensome.’ He wdnked 
at August. ‘Didn’t I once tell you that, August?’ 

August smiled uncertainly. ‘Bqt, Mynheer, if you wxre Commandeur 
you would be like a king — the higluv^t man on this settlement.’ 

‘That is so, my boy, but the life of the highest man may often be dull 
and — how shall I put it? Not so convenient for the business of accumu- 
lating wealth. As Commandeur, I should have been compelled to live 
in the big house over t^'cre. And there would have been the tedious 
business of administration to see after. Most important of all, the Com- 
mandeur cannot be disappearing for days at a time without disclosing 
his reasons for doing so, can he?’ 

In the following year, 1623, the new Commandeur, M^mheer Jacob 
Canijn, officially appointed by the new chartered Company, arrived 
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and took up residence at Kyk-over-al. His ship was greeted with a salvo 
of guns fired from the new forts, and on the day after his arrival an 
Indian delivered at his house a case of wine. The label on it read: ‘To 
Mynheer Commandeur Jacob Canijn, with humble respects from Aert 
Adriansen van GfoenwegcL’ 


VIII 

One morning there were wliite clouds in the sky so that the sun looked 
weak and cowed and sent down only a dim yellowish hght. The river 
was grey and choppy. The waves did not ghtter as they might have 
done if the sun had been shining from a clear sky. 

Adriansen was over at Cartabo at Mynheer Roosen’s store-house. 

In the next room August was doing Ins lessons, and in the room here 
with Kaywana, Hendrickje and Willem and Aert rolled palm-seeds on 
the floor and made so much noise that Kaywana could not even hear 
the sough of the river outside. 

The house quivered; and Kaywana put down the mat she was plait- 
ing, her face going pale. 

The children looked up from their game. Willem and Aert moved 
toward the windows, Hendrickje following them leisurely. 

‘The forts are firing,’ said Hendrickje. ‘Mother, did you hear?* 

Willem said: Tt must be the biggest cannon.’ 

The house quivered again. Kaywana stared out at the river. 

August came in from the next room. ‘Mother, did you hear that? 
They must be doing cannon practice at the forts.’ Then he noticed how 
she stared out of the window and how pale she was. ‘Is anytliing wrong. 
Mother? You look frightened.’ 

‘It isn’t the forts, August,’ she said. 

‘Not the forts? Then who is doing the firing? A ship?’ 

‘Yes, it’s a ship. The sound came from down-river.’ 

‘But there are forts down-river.’ 

‘It isn’t the forts.’ 

They looked at her curiously and were silent. 

From Kyk-over-al came the sound of voices — shouts and a commo- 
tion; a mumbling and a vague clattering. 

The house quivered. 

‘It must be a Spanish ship,’ said August. 

‘Look! Father is coming.’ 

Kaywana got up and went downstairs, the children crowding after 
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her in a chatter of excitement. August said: ‘I hope Mynheer agrees to 
take me over to Kyk-ovcr-al. I’m eleven. I can fire a musket.’ 

‘I, too,’ said Willem, who was six. ‘I know how to load a musket. 
I’ve seen father doing it. Once father let me apply the ignition.’ 

Adriansen said: ‘Kaywana, take the children and get aback to the 
store-house — the big store-house. Immediately. Take enough food and 
water for the whole day.’ 

‘Are you going back to the island, Adriansen?’ 

‘Yes, I’m going to the fort. I’ll be needed. Now, hurry.’ 

‘Are they Spanish ships, Mynheer?’ asked August. 

His step-father nodded. Another time he might have patted the boy’s 
head. Now his manner was crisp and cold. ‘Yes, they are. We’re being 
attacked.’ 

‘Can’t I come with you, Mynheer?’ 

‘No. Go v/ith your mother to the big store-house. Help her with the 
other children.’ he turned to go aboard the skiff again Kaywana 
said: ‘Adriansen, squeeze my arm before you j^o.’ 

‘Do what?’ 

‘Squeeze my '^nr..’ She regardeel him with a shifty distraction. 
‘Squeeze my arm and say: “I’m going, Kaywana. I’ve got to go, but 
I’m coming back later in the day.’’ ’ 

He laughed. ‘ Very well. I’m going, Kaywana. I’ve got to go, but I’m 
coming back later in the day. And you may be sure Til be back,’ he 
added, pressing her arm. f 

‘Keep in the store-house,’ he called as he pushed off. ‘Don’t leave 
there until I come for you myself or send for you. Is that clear?’ 

‘Yes, I’ll do that, Adriansen. I’ll do that.’ She ran to the edge of the 
bank, and stooping, scooped up some water in licr hand and sprinkled 
it on liim. ‘This is for good fortune! The water spirits will be with you!* 

All that morning the boom-boom throbbed through the air, muffled by 
the trees and the walls of the store-house. Now and then they would 
hear a wliine and then a crash among the tobacco plants over in the 
north-cast. Once a cra^h sounded about a hundred yards from the 
store-house. There was a thud. Hendrickjc whimpered and huddled 
close to Kaywana, but Willem said: ‘I’m going to dig that one up when 
the battle is over. I know exactly where it fell.’ 

‘Father must have fired tliat one,’ said Acrt. 

‘Don’t be foolish,* said August. ‘Mynheer won’t fire tliis way. The 
Spaniards must have fired that one.’ 
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Kay wana ignored them. She was plaiting a mat, her fingers working 
mechanically, her thoughts out on the river. Perhaps he was dead by 
now, she told herself once — smashed to pulp by one of the cannon- 
balls. Or it might be that a musket-ball had hit him. He was lying dead, 
and they were setting fire to the fort and preparing to smash down the 
doors of the store-houses. They were swarming over the island, killing 
and burning. 

Boom. Boom. 

Shortly after noon the booming stopped. They could hear the pop- 
pop of muskets. Vague shouts came wavering through the air. The sky 
had cleared up and the sun shone brightly now. 

Something big had happened yonder on the river. They could hear 
faint cheers — cries, muskct-firc. Uncertain and distant. A ghost noise. 

‘Let me go and see what’s happened. Mother,’ said August excitedly. 
‘ I’ll go as far as the big tree over there ’ 

‘No. You’ll do nothing of the kind. Mynheer would be angry with 
me. There may be danger.’ 

Aert pointed and cried: ‘Smoke. Fire!’ 

They looked and saw black smoke over the trees. 

‘They’re burning our house!’ Hendrickjc sobbed. ‘ Mother, look! I’m 
sure it’s our house.’ 

Kaywana had stopped plaiting the mat. She stared and wondered. It 
might not be so, but if it had been fated to happen that way, then no 
one could have Stopped it. She remembered the smoke that had en- 
veloped the troolie roofs of the cottages on the Corentyne. 

Willem, who had climbed up a ladder into the loft, shouted down: 
‘I can sec better from up here! I sec people coming. It must be the 
Spaniards. No, they’re Indians.’ 

August went up and confirmed this. ‘Some Indians are coming this 
way. They’re coming in a hurry. I believe something serious has hap- 
pened.’ 

Kaywana’s heart went cold. It looked as though it would be like the 
Corentyne. It was the same way the Indians had fled. That time they 
had fled into the jungle. Now they were fleeing into the plantations. 

August shouted down: ‘ One of them is Wakkatai. I can make him out 
clearly. Makka and Wikki-Wikki, two of liis daughters, are with him.’ 

‘I see Wonomo. And Lataka,’ said Willem. 

Kaywana went to the door and looked out, waiting. 

Musket-fire broke out in the distance — over in the cast and in the 
north. She heard a low wail of voices. 
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A panting Indian came toward them. It was Teekai — an Indian who 
had often come to Adriansen at the house. He was carrying a musket 
and a sack. He would have gone past, but when Kaywana hailed him he 
approached. 

what’s happened, Tcckai? Who won the fight?’ She spoke in the 
Indian tongue, and he replied: ‘Can’t tell you, Kaywana, but I hear 
some Spaniards arc coming this way, so perhaps the Spaniards won.’ 

‘Where did you get this musket from?’ 

‘Mynheer de Hooft gave me. I’ve got powder and shot in this sack.’ 
He brushed the perspiration from his face. ‘How you came to be in 
here? Where is Mynheer Adriansen?’ 

‘He’s at Kyk-over-al. Stay with us here, Teekai. How did Mynheer 
de Hooft come to give you this musket? Take care you stole it!’ 

‘ Stole it? No. I traded it with him for letter-wood I brought down 
from up-Swi‘‘a]n last week. I can fire a musket. Yesterday I killed three 
big agoutis and young tapir.’ He spoke in a voice of pride. 

They lieard voices and saw Wakkatai and two of liis daughters going 
past. They did not look toward the store-house, and Kaywana mut- 
tered: ‘Let hin go. Don’t call him here.’ 

She made Tcckai come inside, and then closed and barred the door 
again. From the loft August shouted: ‘Mother, I can see one of them! 
It’s a Spaniard. He’s armed with a sabre. He’s coming from the north- 
east. He’s passing under the big courida tree near the small store-house.’ 

T can see another,’ cried Aert. ‘Under the cookefit palm where we 
caught the monkey last week.’ He was spying tlirough a hole in the door. 

‘Let’s all go up in the loft,’ said Kaywana, and Teekai lifted Aert in 
liis arms and took him up the ladder wliile Kaywana brought the mus- 
ket, and Hendrickje the sack with the powder and shot, though she held 
it as though afraid it would go off and blow her to pieces. 

From the two windows of the loft they looked out and saw the two 
figures August and Aert had talked about. The one that Aert had seen 
from the door downstairs proved to be only one of the negro slaves 
who crouched under a cookerit palm, evidently very scared. The other 
August had seen was a stranger and certainly looked as though he might 
be a Spaniard. He walked with a shght limp and carried what looked 
like a sword. Then he disappeared from view beliind a clump of 
shrubs. 

They heard musket-fire again in the east, but it soon died away. 

Willem ciied: ‘Look! Look! Another Spaniard. Shoot liim, Teekai! 
Shoot liim with your gun!’ 
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‘That’s no Sj^aniard,’ said August. ‘It’s a soldier from the fort. He’s 
got a gun, too.^ 

As it happened, the soldier’s destination was the store-house. He ap- 
proached and shouted up: ‘Kaywana! Are you all right there? Mynheer 
van Groenwegel has sent me to tell you you and the children can return 
home, but you must let me escort you, for there are a few stragglers 
astray in the bush and around the plantation here.’ 

‘Then we’ve won the battle?’ 

‘Yes, we’ve won.’ 

A few minutes later, as they moved along the track, he told them 
that the Spaniards had been beaten off with ease. ‘We sank one of tlicir 
ships — a small vessel — and some of the survivors swam ashore. They’re 
wandering about in the bush, but we’re rounding them up and killing 
them.’ 

‘ And Mynheer van Groenwegel is safe, you say? He wasn’t wounded?’ 

‘No, he’s safe. He was never in any danger, so far as I know.’ 

‘Didn’t he fire a cannon?’ Willem asked. 

The soldier smiled and shook his head. ‘No, we have two gunners on 
the island fort and one each on the two brandwagts lower along the river.’ 

Willem was disappointed. ‘I thought he was firing a cannon,’ he said. 
Didn’t he fire a musket and kill any of the Spaniards?’ 

‘No, there was no need. The one big galleon didn’t even come within 
range of our cannon. It turned and made off when it saw we were 
strongly fortified, •if was only the smaller ship that didn’t escape. It 
came too close and we holed her below the water-line and then put out 
from shore in canoes and threw fire-brands aboard her. Before you 
knew it she was on fire.’ 

‘We saw the smoke. We thought it was our house.’ 

Both Willem and August were thoroughly disappointed at the course 
events had taken. Later that day, when they were at home and Adrian- 
sen came in, August said: ‘Mynheer, I thought you would have taken 
part in the battle and killed a few hundred of them.’ 

‘You’re a blood-thirsty young fellow,’ said Adriansen, slapping him 
on the back. ‘There’s nothing romantic in war and blood-shed, my boy. 
It’s ugly, dirty work. Whenever you can avoid it, always avoid phy- 
sical force.’ His eyes twinkled with subtle guile. ‘Brute force should 
always be a last resort, August. If you can get a thii^ by clever schem- 
ing, get it that way. It’s more comfortable.’ He guffawed and winked, 
and Kaywana frowned and said: ‘I don’t Hke that teaching, Adriansen. 
He might take you seriously and grow into a wicked man.’ 

38 



A Jet of Fire 

‘What is wickedness, Old Water? Who can define wickedness? Bah! 
There’s no wickedness in this world, August, lad, Willem! Yes, you 
listen to me, too. There’s no such thing as wickedness. A thing is wrong 
because we make it so in our thoughts. Everything in this world is 
right. It just depends upon how you twist it about in your mind and 
view it. The most upright and honest man can seem a rogue if you want 
to make him so and believe him to be so.’ 

IX 

‘Yes, Meertens — a rogue. A deep, unscrupulous rogue.’ 

Thus spoke Mynheer de Vries of Adriansen, a few years later. He was 
discussing with Mynheer Meertens a scheme that Adriansen had just 
had arpii ved by the Directors of the West India Company. 

‘Only he knc>ws the real object behind this move, Meertens.’ He 
wagged liis finger. ‘And it’s going to bring trouble. It’s going to disturb 
our relations with the Indians. Already 1 hear that fellow, Wakkatai, is 
grumbling aiir^ st < retly poisoning the minds of the tribe against us. 
Really, it bafiie^ me what hold van Groenwegcl could have over the 
Directors that they should sanction every hare-brained scheme he 
chooses to put before them. Why, he might as well be Commandeur, 
the influence he exerts over them!’ 

Mynheer Meertens nodded. ‘I agree. It’s most upsetting. Van Groen- 
wegel seems to tliink he’s the only original brain in existence. Thirty 
Indians to go to Barbados to assist the Enghsh settlers there to till the 
soil and plant ! In the first place, what have we to do with the English in 
Barbados? Why should wc send Indians to assist them in their ventures? 
It’s a preposterous scheme.’ 

‘Trouble will come of it. These Indians may seem docile on the sur- 
face, but, for my part, I don’t trust them more than I sec them.’ 

Kaywana, too, w^as disturbed about it. One morning in the village. 
Patooka, her step-father, told her: ‘Warn the Mynheer, Kaywana. 
Trouble is coming foi him. Wakkatai is very displeased. He tells the 
people not to listen to the Mynheer — that the Mynheer wants to send 
them across the seas into slavery. Wakkatai is advising the thirty whom 
the Mynheer has chosen to go to change their minds, but they laugh at 
Wakkatai and say Wakkatai is a fool, that the Mynheer has greater 
magic and that the Mynheer has promised them good food and Hving 
in Barbados and that they trust him and feel certain he will not let the 
Enghsh enslave them. And Wakkatai is even more enraged that they 
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should heed the Mynheer and not him. Wakkatai is so enraged he is 
working magic day and night against the Mynheer. He calls upon all 
the spirits of the bush and the water and the air to do harm to the Myn- 
heer. Tell the Mynheer to be careful how he walks. Evil lurks in waiting 
for him.’ 

When Kaywana told Adriansen what her step-father had said, 
Adriansen did not laugh. He stroked his cliin and nodded slowly. ‘Yes, 
I’ve heard about Wakkatai and liis campaign against me. Patooka is 
right. I’m going to have to keep an eye on Wakkatai. He’s getting dan- 
gerous. He’s vindictive.’ He glanced at her. ‘I heard something else, too. 
He hasn’t forgotten how you insulted him some years ago — that time 
when you spat on him. He’s swearing that your time is drawing near, 
and he’s calling upon the spirits to strike you down as you walk. You 
must be careful when you go to Cartabo.’ 

He began to pace. 

The house was quiet, for the children were out boating, and the last 
baby, a girl whom they had named Juliana, was asleep. Juliana was two 
months old. She was fifteen months younger than Jan, the boy who 
had been born a few weeks after the Spanish raid. 

Adriansen’s foot-treads made a solemn dum-dum on the floor. A 
dark sound, Kaywana told herself, a sound she always associated with 
his going away up-river, or down-river to the coast, on one of his ex- 
peditions, because was always early in the morning that he left, and 
his foot-treads would sound heavy and ominous in the silence of the 
house as he moved about getting his bundles and haversacks ready. 

‘But, Adriansen, why have you got to send these thirty Indians to the 
island in the West Indies? What benefit will you get from their going? 
Won’t you tell me about the plan?’ 

He smiled. ‘The benefit is not strictly a material one,’ he said. ‘It’s a 
gesture — a generous gesture toward the English settlers. The short- 
sighted dullards of tliis settlement may not be able to see it as I do, but 
in years to come they vnll thank me for extending a friendly hand to 
settlers in neighbouring colonies.’ 

‘But these Indians, won’t the English make them slaves?’ 

‘They won’t. They have promised me faithfully to treat them well 
and give them good food and quarters. They won’t be flogged, and 
they will be paid in coin or the equivalent or coin in provisions. And 
their sojourn will not exceed five years unless they themselves desire to 
stay longer.’ 

^ ‘I see,’ she said, feeling within her a glow of wonder at his having 
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bothered to explain. It was almost unbelievable. He had always been so 
reserved and secretive and reluctant to discuss with her anything con- 
cerning his projects and expeditions. 

He went on pacing, and she stared at the floor, pensive. 

Suddenly they heard voices outside — the children’s voices. She got up 
and went to the window and saw the children coming ashore. They 
had just brought the corial alongside and were getting out. . . . She 
stiffened. 

‘Adriansen.* 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Look out of the window. They’re hfting Hendrickje.’ 

He came and looked out, and exclaimed at what he saw. He hurried 
out, and she followed him. 

Aue»ut ^nd Willem were pale and scared. August told them: ‘We 
heard sometliiiio go “phfff!” in the bush, and the next minute Hen- 
drickje put her hand to her neck and said that somctliing had bitten her. 
See! There’s a tiny reddish-blue spot on her neck. She went hmp and 
began to breath j cj icerly. I’m sure it wasn’t an insect, Mynheer. Some- 
body blew a }, .'isoned dart at her from the bush.’ 

Kaywana bent down over Hendrickje and examined her neck. She 
nodded and said: ‘Yes, it’s a poisoned dart.’ Her face was rigid and 
calm; her eyes had a glassy look of hate. ‘It’s scorpion poison — not 
curari" 

Adriansen grunted. ‘Friend Wakkatai must be credited with this. I 
suppose tliis is part of his campaign of magic directed against us. Very 
well. We shall see.’ He carried Hendrickje into the house and they put 
her to bed. She had a temperature. 

‘My children,’ said Kaywana, ‘have done him nothing — yet he tries 
to be revenged on me through them. He will pay for this. He will pay 
double, too.’ 

‘You’ll do nothing in the matter. Leave it to me.* 

‘Leave it to you! You! I know what you will do. You will go to him 
and make liim a fine p-csent. You will speak to him with soft words so 
that he will show you a pleasant face and promise to speak well of you 
to the others. You will try to pacify him. But I — when I hati, I hate. I 
offer no peace when I hate.’ 

The following day Hendrickje was better. The fever had gone, though 
Kaywana made her remain in bed. 

Adriansen came in during the afternoon and said: ‘All is peace again. 
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I have had a long chat with Wakkatai, and we have been able to come 
to a very pleasant understanding, so I don’t think we need fear any 
more scorpion-poisoned darts/ 

Willem asked: ‘Father, did he show you the blow-pipe he used?’ 

Adriansen laughed. ‘No, I didn’t think of asking him to diow me.’ 

August said: ‘If I were you, Mynheer, I should have put a musket- 
shot into him. He’s a bad fellow.’ 

‘ Shoot him, eh? And turn the whole tribe against me? Turn the whole 
lot of them into howling wolves ready to strip the settlement bare? 
Where would be the wisdom in that, my boy?’ His eyes narrowed with 
a deep cunning. ‘No, August, when you get to my age you’ll learn that 
there are occasions when we must use force because it’s impossible to do 
anything else — as on the occasion when we were attacked by those two 
Spanish ships. Then we had to use force or we should have gone down. 
But on occasions like this, when we’re up against the Wakkatais of tliis 
world, force is not the weapon to employ, my boy. The weapon is 
subtlety. Guile, flattery, gins — these can be far more effective than 
muskets and powder and shot. You bear that in mind. It will help you 
later on.’ 

Kaywana sat silent, her face emotionless. She was suckling Juliana. 

Outside, you could hear the river — the hushed sough of the river. In 
the west, the tobacco and balsam plants rustled in a soft land breeze. 
And the cotton tre^^. It sounded like rain coming over the jungle, but 
the sky was clear — blue with small puffs of wliite. White clouds drifting 
toward the south-west in the trade-wind. The trade-wind wliich, to- 
morrow, would help the ship on its voyage to Barbados — the sliip that 
would take the thirty Indians to the English settlers in the little island 
three hundred and eighty miles north. 

On the day after the ship sailed, in this year 1627, Wikki-Wikki, the 
third daughter of Wakkatai — she was twelve and ehgible for marriage 
•^was walking along a track on the mainland that led to a field of bal- 
sam. She was gathering herbs for her father, and her eyes kept sweeping 
the low line of shrubs and ferns that grew on either side of the track. 

Once, as she stooped to pluck up two sprigs of dragon’s blood, she 
heard a soft sound amid the clumps of bush at her back. Phfff! She felt 
a tiny stinging pain in her shoulder, and rose unsteadily. She could feel 
her heart fluttering. A breatlilcssness overtook her. There was a stiffen- 
ing in her limbs. Then she collapsed, twitched and lay still. 

That afternoon, late, they found her body. Wakkatai and four others 
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who had set out on a search. They found her dead and stiff, and when 
Wakkatai examined her he said: ‘An enemy did this. An enemy has 
killed my daughter. See! It’s ctirari." He looked up at tlic others. ‘The 
enemy who has done tliis is Kaywana. The spirits poisoned her 
daughter with the venom of the scorpion, and now she has killed my 
daughter with the poison from the trees.’ He was silent a moment, then 
slowly and solemnly he rose. ‘I shall do nothing. Maconaima who sees 
all and who guides the waters in the rivers will take his revenge — and it 
will be a terrible revenge.’ He raised his arm toward the setting sun. 
‘Hear me tliis day, Maconaima! I curse Kaywana and call upon all the 
evil of the trees and the water and the air to conspire for revenge. This 
day I call upon all the spirits of darkness to work harm upon Kaywana!’ 

Whcii Addaiisen heard of Wikki-Wikki’s death he said to Kaywana: 
‘The rumour is that you had sonifijtliing to do with it. What have you 
to say?’ 

She met his eyes without flinching. ‘It is true. I did it, Adriansen. I 
hate him, ar i I did it to be revenged on him for what he did to Hen- 
drickje — and for every child of mine chat he harms again I shall kill one 
of his. He liimsclf I shall kill if he drives me to it.’ 

‘ I never thought you could be so vindictive. You’re a murderer, Kay- 
wana — in the eyes of Christians you’re a murderer.’ 

‘I care nothing for your Christianity. I only know that when anyone 
loves me I give my love in return, and give it freely — and when anyone 
hates me I hate in return. If anyone hurts me I hurt them in return. I 
don’t give them fine presents and say sweet things to them.’ 

The cliildrcn watched them, hstening in an awed silence, sensing that 
sometliing big was in their presence — somctliing strong and of the 
earth. 

‘Very well, Kaywana, we think differently. What has happened has 
happened and can’t be recalled. I can’t make you tliink as I do. If you 
care to live according to the laws of the beasts, then you must do so 
and suffer as the beasts do.’ He turned and left the room. 

August approached his mother at once and said in a lowered voice: 
‘You’re right. Mother. You’re right. Mynheer is a great man in many 
ways, but he’s too soft sometimes. I’m glad you killed Wikki-Wikki. 
I, too, hate Wakkatai for what he did to Hendrickje. You were right to 
get your revenge on liim, I, too, shall be a murderer if anyone tries to 
hurt me.’ 
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This same year, 1627, Abraham van Peere, a trader from Vlissingen, 
came to Guiana. He was entertained for a week by Adriansen and took 
a great liking to August. 

One day toward the end of his stay, when they were dining, he 
looked at August and said: ‘August, lad, you have the eyes of a poet and 
an adventurer. I beheve a gHmpse of Europe would give you poise. 
How would you hke to take a trip to Holland in my sliip?’ 

‘Mynheer, nothing would give me greater pleasure.’ 

Kaywana looked doubtful. ‘How far away is Holland, Mynheer?’ 

‘Thousands of miles. Several weeks’ travel.’ 

‘He’s my eldest son — and the sea is imcertain. Years ago, when I 
came on a ship from the Corentyne, I was ill all the way. I thought the 
sliip would have gone down, it rocked so much.’ 

Van Peere laughed. ‘You think your August will go to bottom, eh? 
No, you needn’t be fearful about that. Our ships are all sea-worthy. 
rU bring him back safely, I promise you.’ 

‘In fact,’ he went on, ‘I may tell you tliis in confidence. The West 
India Company has granted me a charter to colonize the territory along 
the banks of the River Berbice in the east. When I return, in a few 
months’ time. I’m bringing a party of men and youngsters — forty 
elderly men and twenty young men, to be precise — and I could employ 
your August as an Assistant secretary. Yesterday I happened to see his 
handwriting, and I assure you I’ve seldom seen handwriting more 
beautiful. He’s a lad of great promise, and I need promising lads.’ 

So it was agreed that August should go. 

Before he sailed, Adriansen took him into liis room and said to liim: 
‘I rather hke you, young man. You have much of your mother’s fire. 
You’re developing fast, and now that you’re going into a big country 
you’ll take much bigger steps forward. But let me give you a word of 
warning. Remember what happened the other day? Remember Wikki- 
Wikki? You sided with your mother on that occasion. You felt that she 
was right in kilhng that poor girl. In the Indian way, it was probably 
right. But you’re three-quarters white — three-quarters European — and 
in future you’re going to Hve in accordance with the codes and laws of 
the Christian world. You can’t apply Indian law to your dealings with 
men in the hfe you’re going to lead. I’ve tried to educate you the Euro- 
pean way, August, arid if you want to Hve with Europeans and make a 
man of yourself, then you must behave and think as Europeans do. Do 
you understand?’ 
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‘Yes, Mynheer,’ said August — but Adriansen detected the gleam of 
resentment in the boy’s eyes, and the defiant set of his lips. He looked as 
his mother had looked that day when Adriansen had taken her to task 
for killing Wikki-Wikki. 

After he had sailed, Kay wana fell into a spell of sadness that lasted for 
nearly a week. She hardly spoke, and attended to her household duties 
in a mechanical, preoccupied manner. She looked old and defeated, and 
bne night she said to Adriansen: ‘I feel I won’t ever see him again. I 
shouldn’t have parted with liim. Now that he has gone it’s as if my last 
bit of girlhood has gone with him. I have notliing now to remind me 
of what I was on the Corcntync. His father was a good man — a good, 
simple man. Strong and simple like an Indian. I beneve he would have 
made me more happy than you have made me, Adriansen.’ 

Adricnscii Uughed. ‘ You mean, he had no guile, eh? I knew that long 
ago, from what ) ou’ve told me. If he had had my xjualities he might 
have been alive to-day, for he would have remained with you in the 
jungle instead of running off like a gallant fool to make a hopeless 
defence against die Spaniards.’ 

She stiffened in anger. ‘Don’t say that. He was brave. He was a man. 
A fighter. He fought and died. I wouldn’t have respected him if he had 
stayed with me in the jungle. That would have been a cow^ard’s act. 
Almost as bad as making gifts to a man who has hurt your own child.’ 

The air w^as still and warm, and the river kept up itsjiushed sougliing 
against the bank, amidst the roots of the mangrove and the courida and 
the wild cacao. Far away in tlie south, over the jungle, lightning flashed 
in swift, crooked forks, but they could hear no thunder. Only, all the 
while, the river wliispcring. Monotonously, with vague menace. 

XI 

One night, a few months later, it w’^as warm, too, and still, and there 
was lightning in the south. The river, as always, kept wdiispcring. Now 
and then thunder would come in a deep muttering that died away 
nearly in the same moment that it came into being. But most of the time 
there would be simply that flicker-flicker far away in the south, over 
the jungle, silent but vivid and ugly. 

Perhaps it was the lightning that had awakened her, thought Kay- 
wana. There it went again. Two swift sheets of white fire. 

She lay on her back and listened for a long while, but no thunder 
came. She could only hear the river, hushed and hollow. She frowned. 
Was it only the river, though? Or could she hear another sound? 
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Beside her, in the large bed, Adriansen was asleep. He snored in long 
deep rasps of breath. Dimly she could make out the shape of his power- 
ful body. Then in sudden clarity as the hghtning flashed. She sighed and 
turned over. * 

After a moment, she sat up and stared around into the darkness. She 
looked out of the window and saw the river. It looked indigo-grey in 
the starhght. There was a glow in the east — a bluish glow. A waning 
half-moon was rising. Lightning flashed again. A jagged fork this time. 

She noticed something. Lights at Cartabo. Reddish, flickering lights 
in the Indian village. Fires ahght at midnight. It w^as most unusual. 
There was no festival on; no piwarri^ no celebration. And the Indians 
always retired shortly after sundown. All fires were put out before they 
went into their henabs. 

She got out of bed and crossed over to the window. She could hear 
voices — a wavering clamour barely audible above the river noise. 

‘Adriansen.’ 

He did not wake, though liis snoring stopped. She had to go back to 
the bed and shake his shoulder before he awakened. 

‘What’s it? Why aren’t you in bed?’ 

‘Something is wrong at Cartabo. Look. Fires.’ 

‘Fires? What fires?’ He was irritable and sleepy. 

‘Look and see for yourself* 

He looked. ‘Yes, that’s odd,’ he murmured. 

She fanned herself with her hand. ‘I couldn’t sleep. The night is so 
close. Shall I fight the lamp?’ 

‘Yes. No, on second thoughts, you’d better not. I think I see a corial 
coming. It must be Teckai.’ 

‘That Tcckai, eh? One day they’ll find out he’s your spy, and he’ll die 
quietly.* 

‘That day hasn’t come yet, anyway. He’s a very useful fellow. Keeps 
me posted regularly with all the gossip of the village. A good man.’ 

She accompanied him downstairs and they let in Teckai by the kit- 
chen entrance. He was thin nowadays and had developed a stoop. He 
had his musket with him, and the sack with liis powder and shot; he 
never went anywhere without his musket and ammunition. 

‘Bad trouble coming. Mynheer,’ he told Adriansen. ‘Everything is 
upset to-night. The Indians arc planning to kill out all the white men.’ 

‘But what’s the trouble? What’s happened?’ 

Teckai told them that Bissooki, the son of Macawana, had come back 
from Barbados as a stowaway aboard a ship called the Emma de Voors 
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which had come in late that afternoon. Bissooki had been one of the 
thirty who had gone to Barbados. When darkness had fallen, Bissooki 
had escaped from the ship and swum ashore. The village had already 
retired but Bissooki had roused everybody. He looked meagre and worn 
out, and there were long marks on his back. He had told them that the 
white Englishmen in Barbados had beaten him with a hide-whip. All 
the other twenty-nine Indians whom Mynheer had sent over some time 
%go were being beaten, too, by the Englishmen. The Englishmen had 
made slaves of them all, and the Indians were suffering greatly. This 
news had enraged the village. There would be no sleep to-night, Teekai 
said. Wakkatai was talking in an angry voice. He was calling the white 
men usurpers and tyrants and saying that Mynheer van Groenwegel 
was the biggest usurper and tyrant of all. He had fooled the Indians. He 
had used for his own ends and for the benefit of liis fellow white 
men. The people were agreeing with Wakkatai and shouting for Myn- 
heer van Groenwegcl’s life. 

‘Very well, Teekai. Thank you. I’ll go over to them and see what 1 
can do to quiet ♦'licni down.’ 

‘No, Mynheer. No. Don’t go. They will kill you.’ 

‘He’s right, Adriansen. You shouldn’t go.’ 

Adriansen was thoughtful for a moment, then said: ‘Very well, 
Teekai. You can go back. I’ll go to the fort and sec the Commandeur. 
To-morrow I’ll choose a special gift for you. You’ v(^ done me a great 
service to-night,’ 

‘I saw tliis trouble coming,’ said Kaywana, after Teekai had left. ‘I 
knew the English couldn’t be trusted. My instinct told me so. I think 
the best tiling you can do now is to call out the soldiers and march into 
the village.* 

‘Nothing of the sort. We must never threaten them with violence 
except as a last resort. These Indians are good people. It’s always a mis- 
take to show tliein force.’ 

She laughed contemptuously. ‘Adriansen, you’re a fool in many ways 
that you don’t know. ! cannot read and write, but I know human 
beings. They only respect you when you show them that you’re strong.’ 

‘There arc other ways of being strong than the way of guns, Kay- 
wana,’ he smiled as lie got into his clothes. 

‘The way of cunning, ch?’ 

She stood at the bedroom window and watched liim get into the 
skiff and push off', tliinking; He and I arc no more one. There is nothing 
between us these days except when we lie in bed. He tliinks I am hard 
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and bad, and I think him a fool for his soft ways of dealing with people. 
He’s a queer man — a big man, but a man whose inside will always be 
hidden from me. So different from* my August who was simple and 
frank in everything. August had no deep secrets and plans. August was 
not cunning and full of flattery. But I must not grumble. It had to hap- 
pen hke this. And I’m getting old; more reason why I should take 
things as they are. 

She went back to the bed and lay down, staring up into the darkness 
of the rafters. Lightning still flashed in the south. She heard thunder — 
low, faint, a portentous mumbling over the mysterious distant jungle. 
The jungle through wliich snakes and strange wild creatures moved. 
The rain must be hurling itself down in savage drops through the trees, 
and the lightning must be sHcing giant mora trees in half, or splitting 
them down the middle. The thunder must be one continuous clatter of 
noise. In the Corentyne jungle, one day, a storm had broken when 
August and herself were in their secret spot making love. He had 
wanted to dress and let them go back to the settlement, but she had told 
him to stay, that it would be more dangerous to move through the 
jungle wliile the storm was on. They had lain where they were, and a 
huge cookerit palm had been cloven in two by the hghtning and had 
fallen with a terrible crash amid tlie vines and undergrowth. 

She sat up, telhng herself that she must not think of those days. They 
were gone — gone like her son August. Gone like her youth. 

She shifted restlessly, got out of bed and went to the window. There 
was a big fire at Cartabo. It looked hke one of the store-houses on the 
plantation. They had set fire to one of the store-houses. 

She saw a group of long dark forms moving on the water. Corials. 
She heard shouting. It came from the corials. They were going, she 
thought, to raid the west-bank plantations. . . . The thought sagged in 
her. No, it was toward the house here they were coming. They were 
coming here to kill Adriansen and herself and the cliildren. Wakkatai 
must be leading them. He had long wanted to be revenged on her, and 
to-night he had seen his chance. The people were so incensed by the 
news from Barbados that he had had no difficulty in persuading them 
to come across to do injury to Adriansen and herself. . . . She could 
hear in her fancy what they were shouting: ‘Death to van Groenwegel 
and his wife and children!’ . . . 

She went into the next room. Hate writhed Hke a reptile in her chest. 
‘Hendrickje! Jan! Juhana! Wake up! Willem! Aert! Wake up, child- 
ren!’ There was no panic in her voice. It might have been morning and 
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she was calling them down to eat, reproving them for having slept late. 

There was a slow stirring in the two big beds. 

She went back into the room she and Adriansen shared with the last 
child, a boy ten weeks old. She took him up from his cot and hugged 
him to her breast, stood in the middle of the room looking out at the 
river through the square of the window. After a moment, she returned 
into the children’s room. ‘Wake up! Wake up! All of you!’ 

‘Is anything wrong, Mother?* asked Hendrickje. She sat up and 
yawned. The moon had risen, red and pathetic over the bush on the 
opposite bank. It shone on Hcndrickje’s sleepy face — on her long golden 
hair. She was twelve, and already well developed; her spiked breasts 
stood out erect under her white silk night-gown. Soon she will be like 
me, thought Kay wana, as 1 was on the Corentyne. A jet of fire. 

Wiilcii; woke, too, but not Aert. Aert was a heavy sleeper. You had 
to slap liim before he would wake. Willem slapped him and he woke. 
He and Willem w'erc in nightsliirts, long white nightsliirts. The moon 
shone on them, too, both sturdy boys, Willem ten, Aert nine. They 
were grey-eyed like their father, Willem with brown hair, Aert with 
black hair . . . Willem has my spirit, thought Kaywana, but Aert is 
more like his father. Willem will hate and fight, but Aert will flatter 
and make peace. . . . 

‘There’s a fire at Cartabo,’ said Willem. ‘Look, Aert.’ 

‘It looks hke a small store-house,’ said Aert. 

Kaywana put down the baby. ‘I’m going downstairs to lock the back 
door„ Willem!’ 

Aert exclaimed: * Corials are coming! Plenty of them!’ 

‘Willem, go into the western room and open the arms cupboard. 
Take out all the four muskets in there and the ammunition. Let Aert 
help you. The key for the cupboard is on your father’s desk.’ 

‘What arc we going to do, Mother?’ 

‘You see those coriah coming? They’re coming for us. They’re com- 
ing to try to kill us, my sons. Wakkatai is leading them. But we will do 
some killing before tlicy get into this house. Now, hurry. I’m going 
downstairs to lock and bar the doors.’ 

‘A fight!* chortled Willem. ‘Good. I can shoot. Father taught me.’ 

‘Where is Father?’ asked Hendrickje. ‘Isn’t he at home?’ 

‘No, he is at Kyk-over-al.’ 

Her mother hurried out, and Hendrickje ran into the next room after 
Willem and Aert. She was frightened. Willem, whining with excite- 
ment, had already dashed off toward the western b^oom, Aert, 
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silent, moving after him. On the bed with die baby, Juliana and Jan 
were still asleep. 

Outside, the corials were drawing alongside the bank. The reddish 
moonhght gave the river a soft, idyllic look. The jungle on the oppo- 
site bank stood out black and clear against the glowing sky. 

Over at Kyk-over-al Adriansen was saying: ‘Gentlemen, let us resort to 
fire-arms only if the situation becomes utterly impossible. These people 
can be won over by soft words. Let us try words first.’ 

‘That’s nonsense,’ snapped Mynheer de Vries. ‘These savages won’t 
be quelled by flattery. They’re in an ugly mood. A firm hand must be 
taken with them.’ 

‘Fire upon them by all means,’ agreed Mynheer Mcertens. ‘Teach 
them a lesson.’ 

The Commandeur raised liis hand. ‘Quiet, please, gentlemen. I think 
Mynheer van Groenwegel is perfectly right. We must not use fire- 
arms unless we have to. We’ll try reason first and see what effect it has 
upon them.’ 

A grumbling broke out. 

‘We could have expected that. Everything van Groenwegel says in 
this setdement is law,’ 

‘Soft words. What can soft words do against that howUng mass of 
fiends?’ 

‘This is the end Af the colony. And all through Groenwcgel’s lunatic 
project. It was a foregone conclusion that the English would have turned 
those Indians into slaves. See what the Directors will have to say to this !’ 

‘Look! They’re setting fire to the small store-house.* 

‘Very well, gentlemen !’ called the Commandeur. ‘We must be mov- 
ing. I know you’re not trained soldiers, but please try to be as orderly 
as you can. And remember that you’re taking orders from me.* 

So, with the Captain of the fort and his men, they left the house and 
embarked for Cartabc Landed, they made their way along the track 
that led toward the Indian village. They moved in a quick trot, in 
double file, the Commandeur at the head with the Captain, and behind 
him Adriansen with a heutenant. 

On the left of them, over the trees, the glow that marked the burning 
store-house grew brighter. 

‘We have to give {hat up as lost, I’m afraid,’ muttered Adriansen to 
the lieutenant. ‘We must try to save the larger one. It’s likely they’re 
moving toward that one now.’ 
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They were just in time. The Indians were piling faggots against the 
walls of the store-house — the large store-house wliich contained most of 
the cargo brought by the last ship from Holland. 

‘Stop there! Stop!* cried Adriansen, advancing ahead of the column. 
He carried no musket; he had handed his musket to the lieutenant. He 
raised his arm commandingly. 

L ‘Look! Van Groenwegel!* - 

‘Kill him!* 

‘Van Groenwegel, traitor to Indians!* 

A stone was hurled at him. Two aivara seeds hit him in the chest. He 
did not retreat. ‘Palm seeds. Think of it. What cliildren!* He laughed 
and shouted; ‘Stop there, I tell you, people! Put down those faggots. 
Don*t dare light that fire.’ 

They hesitated, but still howled at him. I'hey pelted him. A stone 
struck him in the chest. But he stood where he was, his arm raised. 

‘Kill him! Kill van Groenwegel!* 

‘Kill all wliite men!* 

‘They make Indians slaves!’ 

‘Shoot the savages down,* cried Mynheer de Vries. 

The Commandeur looked round and frowned. ‘Remember! I’m 
giving the orders, dc Vries. And I insist on being obeyed.* 

The howls went on. The stones came one after the other. 

But Adriansen stood firm. 

‘Mind you! I warn you. Don’t dare to light those faggots. Put them 
aside. Take them away and go home. Behave yourselves like good 
people and go back to your bctuibs, and to-morrow I promise you 
presents in abundance. But light those taggots and you’ll be sorry!* 

A sulky murmuiing and jabbeiing broke out. Several of them 
dropped the faggots. One or ♦'w^o of them began to kick aw^ay those 
piled against the \vall of the store-house. Some began to edge away 
toward the bush. 

‘That’s beginning to look better. I see that my friends the Indians arc 
men and women of good sense. I knew I could depend upon them.’ 

‘You traitor, van Groenwegel. You traitor to IndiansP 

‘You sent Indians to Barbados and made them slaves!’ 

‘Oh, no! You’re wrong. I’m your friend. I have always been your 
friend. But for me you might have been made slaves as the black men 
from Africa. It was I who interceded for you. It is not my fault that the 
English in Barbados have made your countrymen slaves. It is their 
treachery — and you may be sure I shall take immediate steps to have 
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your relatives and friends brought back. The English have broken faith 
with me if what Bissooki says is true. Tm very angry with the English. 
But put your faith in your old friend van Groenwegel, and everything 
will be made right.’ 

The stones and palm seeds had stopped coming. The Indians were 
listening — mumbling doubtfully but listening. 

‘And remember! To-morrow there will be gifts for everyone. My 
countrymen here are armed with muskets — guns and powder and shot. 
But I told them — I said to them: “No. Oh, no. My Indians are good 
people. They will go home if I tell them to. You will not have to fire 
upon them.” And see, I was right. I knew I could depend upon my 
Indians. . . 

As he talked they began to move away and slink off up the track — by 
twos and threes — silent and docile, hke reproved children. 

‘Yes. Good people, my Indians. Go back and sleep and await your 
fine gifts to-morrow. Van Groenwegel is pleased with liis people. . . .’ 

When they had all gone and the Commandeur was congratulating 
Adriansen on liis success, a man suddenly appeared from out of the 
bush. The Captain exclaimed in alarm, but Adriansen said: ‘It’s Tcekai. 
Teekai is a good fellow. It was he who warned me.’ He asked for an 
excuse and drew aside with Tcekai. ‘What’s the matter now, Teekai?’ 

‘Mynheer, you niust hurry. Trouble is happening ovfcr at your house. 
Wakkatai and plenty of them have gone over there and arc trying to 
kill your woman and her children. They think you are there in the 
house, too.’ 

While some broke down the back door, some pelted the house with 
stones and clods of earth. They howled and pelted. 

Willem and Acrt were eager to fire upon them from the bedroom 
window, but their mother told them: ‘No. Hold your fire for when they 
try to come upstairs here. They’ll soon have the back door down, and 
then they’ll rush up the stairs. It’s then you must fire upon them, sons.’ 

She spoke calmly, and they felt confidence in her and in themselves. 
Even Hcndrickje had stopped whimpering. In the children’s room Hcn- 
drickje sat in one of the two big beds with Juliana and Jan and the baby. 
In the adjoining room Kaywana and Willem and Aert were preparing 
for the attack. The door that gave on to the corridor stood wide open, 
but before it they had placed a heavy table. This door commanded a 
full viev^ of the stairway. On the table rested four muskets. They were 
loaded and ready for action. 
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Kaywana and the two boys stood waiting; listening to the thuds 
downstairs on the back door and waiting. Willem and Aert were ex- 
cited and moved restlessly about. 

When a loud rending crash came downstairs, however, Willem 
stiffened and Aert*s face grew serious. Tlicy peered anxiously down the 
well of the stairw-ay. Aert murmured: ‘They’ve broken in.’ Willem 
whispered: ‘You’re right.’ 

Kaywana said: ‘Get ready, boys. Don’t fire until I tell you, though. 
As soon as you fire I’ll take the guns and re-load them.’ She turned as 
footsteps sounded behind her. ‘Juliana! Jan! Get back into the next 
room with your sister. Go!’ 

‘Mother, I’m afraid,’ Jan said. 

‘I’m afraid, Mother,’ Juliana said. 

‘Go back. Go back!’ There was a quaver of panic in her voice now. 
‘My babies. My poor babies. They’ll kill you. Get back to your sister!’ 

‘Mother! Mother! They’re coming up!’ cried Aert. 

Kaywana turned. ‘Yes. Fire! Fire, Aert! Fire, Willem!’ 

The house thimclercd, and the table shook under the flasliing muskets. 

Jan and Juliana shrieked and ran back into the next room. 

Yells and a confusion of noise sounded on the staircase. One of the 
Indians had been hit. Fie kept rolling down the stairs. 

Kaywana was re-loading the two muskets the boys had fired. Willem 
and Aert were trembhng. Aert whimpered now and th«n. He had hurt 
his finger. 

‘Fire again! Aert, fire! Fire, Willem!’ 

The powder kegs and sacks with the shot were on Adriansen’s desk. 
Kaywana loaded one musket and was loading the second when Willem 
— Willem had taken liold of the third >,till-loadcd musket on the table 
— fired, and again the table shook and a roar of sound clamoured 
through the house. But Willem had fired too high. The shot prattled 
along the corridor — along the floor and the w^alls. 

Kaywana hurried to the table with the two loaded muskets. But 
three of the invaders had reached the top of the stairway. They rushed 
the table. 

Willem and Aert gasped and ran. Kaywana dashed down tl ic two 
loaded muskets and picked up the one that Willem had dropped. It still 
smoked. She hurled it at the. first figure rusliing at her and the fellow 
halted, struck across the face. The two others collided with him and 
there was a confused scrambling. Aert took advantage of this confusion 
to grab a musket. With it he ran toward the desk, jumped on to the 
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desk, using the musket as he might a pole in a pole-jump. Willem, who 
had been about to run into the next room, paused and followed Aert’s 
example. The^tnusket lie seized was one of tlic two newly loaded by liis 
mother just before the table was rushed. Kaywana saw liim and 
shrieked: ‘Careful, Willem! It’s loaded. Don’t try to strike them with it. 
It may explode.’ 

Willem, trembling, darted into the corner where the desk stood and 
got up on to it. He and Aert stood there in their long white nightsliirts 
panting, the muskets shaking in their grasp. 

Kaywana rushed to the door of the next room and tried to shut it 
after her as she passed through, but the three had recovered by now and 
were upon her. Then four more came in. One of these was Wakkatai. 
He shouted: ‘Leave her to me! Leave Kaywana to me!’ 

‘Aert,’ quavered Willem, ‘we must fire. They’re going to kill 
Mother.’ 

Aert was too scared to reply. 

Two more came in. They saw the boys. 

Aert raised his musket half-way — it was heavy for liim — pointed it at 
them and applied the ignition. There was a roar and flash and both the 
invaders collapsed, coughing and grunting. Another appeared at the 
door, then turned and ran. Willem muttered in a stammer: ‘Good! 
Load again. The powder and shot are here on the desk.’ He trembled 
and kept lookiig from the door that opened into the corridor to the 
door that gave into the next room. 

In the next room Kaywana was fighting savagely. Once the moon- 
light struck full on her face, and her eyes glinted with a terrible hate. 
She struck back at Wakkatai with clenched hands, jumped on to the 
bed and aimed a kick at his face which landed home. But Wakkatai re- 
covered and pulled her down, began to bear her head with a stone. He 
spat on her. ‘This is your day, Kaywana,’ he panted. ‘This is your hour.’ 

‘Mother, help me! Please! Quick, Mother!’ 

That was Hendrickje. They had stripped her of her nightgown and 
were scrambling over her. They had throwm the baby through the win- 
dow. It lay on the ground outside, a smashed lump. Jan had crawled 
under the bed, but they pulled him out, battered in liis head with a large 
stone. Now it was Juhana’s turn, for she, too, had crawled under the bed. 

There was a cool, blue-green patch of moonlight on the bed sheet. 
The bed sheet was ruffled, and here and there you could see a spot of 
blood — and in one place a big jagged patch where Jan’s head had been 
battered in. 
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In the next room Willem’s musket banged. Willem had pulled up 
the table, and Acrt had helped him to tilt it over on to its side. With the 
desk at their backs and the table in front of them like a rampart, they 
crouched, their muskets resting on the edge of the table. Their bodies 
shook. Their hair was tousled, their eyes bright and scared. But there 
was defiance in them both. They had recovered from the first shock of 
terror. They kept darting their gazes from the outer door to the inner. 

T)nce two figures approached the outer door and Willem’s musket 
exploded, and the figures turned and ran back downstairs yelling. The 
shot passed over their heads, for Willem’s hand trembled too much, and 
the musket kicked when he applied the ignition. Acrt loaded the musket 
as Willem passed it back, but before he had completed this operation 
they saw the inner door swing open and two figures come tumbling 
into the r^ou.. Acrt squealed and dropped the musket, snatcliing up his 
own which was still unfired. Willem began to load hastily. Willem said: 
‘Don’t fire, Aert. It’s Mother and Wakkatai. You might liit Mother.’ 

Willem and Aert, their muskets pivoting round indecisively on the 
table-edge, watched the struggle between their mother and Wakkatai. 
Kaywana bled from her nose and from her mouth. The moonlight kept 
flashing on and off her face. Wakkatai was trying to rape her, but find- 
ing himself too weak. She was too furious an animal for him. He 
grappled with her in vain. She threw liim off, pounded his face with her 
fists, snarled and spat blood and spittle into his face. 

‘Watch the door,’ warned Willem. ‘They might fry to come in 
again from downstairs.’ 

Acrt nodded and gulped. He was very white. 

Kaywana and Wakkatai broke apart, Wakkatai rolhng toward the 
wall. Kaywana sprang up and rushed to snatch a musket lying on the 
floor near the bedpost. Wakkatai scrambled up and dived at her. 

There was a bang. It was Willem’s musket. The butt kicked back and 
Willem staggered, whimpering and holding his chin as the musket fell 
from his grasp. Aert coughed from the fumes that hazed the air about 
them. 

Wakkatai had crumpled up and was making gargling sounds, blood 
oozing from his cars and mouth. He tried to rise but collapsed igain. 
Kaywana brought down tlie musket she had snatched up and it landed 
with a cruncliing thump on his back and neck. He grunted and lay still. 
She continued to belabour him. 

Two figures leapt out of the next room and brought her down. They 
began to pummel her head with a stone. 
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Aert trained his musket shakily. Willem clutched liis arm and said: 
‘Don’t, Aert. Don’t fire. You’ll hit Mother.’ 

‘But they’re killing her with that stone. They’re kiUing her.’ 

‘Fire, then. Fire!* 

The musket flashed and thundered. 

One of their mother’s attackers staggered off, clutching his face. 

A voice shouted up from downstairs: ‘Who is doing that firing? 
Kaywana! What are you up to?’ 

Willem threw down the musket he was loading and made a rush for 
the outer door. ‘Father ! Quick! Come up here. They’re kiUing Mother. 
They’re fighting us.’ He broke into sobs. 

Aert saw three figures appear at the inner door and applied the 
ignition to the musket he had just loaded. Following the roar one man 
fell doubled up, a hand pressed to liis stomach. The two others dashed to 
the window and jumped through with yells. 

His father and two soldiers came in, followed by Willem. Adriansen 
was carrying a lantern. Willem sobbed: ‘Look, Father! Look! They’ve 
killed Mother.’ 

Aert darted from behind the table. ‘ Wakkatai! We got liiin, Father. 
I killed him. No,* it was Willem. Willem fired on him — and Mother 
finished him off’ He began to blubber uncontrollably. 

One of the sgldiers was examining Kaywana. ‘She’s dead,’ he said. 

‘It’s those otl:jfrs who killed her,’ blubbered Aert. ‘They came in from 
the next room. Wakkatai didn’t kill her. Mother beat him — and 
Willem killed him.’ 

‘I put a shot in him,’ said Willem. ‘The beast. I’m glad. Glad.’ 

The moonhght shone in upon their nightsliirts. In the south-east and 
south lightning flashed, but no thunder came. The river kept whispering 
all the wliile, hushed and monotonous. 
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The Indians, this morning, were saying that to-day he would die. They 
were grieved. ‘Our good Comniandeur,’ they said, ‘will not see the sun 
go down to-day. The spirits of the river are calling him.’ 

The surgeon of the fort felt, too, that he would not last out the day. 
‘We’d better send and tell his son to come at once,’ said the surgeon. 

So a message was sent to Willem and liis family on their plantation up 
the Mazaruni, telling them that Commandeur Adriansen van Groen- 
wegel was dying. 

When Willem and Grisclda and their two sons and daughter arrived, 
they found that Adriansen was still aware of the scene around him. 
White-haired, his face wrinkled and cracked like old leather, in this his 
eighty-tlaird year, he lay on the wide bed, the fire gone from his grey 
eyes. His breathing, though weak and laboured, was regular, and there 
was still enough energy in him for him to turn his head slightly and look 
at them. 

A soft moan came from him as he looked at Willem — Willem who 
at forty-six stood by the bed, brown-bearded and dignified, stocky and 
serious of face, a man of many voyages aiiJ many experiences. Beside 
him, his wife had an ineffectual air—nervous and uneasy, dabbing fre- 
quently at her Germanic blue eyes or putting up her hand to touch her 
yellow hair wliich, before leaving home, she had plaited and piled 
rather hastily on her head. 

The three children stood stiffly at the foot of the bed. They had an 
awed air, for this was the first time they had found themselves in the 
presence of a dying human. 

Reinald, at eighteen, was tall and physically not unlike what the 
dying man had been fifty years ago. But the curve of his mouth was 
weak, and his blue eyes were the dreamy, nervous eyes of his mother 
and his maternal grandfather who had been an artist-musician in Ham- 
burg. It was in Hamburg that Willem had met and married Griselda. 

Laurens, at fourteen, had something of his father’s strong, stocky 
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solidity, and liis eyes were grey. Alert, too — like Susannah’s. Susannah 
was sixteen; she stood between her brothers, pale and uneasy like her 
mother whom she resembled in everytliing except her hair, wliich was 
a fiery red. ‘My Great-uncle Friedrich had red hair,’ Griselda had said. 
‘It must be he whom she has taken after.’ 

Adriansen was saying something. WiUem bent quickly. 

‘I remember you, Willem . . . that night . . . terrible night, son. In 
your nightshirt . . . your mother . . . the Indians . . . the muskets. . . .’ 

Willem nodded and made a deep sound. He remembered. Remem- 
bered so clearly it might have happened yesterday. 

Griselda began to squeeze her fingers and rub her palms together. 
She dabbed hastily at her eyes. 

Laurens’ gaze had strayed out of the window. He saw the river, 
choppy and shimmering in the bright mid-morning sunsliine — the 
river liis grandmother, Kaywana, had heard wliispering in hushed 
monotony on many a night when she lay alone in the big four-poster 
in a room in the old house on the mainland. 

A soft land-breeze came in. It smelt of the jungle, chilly and with a 
suggestion of old leaves in it. A suggestion of wild flowers, too — perhaps 
the large purphsh ones on the mainland that bloomed on the tangled 
vines which covered the patch of earth under wliich the bones of Kay- 
wana and her cliildrcn lay: Hcndrickjc and Juhana and Jan and the baby. 

Adriansen Wr^s speaking again. Willem bent his head. 

This time, however, the words were only a blurred mumble and not 
intelhgible. The old man’s eyes had a hazed look, and after a wliile a 
shght quiver went through the long, shin frame. 

An hour later the guns of the fort began to boom. 

‘He was a good man,’ Griselda sobbed. ‘He was hke a father to me. My 
own father could not have treated me more affectionately. He was a 
fine, upright man. And the Indians loved liim. Tliis colony will never 
have another hke him.’ 

Willem ignored her. He had just finished writing two letters, one to 
Aert at the Pomeroon fort — Aert was Captain of the troops there — and 
one to August in Berbice; August was the manager of one of the van 
Peere plantations near Fort Nassau, fifty-five miles up the Berbice Paver. 

Willem sat for nearly half an hour staring out of the window into the 
fading afternoon. He stared across the river at the mainland, a sombre 
expression on liis face. He kept puUing pensively at his well-trimmed 
brown beard. 
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The old house was still standing on the west bank of the river, though 
only the Indian caretaker and liis wife and child lived in it now. It had 
been repaired several times during the past thirty-odd years, but in this 
year, 1664, it did not look any different, especially viewed from the 
island here. The clearing in which it stood seemed more bushy and 
weed-grown, and there were high shrubs and ferns at the water’s edge. 
No shrubs and ferns had been there that night when the corials had 
drJwn up and those naked figures had sprung ashore and swarmed to- 
ward the house. . . . And that vine he could make out running up the 
southern wall, that had not been there on the night when he and Aert 
and Hcndrickjc had stood at the window watching the fire at Cartabo. 
It was a hardy vine. Aert, he recalled, had planted it — eleven years after 
the Event. He had planted it to celebrate his twentieth birthday, the 
romantic 

‘I’m tired of being an overseer on tliis plantation of Father’s,’ he had 
said. ‘The Indians say that tins vine sliould grow from the seed and 
bloom witliin three months. It tliree months pass and it hasn’t bloomed 
I’ll go to sea with you in November.’ 

‘And if it blooms before three months?’ 

‘In that case, I’ll ask Father to let me go to Holland and train for the 
Army. With Father’s influence I’m sure I can get a commission.* 

Ten weeks after planting the seed the vine had bloomed, so Aert had 
gone to Holland to train for the Army. Sometimes Willem wondered 
what would have happened to him it the vine had tak^n longer than 
three months to bloom. Aert might not have been such a success as a 
seaman. He was too imaginative and unpractical. The Pomeroon fort 
was the right place for him. As Capniiri of the troops there he had all 
the time he wanted to read and dream and collect rare insects and make 
notes on them. 

The sea suited me, though, Willem told himself, because I am some- 
tliing like what Mother must have been — a person of action. According 
to what Father told Aert and me, she was so bold she stopped him the 
first day he arrived in the colony and said she wanted him. That’s one 
thing I’ll miss the old man for: his talcs of the old days. He certainly 
lived, by God! And he got things done: all these settlers he indue* d the 
Directors of the West India Company to permit to come into the col- 
ony. Dutchmen from Tobago, and these Jews from Brazil who have 
planted themselves in the Poitieroon and on the Barima. And the negro 
slaves from Africa, and all the sugar and indigo we’re producing now. 
Yes, the old man has done some good for tliis place. And all in seven 
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years. If he had been Commandeur before 1657, when he did agree to 
accept the post, things might have been better even. The colony will 
miss him 

‘Willem.’ • 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Did Father ever tell you about the thirty Indians who caused the 
trouble that time long ago? Were they brought back from Barbados?’ 

‘Yes — after a lot of troublesome negotiations with the Enghsh.’ 

She sighed. ‘He was a great man, Willem. The Indians arc very 
grieved. I hear they arc going to hold a funeral festival to-night. 
Heavens! But those children are still over on the mainland. They said 
they were going across to sec the old house.’ 

‘And what of it?’ 

‘It’s time they returned. You’re so sharp with me nowadays, Willem. 
I can’t say a word but you have to fly at me.’ 

He snorted and rose. ‘You’re too emotional, Grisclda. Hysterical. I 
can’t tolerate that sort of thing. And Susamiah is copying you. Even 
Reinald shows signs of it at times.’ He paced about the room, frowning 
heavily. ‘What you seem to forget is that we have a name to uphold. 
We can’t be soft.. Father always impressed upon us that tliis is a hard 
world, and it calls for hard men if it’s to be mastered. Since we were 
married and came to live in this colony our years have been spent in 
smooth and sheltered security. We’ve lacked notliing. The plantation 
we own, thanks to Father’s position in the colony, is well supplied with 
slaves and couldn’t be in a more flourishing condition. Life is easy for 
us — too easy, I think sometimes, Grisclda. Our children have grown up 
in pampered comfort. They know notlhng of the dangers and alarms of 
my early boyhood ’ 

‘Oh, please don’t talk about that again, Willem. I can’t stand hearing 
tales of bloodshed.* 

‘You must thank Providence you Hve in peaceful times.’ 

‘I am thankful. I’ve never denied that we hve a comfortable hfe.’ 

‘So comfortable that you’re encouraging our children to be soft, 
spineless weakhngs. Pampered puppies. They have no blood — no steel 
in their marrow. Before I met you I had no genteel Hfe. I tumbled all 
over the world, from port to port. I’ve seen men at their best and their 
worst.’ 

‘Willem, you’ve said these things so many times before ’ 

‘And still it’s had no beneficial effect on you.’ He shook his head in a 
distracted manner, stopped pacing and glared at her. ‘Let me tell you 
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this, Griselda. Now that that old man, my father, is dead it falls to us, 
his successors, to sec that his name goes on — and goes on with honour. 
And I’m not being merely heroic. I mean it.* 

‘But why should we fuss over the family name? Does it matter as 
much as that? Why, Father was not even married to your mother, 
Willem. You’re not legitimately entitled to the name ’ 

‘I know that very well. You don’t have to drum that into me. But 
that circumstance is a mere quibble. What’s the law? Or what does the 
ecclesiastical side of things matter?’ He hammered his fist into his palm. 
‘It’s blood that counts, Griselda. Blood. Men can say we’re van Groen- 
wegels with the bar sinister. Let tliem say it. Not a mortal can drain the 
blood of that old man from my veins — or the veins of my children. 
What was in my father is in me and in mine. Ha ! And my mother ! Who 
can take licr blood from me? Who can rob me of the fire she put into 
me? My mother a fighter. Do you know what it is to have a mother 
who can stand up witli her sons and fight to the death? You think that a 
small thing, Griselda?’ He was deeply moved. His head shook, and a 
low guttural sound c.ime from him. ‘Two sons of ten and nine — against 
that horde of fiends. And she stood up and made us fight. Yes, that was 
no small thing.’ 

Griselda watched him with a resigned air. 

T’m proud of my mother.’ He pulled at his beard. ‘I venerate her 
memory.’ He was silent, as though his spirit were in the past re-living 
the events of his early boyhood. He flashed her a lo#k suddenly and 
said: ‘Our name must go on, Griselda. The name van Grocnwegel must 
never be forgotten in tliis colony. It must go down the centuries with 
honour and glory. We come of tough stock. Tighter stock. There must 
be no softening up — no pampering. We must keep hard. We must 
stamp down the obstacles of this world.’ 

'Mein Gott! How you do work yourself up, Willem! And yet you 
accuse me of being sentimental and emotional.’ 

‘ I’ll have my say. My two boys are all wc have to sec that the name 
does not perish. Acrt at I orneroon — a bachelor! Captain of the troops! 
A book-worm. A dreamer. An insect collector. A naturalist. WTiat’s he 
doing to help us carry on the name? Father ofthred him a plant;-don — 
just as he offered me. He refused it. He wasn’t interested in property, he 
said. The management of a plantation would have been too boring for 
him. So he’s a Captain of the troops. In Bcrbice there’s August. He’s 
not a van Grocnwegel, it’s true, but he adopted the name — and he’s got 
Mother’s blood in him. Fire-blood. But what’s he doing? Managing a 
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plantation for the van Pecre company. Stagnating there and debauching 
the black slave women — producing a host of mulatto bastards. If Tm 
not mistaken, Blair bought two of them in a deal last month. Youjig 
olive-skinned brj ts about twelve or thirteen * 

‘Is it a fact, Willem? Those two little girls Set Blair bought are 
August’s children?’ 

‘Of course they are. I heard it on good authority. Katrina and Han- 
nah, I think their names arc.’ He snorted, but the fury left him at once. 
He stopped pacing, and his face looked composed. He shrugged and 
said: ‘Anyway, that’s the situation — and we can’t do anything about it. 
But our own children must not be pampered.’ He laughed and ap- 
proached her, patted her head. ‘You’re too soft, Grisclda. That father of 
yours, eh?’ He fondled her under the chin, and she smiled and began to 
stroke his wrist. ‘A painter and musician. You’d like one of our boys to 
take up painting, I suppose, wouldn’t you? Eh? Wouldn’t you?’ He 
pulled playfully at her plaits. 

‘I can’t see any of them being painters,’ she said. ‘Reinald has said 
already he wants to study medicine — and he’s so brilliant at his studies. 
Mynheer Queseda is always complimenting him.’ 

‘Medicine is a good thing — an honourable profession. I’ll certainly 
encourage him m such an undertaking if he’s set on it. In another two 
or three years we’ll see.’ He grunted good-humouredly. 

On the mainlaivl, Reinald, as it happened, was saying to the Indian 
caretaker: ‘When I’m a doctor I’m going to make a study of these herbs 
and shrubs that grow wild about here. I’m sure tliey must contain many 
valuable curative properties.’ 

Laurens and Susannah had taken off their clothes and were swimming 
in the river. 

‘What’s your name, by the way, my man?’ asked Reinald. 

‘Teekai.’ 

‘I see. Have you been here a long time?’ 

‘Years and years, Mynheer. Your grandfather put me here to keep 
the house good when they made him Commandcur and he went to live 
ip the big house on the island over there. I knew your grandfather since 
your grandmother Kaywana lived in this house.’ He smiled, revealing 
two yellow teeth. He was thin and wrinkled. 

‘You knew Grandmother, then?’ 

‘Yes, Mynlieer Reinald. I came the night to warn her and the big 
baas, your grandfather, that trouble had started at Cartabo.’ 
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‘Oh, it was you, was it? How interesting!* Reinald made clicking 
sounds with his tongue and flicked a fibre of silk cotton fastidiously 
from his coat. Fibres of silk cotton from a tree near by were drifting on 
the air. ‘I must make a note of that when I get home. Teekai, isn’t that 
your name? H’m. Imagine hving in such exciting times.’ He fell into a 
thoughtful silence. 

In the river Susannah squealed: ‘Laurens, I’m certain a fish snapped at 
me. Do you think it could be a peraiV 

‘Nonsense! You must have imagined it,* said Laurens. ‘The water 
here is too muddy and saltish. Perai only live in pure fresh water.’ 

‘Mother would die if she could see us bathing here.’ 

‘Mother is soft. Father is right. She tries to pamper us too much. I’m 
not going to be pampered. I’ve got to be tough. I’m going to sea like 
Father. A:i soon as I’m nineteen I’m off.’ 

‘But the sea is dangerous. You might get shipwrecked in a storm.’ 

‘Father was shipwrecked twice and he hved, didn’t he?’ 

‘You can go if vou like. I’m gong to marry and have a big house and 
ten cliildrcn on a big plantation.’ 

‘You’re a girl. That’s what you ought to do.’ 

They saw Reinald weaving at them and heard liim call out: ‘It’s get- 
ting late, Laurens ! Susannah ! Come in and get dVessed and let’s be going.’ 

‘Ten minutes more!’ Laurens called back, diving. 

Susannah swam in and clambered ashore. 

Reinald frowned: ‘You have no modesty. Naked hke this, with the 
caretaker and his faipily in the house there!’ 

‘He’s an old man. He won’t mind,’ she giggled. ‘You behave like an 
old man yourself.’ 

‘I have a sense of propriety, if tliat's what you mean. Haven’t you 
heard what Mynheer Queseda said? He said propriety is the essence of 
gentihty, and gentihty is the salt of civihzation.’ 

He got into the skiff and sat w aiting in moody silence. 

II 

Early one morning, a few months later, Laurens and Susannah, who 
had gone boating down-river, came home with the news that England 
had declared war on Holland. Willem exclaimed loudly and demanded 
to know where they had heard it. 

‘ We met the Blankenburgs,’ Laurens said. ‘ They went down to Kyk- 
over-al yesterday to a slave sale.’ 
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‘Heinz has a cold,’ said Susannah. ‘His nose was red.’ 

‘But this is serious — ^if it’s true,’ Willem frowned. ‘War, eh?* He 
pulled at his beard. ‘Yes, there was rumour of it last week. Captain Haas 
of the Middelbur^ did drop a liint, I remember now.’ 

‘Any likelihood of our heing attacked here, Father?’ 

‘Not much — though you never know. These English are a queer lot.’ 

‘They’re very belligerent,’ said Reinald. ‘L wouldn’t be surprised if 
we were attacked. Suriname isn’t so far off— or Barbados.’ He frowned 
and added: ‘Mynheer Queseda says he had an ancestor who fought in 
the battle of the Spanish Armada in 1588. He was cast up on the coast of 
Holland. That’s how the family name started.’ 

‘I wouldn’t mind if they attacked us,’ said Susannah. ‘I’d fight. I can 
fire a musket. Remember the other day, Laurens, over at the Blairs?’ 

Willem gave her a hug. ‘You think you’d want to stand up to them, 
daughter?’ 

‘Of course I would.’ 

‘I wonder.’ His face went troubled. ‘It would be good to know that a 
daughter of mine stood up and fought.’ He gave her a moody look. 
‘Grandmother stood up and fought. But you — puh! You’re your 
mother over again, Susannah. I doubt whether you’ve got the blood of 
your grandmother. You’d get hysterical at the first shot.’ 

‘I wouldn’t. I’d fight.’ 

‘Get off. Get off. You’d run.’ He guffawed and pushed her from liim. 

Laurens agreed. ‘You’re right. Father. She’d run at the first sound of 
the enemy. She and Mother would bolt like that horse the Bakkers 
have. You only have to hiss at it and it’s gone like a breeze.’ 

‘Anyway,’ said Willem, ‘I’m laying in a good store of ammunition 
against eventualities. I think we have enough muskets already. Father 
stocked us with a good many from the fort during that scare of a raid 
from Venezuela when you were younger. It never came to anything, 
but Father let us keep the muskets.’ 

‘They’re in those boxes in the Number Three Loft,’ said Laurens. ‘I 
had a peep at them one day.’ 

‘You had no right to go in there,’ frowned Griselda. 

‘Father, can I practise after lessons to-day?’ 

‘Nothing of the kind!’ said Griselda. ‘You are far too young to 
handle a musket alone. They are heavy things and dangerous.’ 

‘ Aha,’ grunted Willem. ‘ See how you try to soften them up, Griselda 1 
Why shouldn’t he handle a musket! He’s entered his sixteenth year. 
Aert and I handled muskets when we were eight, nine, ten. Father en- 

64 



The Family 

couraged us to use them — and they were far clumsier things in those 
days. Wc had no flint-locks then.’ 

Grisclda sighed. ‘ Very well, Willem. If you think he should go in for 
musket practice, let him. I was only speaking for his good.’ 

Willem laughed. ‘Ah! Mother is hurt.’ He moved over to her and 
gripped her shoulders, shook her playfully, winking over her head at 
Laurens. ‘Very well, Laurens, my boy. I’ll come with you when your 
lessons are over. Don’t dare touch any of those muskets until I give the 
word. Reinald, you, too, will come with us.* He nudged Griselda. ‘That 
satisfy you now. Mother?’ 

Reinald frowned: ‘Father, I have to put in some extra work on my 
Latin, I’m afraid. I don’t think it will be convenient for me.’ 

‘Latin! T- . rn * devil with Latin!’ barked his father. ‘Our country is at 
war with Lngland. ! atin mu:>t come last.’ 

‘But do you think any invaders could liope to get past the fort at 
Kyk-over-al? Why is it necessary for us to indulge in musket practice?’ 

‘I won’t argue v\d^ you. 1 have spoken. After lessons this morning 
you will join Lam liS and myself in musket practice in the fields.’ 

‘Father, may I come, too?’ asked Susannah. 

‘Yes, come if you wish. By all means come, my girl.’ 

Willem left the room, frowning and muttering to liimself. 

About three weeks later the letter came from the van J^eeres’ general 
superintendent telling them of the death of August. ‘He expired,’ said 
the general superintendent, ‘after an illness lasting four days. He con- 
tracted a very dangerous fever not uncommon in these parts. It was 
accompanied with black vomit, and he was delirious on the last two 
days. 

‘I was present at his death, and am grieved to say that it was most dis- 
turbing as there was raging at the time a violent thunderstorm. A few 
minutes before he breathed his last a mango tree not very fir from the 
house — a tree imported tr‘ ‘m the Eastern countries and planted by our 
Mynheer van Peere liimself — was cut in two by the hghtning, and the 
few slaves in the room cried out and chanted a foreign dirge wJ ich I 
suspect must be African in origin, though there were several words of 
Dutch to be heard in between. They were frightened, and one of them 
muttered audibly that this storm was with a purpose. The spirits of the 
sky were angry with their master for his cruelty toward them (you will 
bear in mind that I repeat what I overheard). I fear that your relative 
was not a man of great kindliness. On the contrary, he treated his slaves 
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with extreme cruelty, and was very much hated by them. However, for 
myself, I found liim an excellent companion, and care notliing for 
slave gossip or slave sentiments. We shall mourn his loss, for he was 
popular among the planters and all Christians in this small colony, 
whatever his failings, he was a man of great conviviahty, and enter- 
tained liis friends in lavish manner at all times. . . 

‘His style,’ commented Reinald, ‘is not without distinction.’ 

‘Who cares about style!’ snapped Willem. ‘I think he gives a very 
good picture of the kind of man your Uncle August was. Yes, August, 
I fear, was always inclined to cruelty. Father hinted at it quite often. 
There was some occasion w'lien Mother killed an Indian girl with a 
poisoned dart. Father called it murder, but Mother thought it perfectly 
just an act — and August agreed with her. He spoke up in the cause of 
murder.’ 

‘He was a barbarian,’ murmured Reinald, frowning. ‘Anyone who 
condones murder and violence is a barbarian. Violence is the corner- 
stone of barbarism, Mynheer Queseda says ’ 

‘Bah! You and your Mynheer Queseda! You can only repeat what 
Mynheer Queseda says. You don’t seem to have twx^ original ideas in 
your head.’ 

‘Mynheer Queseda, nevertheless, considers me brilliant,’ said Reinald 
coldly. ‘At least, I pay some attention to my studies, which is more than 
Laurens and Susannah can say. Susannah’s Greek is hopeless.’ 

Willem shook with soft laughter. ‘What I know is that she’s an 
attractive little wdteh, and in a woman that’s what matters most. You 
don’t need to be good at Greek to be a successful wife. Bakker’s boy is 
pining liimself into a stick over her. And that nephew of the Andersens, 
too. She won’t die without a husband, that’s one thing I’m sure of!’ 

‘She lacks modesty,’ frowned Reinald. ‘She bathes naked in the little 
creek aback of the cotton fields. Perhaps that is her conception of being 
a lady, but it isn’t mine.’ 

‘She goes there with her brother, so what does it matter? You’re too 
stiff, boy. A gloomy prig. And at your age! Why don’t you shake 
yourself and forget your dusty books sometimes?’ 

Reinald left the room, liis brows heavily wrinkled. 

Outside, the sunshine made dappled shadows on the ground under 
the sandbox trees, and there were sackies and kiskadecs cheeping in the 
big saman tree near the outhouses. Far off, in the fields, a monotonous 
waihng chant could be heard — the chant of the negro slaves as they 
worked in die heat. 
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Laurens and Susannah were out on a ramble in the bush with the two 
Bakker boys and a Blair girl. They were setting traps for tapirs and 
agoutis. As tills was Saturday afternoon, there were no lessons, though 
Mynheer Queseda had wanted Laurens to stay at home to complete a 
piece of Latin translation which Laurens had done very badly the day 
before. The Bakker and Blair children came to Willem’s house for their 
tikoring, for it was at Willem’s house that Mynheer Queseda resided. 
He had been with them for over eleven years; Willem, through his 
father’s influence, had had him brought out from Amsterdam. 

T don’t believe he’s ever kissed a girl,’ Susannah said, with a giggle, 
as they moved along an Indian track that led through tall mora saplings. 
‘Yesterday Laurens met him in the garden and asked him if he had a 
sweetheart Amsterdam and he blushed and shook his head. He said 
he had no lady fiie^-ds at all. His mother and sister are the only two 
females he is on intimate terms with.’ 

‘Laurens had pluck to ask liim that,’ said Karl Bakker. 

‘He only did it because I dared him,’ said Susannah. ‘He’s shy of girls 
himself I know ti one he’s in love w'ith, but I won’t say.’ 

Laurens growled: ‘You’re talking foolishness.’ 

‘I know the girl, too,’ said Hendrik. ‘He wrote her name on the 
margin of his copy-book yesterday when he t' ”i»;ht I wasn’t looking.’ 

Laurens laughed. ‘You’re oft' the track, Hci .. The name I wrote 
yesterday on my copy-book was Ariadne, the girl in t^ie story about 
Theseus and the Minotaur.’ 

‘But there’s a girl down-river called Ariadne Pieters.’ 

‘That’s not the one,’ said vSusannah. ‘If you guessed the whole day you 
wouldn’t hit on it, Hendrik.’ 

That evening, when they wxre alone, Laurens said to liis sister: ‘You 
should never have said what you did about my being in love. Who told 
you I was in love with any girl?’ 

She smiled: ‘1 have eyes in my head. I sec things when you think I’m 
not seeing. It’s one of the''e two slave girls the Blairs have. The ones 
who are supposed to be Uncle August’s children. Isn’t it one of them? 
Admit it, Laurens.’ 

‘Of course it isn’t,’ he said, but his manner was such that she knew she 
was right. 

‘You needn’t have any fear. I won’t say a word. Wliich one is it, 
Laurens? Tell me. I’ll keep it a secret. I promise.’ 

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ 
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There’s nothing in a man going to one of the slave women. Kurt Ander- 
sen goes to liis father’s slave women. So his sister says. She says she’s 
seen him herself going into the women’s quarters.’ 

‘Whenever’, he said, ‘I go to a woman it’ll be because I’m in love 
with her. I can’t do it in cold blood as Kurt and sonic of the others I’ve 
heard about.’ 

‘That’s because you’re shy.’ 

Tt isn’t that.’ 

That evening he was in a thoughtful mood, hardly saying a word. It 
was only when, at table, his father happejied to bring up the subject of 
August’s death that Laurens became alert and interested. He asked: 
‘How old was he. Father?’ 

‘About fifty-one, I should say,’ said Willem, after a frowning cal- 
culation. ‘I was six years old when he v/as eleven. About the time of the 
Spanish raid in ’24 that would be.’ 

‘He never got married, did he?’ 

‘No. But I understand his cliildrcn are all over the colony there.’ 

Susannah said: ‘Why don’t you buy those two girls from the Blairs, 
Father? Hannah and Katrina. They’re our half-cousins, aren’t they?’ 

Willem snorted. ‘Who told you that? I suppose you’ve been gossip- 
ing with her, Griselda. Tchah! You women and your tongues!’ 

Grisclda shrugged. T saw no harm in her being told, Willem. It’s the 
truth, isn’t it? You told me yourself.’ 

‘I know I Aid, but we don’t want such talcs broadcast over the 
country. It w’on’t do the family name any good.’ 

‘You and tliis family name!’ 

He was on the point of exploding when Laurens asked: ‘Were their 
mothers pure n egresses. Father?’ 

Willem gave him a look of surprise. ‘What! Their mothers! I don’t 
know. I’m not interested in them. They’re slaves. So far as I’m con- 
cerned, they have connection with us whatever — and I hope that 
will be clearly understood by everyone in this house. Don’t let me hear 
you ever referring to them as your half-cousins.’ 

Susannah said: ‘I’m sure Katrina’s mother must have been a mulatto. 
Katrina is fair and has lovely wavy brown hair. She must be a quadroon. 
But Hannah looks as if she’s half and half. Her hair is very curly, and 
she has an oHve complexion.’ 

Willem opened his eyes at her. ‘Well! And who asked you for 
descriptions of them, Susannah?’ 

Susannah giggled. 
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Laurens’ gaze was lowered. 

‘Let this be the last time I hear them discussed in this house,’ said 

Willem. ‘They’re not your equals. Remember they’re slaves ’ He 

broke off and coughed, for Mynheer Queseda was coming dov/n the 
stairs. He was always late for meals. 

In this abrupt manner the subject was dropped. Susannah, however, 
brought it up again on several occasions when she was alone with 
Laurens. One day, when she and her brother were at the Blairs, she 
even made an opportunity to speak to Hannah when Hannah was en- 
gaged in sweeping the portico. Susannah left the others in the dining- 
room on the pretext of going into the garden to pick flowers for the 
vase on the sideboard. Mevrouw Blair had remarked casually that she 
wanted so^^ie liinonia and ferns for the vase, and Susannah offered to go 
and gather some. 

Hannah was not very pretty. She had inherited her black mother’s 
broad features. But her eyes were blue-green — hke Kaywana’s — and 
she had a quick, bold smile. 

‘You’re very i'usy, Hannah,’ said Susannah. 

‘Yes, missy,’ said Hannah, her manner in no way shy or subservient. 

‘Do you prefer being with Massa Blair, or did you hke it better on 
the Berbicc?’ 

‘I like it better here, missy. Massa Blair treats me good, and Missy 
Blair, too.’ 

‘Do you remember your mother?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘She was black, wasn’t she?’ 

‘Yes. She was black slave, like me.’ 

‘But you’re not black. Your fatlicr was wliite — at least, three- 
quarters wliite and a quarter Indian. Like my father.’ 

Hannah hung her head. ‘Yes, missy, my mother told me that once, 
but she said I’m same as any other black slave.’ 

‘Did you know who vour father was?’ 

‘Yes. He was Manager.’ 

‘Yes, but I mean his name,’ said Susannah impatiently. ‘No one ever 
told you liis name?’ 

‘Yes. His name was Massa August van Grocnwegel.’ 

‘You know that, then. That happens to be my name, too— van 
Groenwcgel. Did anyone tell you that we arc half-cousins?’ 

‘I heard so.’ 

‘You and Katrina are half-sisters, aren’t you?’ 
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'Yes/ 

‘Her mother wasn’t black, though. She was a mulatto, wasn’t she?’ 

‘Her mother was half black and half white.’ 

‘Yes, I thought so. I was right.’ Susannah regarded her critically, as 
she might have regarded a tapir or an agouti that one of the boys had 
trapped. ‘You’re not so pretty, but you have a good figure. The black 
blood is plain for anyone to see. Your lips are tliick and your nose is 
wide. Katrina is much better. She has good features — European features 
— and she’s fair in complexion. She can almost be taken for pure white,’ 

‘Yes.’^ 

‘Say “Yes, missy” to me. Don’t forget yourself. You are a slave. 
Both you and Katrina.’ 

‘Yes, missy,’ said Hannah, but there was resentment in her manner. 

‘Very well. Go on sweeping,’ said Susannah, and moved on down 
the steps out into the garden. 

She and Laurens were spending the day with the Blairs — the two 
families were very intimate — and it was not until they were returning 
home that she had an opportunity to tell him of her encounter with 
Hannah. 

He was dismayed. ‘But what made you speak to her? Why did you 
have to ask her all those questions?* 

‘Because I was anrious. Laurens, I beHeve it’s she you’re in love with.’ 

‘You’re a fool,’ he said, liis face very red. 

Ill 

One noon, about a year later — in the year 1666, two years after Adrian- 
sen had been chanted and wailed into the care of the spirits of the earth 
and the jungle by his friends, the Indians — a rumour came up the 
Mazaruni. 

The children were ut lessons with Mynheer Queseda in the dining- 
room. 

Karl and Hendrik Bakker sat on one side of the table with Laurens 
and Dorothea Blair, and on the other side sat Reinald and Susannah and 
Woglinde and Hermina Blair. Mynheer Queseda was at the head of the 
table — Willem’s place when they were dining. 

In the middle of .the Greek lesson Griselda came in and said: ‘Myn- 
heer Queseda! Children! I’m sorry to interrupt, but a very serious 
rumour has just come from Kyk-over-al. It’s said that the English from 
Barbados have invaded the colony.’ 
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Books were set aside with a rustic and thump. 

‘Where have they invaded?’ asked Laurens. 

‘I knew they would have come from Barbados,’ said Karl Bakker. 

‘You never said Barbados, Karl,’ said WogHndc. ‘ You said Suriname.’ 

‘I didn’t.’ 

Hendrik Bakker said: ‘I’m sure it isn’t Barbados they’ve come from. 
^Jt’s Suriname. They must have come by the jungle over the Corentyne.’ 

‘An invasion is only possible by sea,’ ruled Rcinald loftily. He asked 
his mother; ‘Mother, have you heard exactly what part of the coast they 
have landed on?’ 

‘They say the Pomcroon settlements have been wiped out, but there 
are no details. Your father is at Kyk-over-al. When he comes back he’ll 
tell us wb'^t- tlic position is.’ 

‘Oh, they can’t ^ake Kyk-ovcr-al. Kyk-ovcr-al is too strong.’ 

‘Yes, Kyk-ovcr-al is invincible.’ 

‘Let us hope so,’ said Grisclda, in a very worried voice. ‘It would be 
terrible, terrible, would mean the end of tlie colony.’ 

‘Don’t get I'l , "encal, Mother,’ said Laurens. ‘The rumour may be 
false.’ 

‘I can use a musket, anyway,’ Susannah said excitedly. ‘And Father is 
keen on having me fight. He likes to think I have Grandmother’s 
spirit.’ 

Reinald gave her a look of reproach, ife disapproved of family sen- 
timents being discussed before outsiders. 

Willem, when he came in, two or three hours later, confirmed the 
rumour. ‘The Pomcroon settlements’, he told them, ‘have been 
destroyed.’ 

‘What of Uncle Aert?’ 

“I have heard nothing of him but 1 won’t be surprised to learn that 
he has been killed. The fort there was badiy garrisoned — and Aert was 
never intended to be a soldier. He was only good at collecting insects.’ 

‘Who is leading the raid?’ Reinald asked. 

‘One Major John Scott. He’s from Barbados, and he’s got a large 
force of Caribs under his command.’ 

Grisclda asked anxiously: ‘Willem, do you tliink Kyk-o\ci-al can 
withstand an attack?’ 

‘Couldn’t say. In Father’s time it would have, you may be sure. 
They wouldn’t have done anytliing against Kyk-ovcr-al if the old man 
had been in command. But with this new fellow there I won’t be too 
confident.’ 
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‘Willem, do you say this — I mean, is it just family snobbery that 
makes you feel the fort isn’t as strong now as it was in Father’s time, or 
do you honestly tliink it’s weak?’ 

He nudged her playfully. ‘Always taking me to task over tliis family 
pride, eh? No, it isft’t snobbery. It’s my personal opinion the fort won’t 
be able to stand up to a determined assault. I may prove wrong, of 
course. I’m not God, and everytliing in war is uncertain.’ 

‘I believe your fears arc unfounded, Father,’ Rcinald said. ‘The fort 
is strong. I doubt whctlier tliis Major Scott would dare launch an attack. 
That island is in a most strategic position. This Enghshman and his 
Caribs will probably go on to Berbice. I’ve just been discussing the 
situation with Mynheer Queseda, and he agrees with me.’ 

Willem shrugged. ‘Your views and Mynheer Queseda’s don’t im- 
press me. I’m going ahead and preparing for an attack.’ Flis eyes flashed 
round from one to the other of them. ‘We’re defending. I hope you all 
understand that clearly. We’re not running. No van Groenwegel must 
ever run from an enemy. We stay and fight.’ 

‘But what coidd we do against a horde of Caribs, Willem! How 
could we hope to defend this house against them!’ 

‘We’ll do it,’ he said, liis voice purposeful. He made a growling 
sound, his brows lowered, his beard jutting forward aggressively. 

The Bakker boys and the Blair girls had gone home, and Mynheer 
Queseda was upstairs in his room. Only the five of them were present 
in the dining-room! 

‘If we have to go down,’ said Willem quietly, ‘ wx ’ 11 go down. If we 
have to perish we’ll perish fighting. It must never be said afterwards 
that the van Grocnwegels were among those who fled when the Eng- 
lish came to Essequibo in the year 1666. We must be different. Wc must 
show we have something that everybody hasn’t got.’ 

Reinald .shifted his feet about and said: ‘Yet, Father, I think prudence 
should come before tliis — tliis fanatical family pride of yours. Remem- 
ber how we have been brought up. We’re of gentle breeding. Wc 
haven’t hved in the troublous times that you knew in your boyhood.* 

His father did not explode as he might have done on another occa- 
sion. He nodded and said, his manner as quiet as before: ‘That’s a good 
argument, boy. I’m aware of what you say. I’m no unreasonable fool, 
Reinald. I have many faults. I’m hasty, moody, and I daresay I’m not a 
quarter as learned as you arc. Tm just a rough seaman. But I can say this 
again, I’m not a foot. I’ve tumbled all over tlie world, and I’ve seen a 
great deal of people and life. I can sum up a situation far better than you 
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might imagine. I know how soft you children arc. You’ve had life easy 
— too easy. But as I often tell your mother, I’m determined that our 
family must keep hard. It isn’t too late. Perhaps this attack, if it does 
materiahze, will be a blessing for you. It may help to wake you up to 
the harsh rcahtics of this world. Stiffen you up. Life isn’t all books and 
friendly visiting between planters and their lamilies. There is ugliness 
that you don’t dream of. It will do you good to see some of this ugh- 
ncss. Balance your outlooks.’ He began to hammer his fist slowly into 
the palm of his hand. ‘No. We’re not running. We’re going to face up 
to whatever physical dangers we encounter. Get that firmly fixed into 
your soft heads. We’re fighting. We’re van Groenwegels. Your grand- 
mother was Kaywana. Fire-blood. Fighter-blood.’ 

He turned abruptly and began to walk toward the stairs. Stopped as 
abruptly and looked round at them. ‘None of you will leave the pre- 
cincts of thib iiOLisc without my permission — from tliis minute. Not 
even over to the Bakkers or the Blairs. I want you to be within a 
moment’s call of tlie house.’ 


IV 

Two days later the news came from down-river. The EngUsh had 
entered the Hssequibo and were engaging the fort at Kyk-ovcr-al. 

The Bakkers and Blairs had come to lessons as usual. Karl Bakker 
said: ‘We’re not making any preparations like these, feather feels certain 
there won’t be any danger up here.’ 

Woghndc Blair said: ‘Father, too, is sure Kyk-over-al can keep them 
back. We’re doing nothing about it.’ 

Mynheer Queseda, with a quick glance about the room to make sure 
that Willem was not within earshot, said in a conspiratorial voice: ‘My 
children, there is no need for alarm. That English officer and his rabble 
of Indians could not get past a wcU-fortified place hke the island down- 
river. Kyk-ovcr-al is strong. I am confident that they will be beaten 
back, and with serious losses, too.’ 

They could hear the boom of guns down-river. The field slaves had 
come in and were out in the yard jabbering in scared voices. Willem 
was instructing them in the use of the musket. The big barn, hke the 
house, had been barricaded. Tables and heavy furniture had been 
pushed before the win dow-s. Powder kegs and sacks of shot lay ready in 
corners, and muskets were in view everywhere. 

Eventually, Mynheer Queseda wagged his head and said: ‘Under 
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E resent circumstances, cliildren, I fear we can do little work. We shall 
ave to leave off here for the day.* 

‘I agree heartily, Mynheer,* said Laurens, closing his Virgil with a 
snap. ‘Susannah, let’s go down to the river. We might hear some news 
from a passing bdat.’ 

The Blairs accompanied them, the Bakker boys overtaking them 
shortly after. The morning was inchned to be drizzly, but now and then 
the sun shone through the huge sliifty wads of clouds that kept drifting 
from the east. Corials with Indians passed frequently on the river, head- 
ing up-stream: getting away from Kyk-over-al. One corial told Laurens 
and the others: ‘English guns big. Fort can’t hold out against them.* 
Another said: ‘English can’t pass fort, but better to make safe and go 
higher up.* 

‘Personally, Tm sure we’re safe up here,’ said Karl Bakker. ‘They 
can’t do anything against the fort.’ 

‘Father feels it’s better to be prepared,’ Susannah told him, ‘and I 
think he’s right. I don’t see why we should risk everything on the fort. 
Your people are making a mistake, Karl.* 

Shortly after noon Mynheer Bakker and Mynheer Blair called on 
Willem. The Bakker and Blair plantations were lower down the river, 
the Bakkers on the same bank, the Blairs on the opposite. 

Mynheer Blair said: ‘I don’t tliink all tliis fuss is necessary, Willem. 
From the report^ I’ve heard the fort is standing up well to the attack. 
They can’t get past there easily.’ 

‘And even if they did get past,* said Mynheer Bakker, ‘we couldn*t 
hope to do anything against them. It would mean taking our families 
into the backlands — or liigher up the river.’ 

‘Why? Haven’t you muskets and an ample supply of ammunition?’ 
‘Certainly. But we’re not soldiers, Willem. How could we hold out 
against a horde of Caribs led by this Englishman?’ 

Willem’s beard came out. ‘That’s just the point. Set. I feel we can 
hold out. It’s this taking our families into the backlands or up-river that 
I won’t countenance. We won’t run. We van Groenwegels stay and 
fight. That is my decision, and I don’t care if I seem a heroic fool.* 
Mynheer Blair smiled: ‘We can admire your spirit, Willem, but wc 
have to be practical. We have to put the safety of our families first. Are 
you going to depend upon these slaves to defend your house? They’re 
trembling already as it is. What’s going to happen if it did come to a 
point of fighting?’ 

‘I’ll shake them up,’ Willem said. ‘I’ll make them fight. They’re out 
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in the fields now practising witli Laurens and my girl. They’ll do it. 
rU make them do it.’ 

After Mynheers Blair and Bakkcr had departed, Griselda said to her 
husband: ‘We’ll be the laughing stock of the colony if no attack comes. 
These grand preparations. I can’t see the necessity, Willem. If Kyk- 
over-al falls we’d have to flee. We couldn’t stay here. You know we 
couldn’t.’ 

^ ‘Do I?* He gave a short laugh and walked off. He went out on to the 
back veranda and began to pace slowly, Hstening to the reports of the 
muskets in the fields and the dull boom-boom down-river. Slight 
doubt attacked him. He asked himself if perhaps the others weren’t 
right — Bakker and Blair and Griselda. Should he jeopardize the safety 
of liis family hke this? Those Caribs under Scott must be a ruthless pack 
of cut-throats. Not necessarily well trained, but effective. If the defence 
failed, the result wouldn’t be pleasant. They would rape and murder 
without the sliglicest qualm. Hiis was a big thing he was taking on. But, 
by God, hadn’t liis mother done a big tiling when she put Aert and 
himself before that table with loaded muskets? She must have reaUzed 
the hazards. It iiiust have occurred to her that night that she could have 
fled from the house with them into the bush or into the plantation. But 
no. She had stayed and fought it out. 

He clenched his hands. ‘I’ll do it,’ he muttered. ‘It’s a big tiling, but 
I’ll do it.’ 

It suddenly occurred to him that the guns had ceased firing down- 
river. Rcinald came out to him and said: ‘father, tlie guns have stopped.’ 

Willem nodded. ‘Take the corial and go down to the Bakkers. See if 
you can get some news.’ 

Rcinald was off at once, a look of concern on his face. 

Griselda came out on to the veranda with a nervy flutter. ‘Willem, 
what’s happened down at the fort? I don’t hear the camion any more.’ 

‘I’m not God,’ he snapped. Then he patted her shoulder and said 
soothingly: ‘Don’t trouble yourself, my dear. I’ve sent offReinald to 
see if he can get some news. Perhaps the attack has been beaten off.’ 

‘You think so? Oh, heavens, Willem, 1 do wish it’s true. It would be 
terrible if the fort has fallen. It would mean the end of the colony.’ 

‘Don’t get hysterical. Let’s wait and hear the news before bemoaning 
the fate of the colony.’ He kept glancing anxiously tow^ard the river. 
The sun had gone permanently bcliind a heavy bank of clouds and the 
afternoon was still and sultry. 

They heard Laurens and Susannah coming. Susannah’s voice was 
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shrill and excited. Behind them, when they appeared in the compound, 
trailed some of the slaves who had been practising with them in the 
fields. 

Laurens* eyes were bright. ‘Father, what’s happened? The cannon-fire 
has ceased down-river.’ 

Willem laughed. ‘You all come to me and ask the same tiling. How 
should I know what’s happened! I’ve sent Reinald to get some news.’ 

‘Can we go, too?’ 

He waved them off. ‘Go on. Go on. No further than the Bakkers, 
though.* 

It was nearly twihght before they returned. 

‘It’s happened!’ Laurens cried. Susannah shrilled: ‘Kyk-ovcr-al! The 
Enghsh have captured Kyk-over-all’ Reinald nodded and confirmed 
it. ‘Yes, Father, it’s true. It’s authentic. The fort has fallen.’ 

‘The Bakkers are getting ready to go up the river,’ said Susannah. 
She seemed more excited than afraid. ‘Mevrouw Bakker has had all her 
jewellery buried, but she couldn’t find the ring her mother gave her 
when she was fifteen. She was in tears because she says she valued it 
more than everything else put together. Her mother brought it from 
Middelburg years and years ago. It’s a kind of heirloom.’ 

‘They’re burying all their valuables in stone jars,’ Laurens said. 

‘The Blairs, too, are preparing to retreat up the river,’ said Reinald. 

‘Lieutenant Leaps’, Susannah told them, ‘is wounded in the leg. He 
says Major Scott has begun to plunder the plantations down-river. By 
to-morrow morning he should be here. And, Mother, the Blanken- 
burgs’ baby is ill. It had fever all last night, Jan told us. He was at the 
Bakkers when we got there.’ 

A silence came upon them. 

Willem was staring out into the darkening sandbox trees. A cicada 
cheeped harshly, and other insects had begun their night-time chiirring. 
The air was cool with vegetable scents and the vague leafy-dank smell 
of the black river. 

Griselda and the children watched Willem. 

Willem had a strong inclination to turn and smile reassuringly at 
them and say: ‘Don’t upset yourselves. Get your things together. We’ll 
go up the river hke the Bakkers and the Blairs.’ It seemed such an obvi- 
ous course. The common-sense thing to do. His back began to tingle, 
and he felt that he was cutting a ridiculous figure before them, standing 
here in silence while they waited for him to say something. But he 
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would not turn. If he saw the alarm he suspected their faces held he 
would want to weaken. 

In the outhouses the slaves were chattering excitedly. They must have 
heard, too, that the fort had fallen and that Scott and his Caribs were 
coming. The sound of their voices came clearly across the yard. It 
irritated Willem. He felt like going out and kicking them. 

Griselda said tentatively, on the verge of tears: ‘Willem, dear, aren't 
jye going to get ready to leave?* 

He snapped round: ‘Get upstairs, Griselda. Get upstairs.’ Then, as 
always, he relented and patted her arm. ‘Keep calm. TDon’t upset your- 
self, my dear. The moment has come when we must keep cool heads. 
Sit down and compose yourself. Laurens, go and fetch your mother a 
glass of wine.’ 

‘No, thank you, Willem. I wish nothing. And I can’t be composed. 
You shouldii't expect me to be composed after the news we have just 
received.’ 

‘Father, I think it would be prudent to get ready to leave,’ said 
Rcinald. ‘We can’t do anything against them.’ 

Willem lookcvl at the sandbox trees again. A deep calm came upon 
liim. He felt big and confident and stable; unshakable. He felt hke his 
mother. He tried to throw liis mind back to that night when he was ten, 
and the blood began to move up through his chest as though it were a 
scarf reaching for his liead. He felt suddenly dizzy with pride at tlie 
memory of the past. The scarf of blood swayed rou»d and round his 
head. He turned and looked at Susannah. 

‘Susannah, what do you say, my girl? How do you feel? Afraid? Or 
do you want to fight with your father?’ 

Susannah murmured: ‘1 don’t mind figliting, Father — if you think 
we can beat them.’ 

He guffawed, and pulling her to him, gave her a hug. ‘Good. You’re 
surprising me — yes, by God! 1 thought you had too much of your 
motlier in you. But perhaps your grandmother will come out now that 
we’re faced with this situation. And you, boy! Laurens, what do you 
say? Fighting it out witn me, or you want to do the common-sense 
tiling and run oft up-river?’ 

Laurens grinned self-consciously. ‘No, Father, I’ll fight with you, if 
you mean to fight. I don’t want to run off' anywhere.’ 

‘Good. Reinald! I suppose it’s no use my asking your opinion. Myn- 
heer Queseda has already made up your mind for you tliat it would be 
prudent to pack our tilings and go up-river.’ 
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Reinald avoided his father’s gaze and said: ‘I should think not, sir. 
I’m not such a mean poltroon as you seem to fancy. I’ll stay and do my 
duty by the rest of the family, since you have decided that we arc to 
defend the house.’ 

‘Huh. Just as vicU you feel that way, because not one of you is leaving 
this house until I give the word — and I won’t give the word until we’re 
beaten. Ifxhcy can beat us.’ 

Reinald asked in alarm: ‘Father, what of Mynheer Queseda? Are you 
going to force him to remain?’ 

‘He can go. I’ll send a message to the Blairs and ask them to stop in 
on their way up and take liim with them.’ 

V 

After Mynheer Queseda had left with the Blairs, Willem said: ‘Now 
we are alone. Now we’re one family against the enemy, and we’ll show 
the colony that wc van Groenwcgels arc different. Different blood.’ 

They were in the dining-room, about to eat. 

‘When this is over, whatever happens, we’ll be remembered as the 
only family who stood up and fought, who didn’t run. That’s no small 
thing, van Groenwegels. That’s no petty thought. You don’t know how 
much strength it calls for for me to agree to do this.’ He looked at 
Susannah quickly, almost furtively. She was serious and tense, a little 
frightened, but had shed no tears. ‘1 prefer to sec you dead, Susan- 
nah, even if you have to die as my sister Hendrickje died. I prefer ^hat 
than to know you WTre wdth those Blairs or those Bakkers cowering in 
security up the river.’ 

They said nothing. Over the trees, in the north and east, they could 
see the glow of fires. 

One or two of the slaves had deserted and gone into the backhands, 
but the majority were under control. The murmur of their voices could 
be heard in the compound and in the logics. Willem had spoken to 
them and warned them that if they deserted and went into the bush he 
would tell Major Scott and his Indians to go after them and kill them. 
He had treated them as though they were children; scared them with 
various kinds of threats. 

After dinner he told his family the plan of strategy he had devised. 

‘I’m taking the women and children into the big barn with me. I’m 
going to bundle them under the loft where they’ll be out of the way. 
About two-thirds of the men will fight with me in the big bam. The 
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rest will help defend the house. Laurens will take charge of those who 
will man the barricades in the dining-room and sitting-room. The other 
lot, Reinald, you’ll command. T. hey ’ll fire from the bedroom windows. 
Some will load while others fire. Susannah, you will help to load. The 
barn will most likely be attacked first, as it’s the obvious place any 
marauders would make for if they’re after plundering the plantation. 
When they find they’re up against stiff resistance they’ll cither retire 
j^nd go higher up after the other places or they’ll attack the house. 
That’s where you, my sons, will have to prove what you’re worth. And 
you, Susannah. Your mother is a negative quantity. I can’t count on her 
for anything. But I’m looking to you children to hold out — to see the 
slaves don’t panic and get cowed. 1 know it’s a lot to ask of you. You’re 
young, you’re inexperienced, you’ve never been up against adversity. 
But I feel vou will put up a good fight and show that you have metal in 
your souls. Remember your grandfather. Rcincmbcr, above all, your 
gallant grandmother. . . .* He turned away, too moved to say anytliing 
more. 

Toward dawn they could hear a wail of noise down-river, and the sky 
was lurid with fires. Susannah pointed and murmured: ‘Laurens, look. 
I’m sure that’s the Bakkers’ house.’ 

‘Yes, 1 know. It’s the Bakkers’ house.’ 

Now and then they would hear their father’s voice coming through 
the still daw^n air. Willem was with tht slaves in tlw big barn whose 
roof showed above the slaves’ quarters near the saman trees in the north- 
eastern section of the compound. 

Upstairs, their mother uttered soft moans, and Reinald’s slaves kept 
up a jabbering murmur. Most of the slaves were frightened, and whim- 
pered often, but one or two were dep'^ndable fellows who even tried to 
keep up the spirits of the frightened ones. 

C3ncc a crasliing sounded amid the bushes in the north-west, but it 
proved to be only two or three escaping slaves. Probably from neigh- 
bouring plantations. They huriied across the compound, moving in a 
southerly direction; they were evidently trying to get as far up-river as 
they could. 

Susannah said: ‘The Blairs and Bakkers didn’t take all thei: slaves. 
Reinald said that when he went with Mynheer Queseda to sec liiin into 
their boat they had only oiie field gang and a few household slaves in 
three other boats and two corials.' 

Laurens nodded. ‘I suppose they couldn’t very well take all. The 
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others must be faring for themselves in the bush. I wonder if the Blairs 
took Hannah and Katrina up-river with them.’ 

She gave him a sharp glance. ‘Laurens, which of the two are you in 
love with? Why won’t you tell me?’ 

He was silent /or a moment, then said: ‘I hke them both. I don’t 
know which I like better. But don’t tell anyone, please.’ 

‘You know you can trust me.’ She clutched liis wrist. ‘You think 
we’ll get out of this alive?’ 

‘I don’t know, but we’ve got to do our best. I think I agree with 
Father. It’s better to stay and fight than to let the dirty brutes burn our 
house and help themselves to our produce.’ 

‘Are you afraid?* 

‘A httle,’ he nodded, ‘but I’m fighting. I’m going to kill a few of 
them before they get into this house.’ 

‘I hate the sight of blood, Laurens.’ 

‘I, too. I hate all killing — even birds. Remember the day Karl 
wanted us to kill that tapir we trapped? I believe I would have burst into 
tears if he hadn’t spared it.’ 

‘You’re soft-hearted,’ she smiled. 

They heard musket-fire. 

A new glow appeared above the trees in the north. Susannah gave a 
gasp. ‘Oh, heavens, Laurens! The Blairs’ house. It’s on fire.’ 

Upstairs, Reinald uttered nervous grunts. He told one of the slaves 
whose name was^^Bemma: ‘You had better get ready, Bemma. I hear 
firing, and if I’m not mistaken, I think that’s the Blairs’ residence on fire. 
They must be getting near.’ He hurried into the next room. ‘Mother! 
Mother! The Blairs’ house is on fire. I think they’re getting near.’ 

Griselda moaned afresh. She wrung her hands. ‘My boy. Oh, what is 
this that Willem has brought me into? Reinald, please don’t leave me. 
I’m feeling terrible. Please get me some water.* 

Footsteps thumped on the stairs and Laurens entered. ‘Reinald, 
they’re approaching on the river. Two boatloads. We can see them 
from the dining-room:^ Get ready.’ 

Reinald hurried out after him. 

Shouts came and went down-river. And now and then muskct-fire 
broke out. Laurens said to Susannah: ‘They’re probably potting at 
escaping slaves.’ 

Birds were twittering awake in the trees: in the saman and sandbox 
trees. In the south-west, distantly, sounded the chatter of parrots. 

They heard Willem’s voice in the big bam. 
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Willem was in the loft. He was shouting down to his slaves: ‘Be quiet 
down there, you rascals! No whimpering or I’ll use the whip on you! 
Bannah! Teekaba! You whip them every time they behave badly!’ 

‘Yes, massai’ 

Willem watched the two boatloads approaching. He could make out 
some weapons. He told liimself: I don’t see many muskets. I believe 
most of them are armed with cutlasses and hangers — perhaps a sabre or 
two. However, it’s dark, and I can’t be sure. That firing down-river 
"’sounds none too pretty. . . . Wonder how they’re getting on over at the 
house. I bcheve Susannah will keep up. I was wrong about her. She’s 
got a good bit of her grandmother in her. 

Beside him, Memba murmured: ‘They coming ashore, massa.’ 

‘I see them. Pass the word around to be ready to fire when I call out. 
Go on, Memba. And lash out if they wliimpcr. Lash them hard.’ 

Memba ^vcnt off. He was a good fellow. Like Bannah and Teekaba, 
you could depend upon him. 

Willem watched the two boats draw alongside the bank and their 
occupants step ashore. As he had thought, most of them seemed to be 
carrying hanger*, and cutlasses. It was evident that they were unaware of 
what awaited them in the barn. They must have had things easy on the 
other places. They were probably expecting no resistance here. Willem 
counted seventeen of them. In a group they iK'gan to move toward the 
barn. 

‘Fire!’ called Willem. ‘Fire on them!’ His voice shook with excite- 
ment, and a vivid picture of himself in a nightsliirt arose in his fancy. It 
was as though the past had miraculously surged into being once again. 
He was ten, and liis mother was directing operations. 

The half-gloom below flashed. The barn thundered. 

Three, four of the approaching figures stumbled and crumpled up. A 
confused yelling broke out. 

Willem put aside his smoking musket and pulled up another, snap- 
ping at the slave behind him: ‘Hurry! Load!’ 

The barn thundered again. Ihe acrid fumes drifted through the 
building, and one or two of the slaves could be heard cougliing. 

At the river’s edge there was a wild splashing and shouting. One or 
two of the invaders, Willem saw, were getting into the boats again, but 
one or two flattened themselves down on the ground beliind low shrubs 
lining the bank. 

A moment later Willem saw three more boats appear. There was a 
bluish mist swirling in slow wreathing wisps over the water. The boats 
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looked unreal; ghostly. He saw them change course. They were going 
to some point lower down where they would be out of range of musket- 
fire from the barn. Willem fired into the mist and heard a yell. The mist 
cleared and he saw the occupants of one boat in a scrambling panic. The 
craft rocked. He* had hit one of them in that boat, he was sure. He 
grunted with satisfaction. 

The three boats went out of view behind the bushes. 

One or two of those who had flattened themselves near the bank 
began to fire at the bam. They seemed to be using an old-fasliioned type 
of musket, Willem thought. They probably couldn’t aim well, either. 
He doubted whether they would even hit the barn, big as it was b 'fore 
them. All the same, he had miscalculated sliglitly. They did have mus- 
kets as well as cutlasses and hangers. He shouted down to Memba and 
Bannah and Teckaba to keep up the firing. ‘Tltey’re hiding among the 
bushes by the water’s edge. Take aim and fire!’ 

The barn shook. The twilit interior down below looked hazed 
with the smoke of gunpowder. 

Memba was shouting up at Willem, but the noise was too much. 
Willem could not make out a word. He called down: ‘Come up to me, 
Memba! I can’t hear!’ Memba came half-way up the ladder and called: 
‘Massa, some of dem coming up from dc other side. They bringing up 
a log to smash down de big door!’ Willem called back: ‘ Give it to them 
hot! I’m coming 4own.’ 

Willem went*down, and standing on top a pile of packing-cases, 
looked through the small window at the roar of the building and saw 
what was happening. Invaders from the three boats were moving 
round to the front door of the barn. They were carrying a log. 

Willem gave orders, and Memba and Bannah and Teekaba gasped. 

‘How we can do that, Massa?’ said Bannah. 

‘Do as I say!’ barked Willem, raising liis whip threateningly. 

So Memba and Bannah and Teekaba removed the bar from the front 
door and pulled the door wide open, the cool air billowing in. 

‘Now pile those cases along here. Quick! That’s it!’ 

In less than three minutes they had erected a rampart of packing- 
cases before the open doorway. Willem arranged the muskets for the 
men and told them: ‘Hold your fire. I’ll tell you when to let loose at 
them.’ 

Memba, up on the packing-cases at the small window at the rear, was 
watching the enemy. The voices of the invaders could be heard now 
outside in the chilly air. The sun had begun to throw weak beams 
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through the trees, beams bluish with mist from the river. The foliage of 
the trees was wet with dew, and now and then the rank smell of vege- 
tation came in with the cool drift of air, dispclHng the smell of the gun- 
powder. 

Mcmba began to gesticulate, and Willem said: ‘Get ready. Get 
ready.’ He peered between the packing-cases where he had made his 
men leave spaces for the barrels of the muskets. There were eight aper- 
^Jtures, each with a waiting musket. 

The invaders came on with their log. 

Willem heard a thin singing in his head. Tliis, he told himself, is a 
moment of fulfilment. Without knowing it, I’ve been hving for tliis 
moment since I was in my teens. 

He listened to the birds twittering. A campancro clanged out its bell- 
like notes fir up-river. 

‘Fire!' bcilov/ed Willem ‘Fire! Let them have it!’ 

A haze of smoke rose witli the deafening roar from among the 
packing-cases. The barn echoed. A babel of yells drowned the bird 
sounds outside. Thr invaders dropped the log and turned and ran — 
except two; these two writhed about and uttered hiccuping noises. 

Willem trembled and chortled. ‘I3y Ciod! By God! That’s it. Change 
muskets!’ 

The packing-cases exploded again; shook and clattered. 

There was a wild rustling amidst the bushes beyond the saman trees. 
And more yells. Willem could hear them yelling on the river, too. He 
rushed for the ladder and returned into the loft. Ho was panting, but 
within he felt a deep, saturating satisfaction. 

Two more boats, he saw, had rounded the bend down-river. The 
mist looked like phantom spider-webs in the reddish sunslnnc — though, 
to Willem, it was just mist. A kiskadee was flapping its wings and 
shrilling ‘Ki.^k-kisk-kiskadcc!’ and this caught Willem’s attention; it 
was in sympathy witli the crowing of triumph inside him. He uttered a 
brief guffaw, and looked to sec if he could make out the bird. It stood 
on the branch of a couridi tree that overhung the water. Yes, he saw it; 
it looked a bit hazy because of the mist. 

He switched his thoughts back to the two boats. New forces meant 
that the house would soon be coming in tor an attack. He hoped the 
children were on the alert — and in good spirits. He had confidence in 
Laurens. Laurens was the youngest, but he had stern stuff in liim. About 
Reinald he had grave doubts. 1 oo much of liis mother in Rcinald. A 
bookish dreamer. Idis Uncle Aert. . . . Which reminded him. No news 
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of Aert. Had an idea he must have gone under on the Pomeroon. ... I 
am right about those two boats. It’s the house they’re after. They’re 
going to land at the clearing beyond the conrida tree. 

Over at the house, Rcinald was hurrying down to Laurens. He was 
trembling. He stamnlered: ‘Two boats arc disembarking in the clearing 
near the big courida tree. I — I beheve they mean to attack us here.’ 

Laurens nodded, his eyes bright. He said quietly: T’m ready for 
them. Go back upstairs.’ 

Reinald hesitated. ‘You tliink it will be safe for Susannah to remain 
down here, Laurens? I — I mean, in case they should break in.’ 

Susannah said: ‘Yes, I’m staying down here, Reinald. Go up and see 
after your slaves. You shouldn’t have left them.’ She was pale. She 
squatted on the floor, hugging her knees, but she spoke in a steady 
voice. 

Reinald turned and hurried away back upstairs. 

His mother was moaning softly in bed. He went in to her and hissed: 
‘Mother, we’re going to do our best. Cheer up. I think Father has 
beaten off those who assaulted the big barn.’ He bent over her and 
patted her cheek, as liis father might have done. 

‘This is the end, my boy. Tliis is the end.’ She cried out as a volley 
sounded over at the barn. ‘ Afem Gott! Mein Gott!' 

Reinald hurried off, grunting nervously. He returned to his post at 
the window. The mist was very tliin now — mere coils twisting about 
over the black water and amid the foUage of the trees. 

The raiders were landing in the clearing near the courida tree. They 
began to approach the house, creeping round by the water-tanks^ for 
cover. 

‘Massa, we should fire on them now.’ 

‘Do you think so, Bcmma? Very well. Give the order. I fear my 
voice will not be very effective.’ 

Bemma looked at him and grinned. He was not accustomed to 
giving orders. 

‘Did you hear what I said, Bemma? Give the order.’ 

Bemma bent his head, still grinning. He mumbled something 
Reinald could not make out. 

Reinald glanced outside with alarm, and in a cracked voice shouted: 
‘Fire! Fire upon them, men!’ He felt tears coming. 

His slaves opened fire. Griselda shrieked. Reinald’s teeth chattered. 
He thought of going in to liis mother to soothe her, but changed his 
^ Rain-water storage tanks. 
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mind. He was in charge. It would be desertion, he supposed. He peered 
past the haze of gunpowder fumes that rose from his shaking musket 
and saw figures dashing past in the compound. One lay in the space be- 
tween the two water-tanks. Flat on his back and stirring slowly; trying 
to arch up his back but seeming to find the effort painful. He collapsed 
finally and lay still. Reinald thought: Could it have been my ball that 
struck him? He seems to be dead. Perhaps I’ve killed a man. 

Downstairs, Laurens and Susannah stood beliind a table barricade 
watcliing the scene outside. Laurens said: ‘I think wc should hold our 
fire downstairs here until they get round by the logics. We’re not in a 
good position to liit any of them.’ 

‘I tliink you’re right,’ said liis sister. ‘They’re liiding behind the 
tanks.’ 

There was a volley over at the barn. Yells and a patter of feet. 
Laurens swung lound so abruptly that liis elbow smashed into liis sister’s 
face. ‘Fire! Fire, slaves!’ 

The sitting-room windows thundered. Three of the enemy fell, 
struggling, and four others dashed across the compound, making for 
the bushes in the w' st. 1 Lcinald, from upstairs, showered dowm another 
volley upon them. They could hear Willem shouting at his men in the 
barn. 

‘ Reload ! Reload !’ cried Laurens. ‘ Don’t w^aste time.’ He bent quickly 
and muttered: ‘I’m sorry, Susannah. My elbow got you. I’m really 
sorry. Good! Is it loaded?’ He grabbed the musket shc^licld out. There 
was a red bump on the point of her left cheekbone. 

‘Massa, look! More boats coming up.’ 

‘Hold your fire. Wait and let them land up first and come this way. 
Massa Reinald will fire upon them. His positions upstairs command the 
clearing much better.’ 

A spasmodic pop-pop-pop opened up from the bushes in the west, 
and a shot made a soft splitting noise against the ceiling. 

Upstairs, there were only trifling barricades at the windows. Light 
tables and a few wooden screens. The heavier furniture had been used 
in the dining-room and situiig-room and in the barn. One of Reinald’s 
slaves received a ball in his shoulder. He cowered back from the barri- 
cades, whimpering and clutching his shoulder, and the others near him 
left their posts and began to crowd round him. Reinald saw the blood 
and hastened up. He was on the point of blubbering. 

‘What’s happened? Is he wounded? Who is it?’ 

‘He bleeding, Massa.’ 
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‘Oh, my God! Who is it? Is it a very bad wound?’ 

‘It’s Bakky, Massa. He bleeding bad in the shoulder.’ 

Rcinald glanced toward the river. He trembled and said: ‘You must 
get back to your posts, I’m afraid. I don’t know what to say. Wc ought 
to do something fdr this fellow. One of you had better go downstairs 
and call Missy Susannah. This is a woman’s job. I can’t help him. The 
rest of you get back to the barricades! They’re landing. More boats! 
Get away from around Bakky. Don’t you hear me? Please,’ besought 
Reinald. ‘Please.’ 

‘Massa, he bleeding badly.’ 

Rcinald bent over the wounded slave, then turned off with a shudder. 
He rushed to a window, uttered a wliine, raised his musket and fired 
bhnd into the moniing. Invaders were landing in the clearing by the 
courida tree. Some of them had muskets, some cutlasses. 

‘For God’s sake, get back to your posts. They’re coming toward the 
tanks. Fire on them before they get behind. Quick! I beseech you! 
Quick!’ 

None of them made any move to obey. 

‘Massa, plenty of dem coming. Wc can’t hold out.’ 

‘We should run into dc bush, Massa. Only way.’ 

‘We — we can’t run. We must hold out. Look there! Why aren’t you 
reloading?’ He broke into a hacking sob. ‘My God! My God! You 
people won’t obey me. You must obey me, please,’ he bcsouglit them. 
Please go back*to your places.’ 

Over at the barn, Willem was w^atching the bedroom windows 
anxiously. Why doesn’t Rcinald open fire on tlicm? he kept asking 
himself. Minutes arc valuable, by God! Doesn’t the boy reahze that? 
Now is the moment to open up on them. Why wait until they begin to 
cross toward the tanks? The young muddle-headed fool! 

He saw a few smudges of smoke in the bushes over to the west. Some 
of the enemy were there. They were firing at the house. Seemed to be 
aiming at the bedroorn windows. 

Willem sent a round across the yard into the bushes. No obvious 
effect. No yells or thrcsliing about in the lower shrubs. 

The dining-room windows thundered and hazed. Laurens. Good 
boy. But he was not in a good position downstairs. Something must 
have gone wrong upstairs with Reinald’s lot. Knew he couldn’t depend 
on Reinald. Soft. Foppish dreamer. liis uncle and his mother . . . 

Over at the house, Griselda walked up and down wringing her hands. 

Reinald went downstairs to Laurens, and Laurens stared at him and 
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said: ‘Why haven’t you opened fire on them, Reinald? What’s happen- 
ing to you? My God! You’re crying. What’s the matter?’ 

‘They won’t obey me, Laurens. They won’t obey me. Bakky is 
wounded, and the rest of them are frightened. They won’t fire. They’re 
shirking. They won’t go to the windows.’ His voice broke. His body 
shook with sobs. ‘I don’t know what to do. I’ve coaxed until I’m tired. 
But they won’t heed me. I spoke to them as kindly as I could ” 

‘ Jhat’s your mistake. Never speak kindly to slaves, or try to persuade 
them to do anything. How many times hasn’t Father told you that!’ 
Laurens glanced at Susannah. She was afraid, her hands tightly clenched, 
but her mouth was set with determination despite her fear. ‘Susannah, 
have an eye on them for me. See they go on firing. I’m going upstairs. I 
won’t be long. Make them fire. Take my whip and lash them if they 
won’t obey. It’s the only way to treat them.’ His voice quavered from 
excitement. 

Susannah said: ‘I’ll sec they go on firing.’ She spoke in a whisper. He 
barely heard her. He hesitated, staring at her. She smiled and said: ‘Go 
on, Laurens. I’ll lash them if they stop firing.’ 

He turned and ri.slic<.i upstairs, Reinald following him, still blubber- 
ing. When they were passing through their mother’s room, Griselda 
tried to clutch Laurens. ‘Laurens! Oh, Laurens, my boy. Stay with me. 
Don’t leave me. Please!’ Laurens, however, did not glance at her. He 
rushed past into the next room. He took one look at the slaves crouch- 
ing around the wounded Bakky and shouted: ‘ Get up ! \jp ! Up ! Every 
one of you. You skulkers! You shirkers! Back to your posts!’ 

‘Massa Laurens, we can’t hold out. Too much of dem coming.* 

‘Bakky bleeding bad, Massa.’ 

‘Get back to the windows and fire upon them!’ He grabbed a musket 
and presented it at them. ‘I’ll fire upon vou if you refuse to obey me! 
Do you hear me?’ 

They recoiled, whining and whimpering. Like wild beasts. 

‘Get on. Take up your positions again and start firing as Massa Rein- 
ald directs you or I’ll kill you. I mean it. I’ll kill you, you black cowardly 
clumps of filth!’ He trembled. He had an insane look. 

They began to edge off toward the windows. 

‘Get back! Go on. Get back!’ The musket in liis hands exploded, and 
one of the slaves reeled, uttering hacking sounds, a ball in his tliroat. 

In the next room, Griselda shrieked. 

Reinald grasped his brother’s arm. ‘Laurens! Laurens! He’s hit. He’s 
bleeding. You’ve killed him.’ 


87 



children of Kaywana 

‘I don’t care!’ cried Laurens. ‘I meant to kill liim. I’ll kill every man 
who doesn’t do liis part. Up with that musket!’ He turned suddenly. 
He was sweating. His head moved in jerks. ‘Reinald, go downstairs and 
help Susannah to keep order. Quick! I’ve got to stay here with these 
foul brutes.’ * 

Reinald turned and darted off. Almost at once there was a volley 
downstairs, proving that Susannah already had the slaves in hand. 

Laurens went round the room kicking and clouting savagely, his 
breath coming in gasps. The slaves wliined but kept their places and 
fired. The loaders whined, too, but kept reloading as the muskets were 
passed back to them. 

‘Look! Over there in the bushes. Fire that way!’ 

Downstairs, the firing was steady and regular. 

Willem, too, had opened fire from the barn, aiming at those taking 
cover behind the water-tanks and the slaves’ quarters. 

In the dining-room and the sitting-room Susannah had no trouble. Her 
slaves kept on firing. Kept reloading. The back of the house was quiet. 

Soon all firing on the part of the enemy ceased. 

Willem bawled down to his men to hold their fire. He told Memba: 
‘Keep a sharp eye out down there. I behevc they’re going to try on new 
tactics. They may make a rush.’ 

‘We ready for dem, Massa!’ 

Good man, Memba. Willem felt a glow inside. It was good to know 
you had someone you could put confidence in. Memba stood out from 
the others. Bannah and Teekaba, too. Good fellows. 

Over at the house, Laurens called to his slaves: ‘Stop firing! They’ve 
held off. Hold your fire. You there! I didn’t tell you not to reload. Get 
them loaded and ready.’ He was hoarse. 

Downstairs they were still firing. Reinald came upstairs. ‘You’re not 
firing any more, Laurens? They’re still there hiding in the bushes.’ 

‘ I know, but they’ve stopped firing, so we must hold off, too, for the 
time being. We can’t waste ammunition. How do we know they 
haven’t crept away to some other spot?’ He chortled hysterically. ‘ We’re 
winning. We’re too much for them. How’s Susannah downstairs? Is 
she all right?’ 

‘Yes, she’s keeping them in order.’ He shuddered. ‘But look at that 
fellow, Laurens. He’s dead. I tliink his name is Bamwah. He was in the 
Field Seven gang. Oh, this is horrible.’ 

‘Get back downstairs. It was only an accident. I didn’t mean to kill 
him. The musket went off before I knew it.’ He was on the point of 
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tears. He moved agitatedly to a window. ‘I wonder what tliey*re doing. 
I believe they want to creep up round the back of the liouse. Reinald, 
go down and have a look from the kitchen windows.’ 

Reinald went down and looked, but there was notliing doing. There 
was a wide clearing, and beyond it the small barn and some fruit trees, 
and then the indigo fields. Returning into the sitting-room, Reinald 
told Susannah to stop the slaves firing. ‘Laurens says we had better hold 
off^or the time being. They’ve stopped firing from the bushes.’ 

‘Stop firing, men!’ she called. 

Reinald started and exclaimed. The slaves shouted. 

‘Look! Over at de barn, missy!’ 

From the vicinity of the water-tanks the enemy had made a dash to- 
ward the rear of the barn and had piled bramble and dried leaves against 
the wall. Willem had opened fire on them, but they returned to the 
cover of the tanks without suffering any casualties. 

‘They’re trying to set the barn on fire,’ said Susannah. 

In the barn, Willem muttered: ‘I can see what this prank is going to 
lead up to. A few more trips like that one and they’ll have piled a con- 
siderable lot of infxainiiiablc stuff against that rear wall. Then they’ll 
light it and we’ll have the choice of being roasted or coming out and 
being hacked to pieces. Very well. I’ll have to settle this now.’ 

He went down and gave instructions to Memba and Bannah. 
‘Teekaba, you remain here and watch the door. Don’t stop watching, 
mind, for they may rush us at any momeni. Memba and Bannah, get 
the axes and come with me.’ 

In a few minutes Memba and Bannah with their axes had slashed open 
eight wide gaps in the woodwork of the rear wall. 

‘Good,’ Willem told them. ‘Now, Bannah, you bring up your squad 
with their muskets and post a man at earh of these openings. Let them 
have it at point-blank range when they come back with their brambles. 
They’re beliind the logics at the moment.’ 

The raiders, however, had seen what awaited them, and no further 
attempts were made to bring bramble. Willem took advantage of the 
lull to eat. He saw that the men ate, too, but made Memba and Bannah 
arrange the meals so that one group at a time was fed, those not eating 
continuing to keep watch. Bannah shared out the cassava bread and 
salted meat. 

Over at the house, too, they were eating. Laurens was in lugh spirits 
now. He said: ‘I’hey know they’re beaten. We’ve turned out to be too 
much for them. They’re short of muskets. They must have expected to 
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come to grips with us and slash at us with cutlasses and sabres/ He stood 
at the window as he spoke, his eyes darting from his sister’s face to the 
yard. 

‘ Father was right/ said Susannah. ‘ If we had gone up the river like the 
others our house would have been burnt down and we’d have lost all 
our produce in the barns. We’ll show them we’re not afraid, the beasts!* 

Laurens stretched out and gripped her wrist. ‘You’re brave. I really 
didn’t tliink you’d have stood up like this. Father must be right about 
our blood. You can’t keep blood down.’ 

Upstairs, Griselda moaned in exhaustion on her bed, and Reinald, in 
the next room, paced agitatedly, glancing out of the window every 
now and then. He had made them clean up the mess of blood on the 
floor and take the corpse down into the kitclicn. His face was drawn and 
worried, and twitched nervously. Once or twice he muttered to himself. 

Downstairs, one of the slaves rushed in and told Laurens and his 
sister: ‘Massa! Missy! Quick. Do something. They piling up brambles 
and sticks against dc kitchen at de back. They going to set fire.’ 

Laurens hurried into the kitchen. He looked out and saw the 
brambles. 

‘We ought to have kept watch behind here. Anyway, the clearing is 
wide. If they make another attempt to come with more brambles we’ll 
pepper them. Nemwa, tell six men with muskets to come, and bring 
loaders, too. Aha. I can see them dodging about in the indigo fields. 
They’re gatherflig njore brambles and stuff.’ 

Susannah came in. She recoiled at sight of the corpse. It lay on the 
floor covered with a rough canvas sheet. ‘Is this the one you killed, 
Laurens?’ He nodded and told her to get back to the sitting-room. 

‘Massa, look! They going to make another rush.’ 

Laurens told the men to get ready. They had come in after Susannah 
and were already in position at the windows. 

The enemy seemed to suspect an ambush, however, for nothing hap- 
pened. The one or two figures with bundles of faggots lurking among 
^he shrubs beyond the small barn made no attempt to approach. 

‘They know we’re waiting for them,’ murmured Susannah. 

Shouts and reports came from the sitting-room. 

‘Go and sec what’s wrong, Susannah.’ 

Susannah hurried back to the sitting-room. She nearly collided with 
one of the slaves. ‘Missy! They rushing the house from the front.’ She 
heard Reinald shouting: ‘Fire! Fire!’ in a frantic voice. The firing was 
spasmodic, however, and the slaves showed signs of fear. 

90 



The Family 

About ten Indians were in the rush. They were trying to storm the 
house in a determined attack at two windows. The slaves at the two 
windows ran off shrieking, dashing down their muskets. Reinald, atone 
window, fired in a panic. The heavy table was being pushed away. 
Laurens and three of the men from the kitchen arrived. Laurens stood 
up and fired point-blank at two of the invaders whose heads and 
shoulders appeared at the barricades. There was a spatter of blood and 
yells and a thump and scramble. At the other window the heavy cup- 
board was giving the enemy some trouble. One of the defending slaves 
inserted his musket in the slowly widening crevice and fired. Another 
spatter of blood resulted and another confusion of yells and thumps. But 
one of the invaders succeeded in hurling himself in through another 
window. Laurens snatched up a loaded musket from one of the slaves 
seated on the floor, but before he could use it one of his men brought 
down a chair with a powerful crunch on the invader’s head. A short 
brown fellow with tattoo markings on his shoulder and neck. As 
Laurens bent over the silently sprawled body he had a whiff of aniseed 
— a smell that remained in liis memory for years after. 

Susannah aimed and, fired at another invader who was trying to push 
past the tabic barrivade, but the shot gashed a hole in the table-top 
without toucliing the attacker. The Indian, however, scared, turned and 
sprang out of the window into the yard. 

Laurens chmbed on top the big cupboard that had been nearly pushed 
aside by the enemy. He used his musket-butt with good effect. Twice 
he brought it down on the skulls of the would-be invaders who tried to 
wriggle past into the room. 

The attack failed, and the survivors retreated back across the yard and 
took cover beyond the slaves’ logics and the water-tanks. 

An attempt was made to fire the brambles at the back, but Nemwa, 
who had been left to keep watch in the kitchen, put out the flames with 
buckets of water. Laurens gripped Nemwa’s arm excitedly and con- 
gratulated him. Laurens trembled, and his laughter was nervous and 
boyish. His eyes shone with an unnatural brightness. 

There were no more attempts. The day advanced. Rain fell shortly 
before noon, then the sky cleared and the sun shone weakly from beliind 
a thin layer of clouds. 1 he air felt steamy and warm. On the river, boat- 
loads of the raiders kept passing, going up-river most of them, though 
occasionally one would pass headed down-river and laden to capacity 
with plundered goods, or plundered slaves. 

‘I heard Father saying die other day that the Andersens hadn’t yet 
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paid the Company for their slaves,’ said Laurens. ‘A good many other 
people haven’t settled up yet for theirs. The Company will be ruined 
after this.’ 

‘The Bakkers have settled for about half theirs, and the Blairs only a 
third. They were hoping that after this year’s sugar crop they would 
have been able to settle up for another tliird. Dorothea herself told me 
that, and she helps her father keep the books, so she should know.’ 

‘Yet they’ve run off and left their property. I’m sure they had as 
many fire-arms as we have — though it’s true Father laid in a lot of extra 
ammunition. They could have held out if they’d had the guts.’ 

About mid-afternoon they heard thudding sounds over at the small 
barn. The raiders were breaking down the back door. The front en- 
trance was exposed to fire from the kitchen. 

Laurens became furious. ‘We ought to do something about this. That 
barn contains cotton and anatta and hemp. We can’t let them help 
themselves to it as they please.’ 

‘But what can we do?’ said Rcinald. ‘We have no means of getting at 
them.’ 

‘If I thought I could depend upon these slaves, I’d lead a rush on them 
and chop them up. We have a big supply of hatchets and axes and cut- 
lasses in the house here.’ 

‘That would be suicide,’ said Susannah. ‘We’d lose.’ 

They had to watch the raiders break open the barn and plunder it. 
After its contciAs had been removed it was set on fire. Shortly after the 
enemy set fire to the slaves’ logies, too. Willem and his men downed 
about eight of them as they scurried about round the tanks and logies 
with their faggots and torches. By evening the small barn and the 
slaves’ quarters had almost ceased to smoke. Wooden structures, they 
were burnt right down to the ground. 

That night was an anxious one of watching, but no attacks material- 
ized. Susannah insisted on taking her turn to watch, though Laurens 
wanted her to go upstairs and spend the night in bed. She slept in the 
sitting-room on the floor, with only a cushion for her head. 

Over at the barn Willem did not sleep at all, for he anticipated an 
attack at any moment, reasoning that the enemy would be tempted by 
the open front entrance. When dawn came, however, the inactivity had 
remained unbroken. The river lay black and sluggish, wisps of bluish 
mist hovering above it. Not a boat went past either way for hours, and 
by mid-morning Wijlem decided that it was time to make an attempt 
to cstabhsh contact with the house. He and three of them went across, 
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while Memba remained at the barn in charge of the rest. They got over 
without incident, and Willem listened to the excited tales of Laurens 
and Susannah. He was moved. He said: T wasn’t mistaken, my cliildren. 
We’ve brought you up soft, but what’s underneath your gentility had 
to come up in a crisis.’ He blinked rapidly and turned off. 

Rcinald kept his head bent, fumbling with the front of his coat. He 
had a harrowed, cowed look. He seemed very conscious that his father’s 
words apphed only to his sister and brother — not to him. 

VI 

Eight days later they heard cannon-fire down-river, and in the late 
afternoon an Indian coricil gave them the news that Dutch ships were 
attacking the English soldiers Major Scott had left at Kyk-over-al. 
Willem was nuzzled. He said: ‘But what Dutch ships can these be? And 
why has Scott left sn quickly? I don’t believe it. It’s probably a pirate 
vessel. I won’t be surprised if we’re in for another raid.’ 

So they got ready for another attack. 

Griselda, who hnd recovered from her hysterics, began to suffer a 
relapse, and Willem told her: ‘This time, if you shriek out as you did 
last week. I’m going to have you bound and gagged. I won’t be sur- 
prised if it wasn’t your behaviour that contributed to the panic Rein- 
aid’s men got into that first day. You’ve got to brace yourself, Griselda. 
Look at Susannah. Kept her nerve all through.’ 

No attack, however, came. During the night the cannon-fire ceased, 
and the following morning a boat came up with the news that Kyk- 
over-al was in Dutch hands again. Comniandeur Mathys Bergcnaar of 
Fort Nassau, in Bcrbice. had been attacked by an English privateer who 
had been routed with heavy losses, so Bergcnaar, hearing of what had 
happened in Essequibo, had set out with a force, and last night they had 
recaptured the fort and wiped out the Enghsh soldiers left behind by 
Scott. 

It was a tent-boat that brought the news; a tent-boat under the com- 
mand of a sea captain whose sliip had been forced to take refuge in a 
creek when Scott had arrived the week before. In the boat were also the 
secretary and book-keeper of Kyk-over-al, \yho had escaped over to the 
mainland an hour before Scott’s ships opened fire on the fort. 

‘Commandcur Bergcnaar,’ said the secretary, ‘has sent us up here to 
get an estimate of the damage done. You’re the first family we’ve met.’ 

This was Willem’s big moment. Tf you want to find the other fami- 
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lies/ he said, ‘you’ll have to go much higher up. You’ll probably find 
them living with the Indians or camped out somewhere in the jungle. 
We, sir, are the only family who stayed and defended. We’ve lost a small 
barn and some produce, as well as the slaves’ logics, but our house is 
still intact — and our big barn where most of our sugar and tobacco and 
indigo arc kept. We stayed and fought. Note that, please, Mynheer 
Secretary. No enemy will put a van Grocnwegcl to flight.’ 

After the party had left — Willem entertained them to lunch and 
brought out six bottles of his best wine — the house was not big enough 
to echo Willem’s self-satisfied chuckles. He paced up and down, first on 
the back veranda, then in the sitting-room, then upstairs in the corridor, 
his hands in his pockets. He had had too much wine. They had all had 
too much wine. Laurens fell asleep on a sofa in the sitting-room, and 
Susannah giggled a great deal until she, too, fell asleep in a large arm- 
chair. 

Griselda wept as well as giggled, but Reinald became gloomy and 
began to wonder whether Mynheer Queseda were safe. He suggested to 
Willem that they should send two slaves in a boat up-river to sec about 
the old man, but Willem waved him off. ‘Forget Queseda, boy. Forget 
him. Refugees don’t interest me. No, by God! I have nothing to do 
with those people up-river. No blood in them. 1 respect only men with 
blood.’ 

Two days later t5ie refugee families began to return to their ruined 
plantations. Willem said: ‘Let them come. I don’t grudge them shelter. 
They can share all I have. No man can accuse me of inhospitahty. My 
food stocks arc theirs until they can make other arrangements.’ 

Three famihes set up camp in Willem’s compound: the Bakkers, the 
Blairs and the Blankcnburgs. Willem insisted on the women and child- 
ren sleeping and eating in the house. The sitting-room was converted 
into a dormitory and the dining-room into a general refectory. Willem 
ruled that Laurens and Reinald and Mynheer Queseda and liimsclf 
should sleep and eat in the tents. ‘This is an occasion when we men must 
rough things,’ be said. ‘No confounded softness! The era of gentility 
has passed, and I can’t say I’m so sorry, either.’ He glanced at Reinald 
and added: ‘This will help to make you understand that life isn’t all 
books and philosophy.’ He guffawed and walked off with a self-satisfied, 
strutting gait. 

Susannah shared her, room with her good friends, Dorothea and 
Woglinde Blair. The big four-poster held them not too uncomfortably. 
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It was on their first night together, before falling asleep, that Susan- 
nah asked them: ‘What of Hannah and Katrina? Did you take them up 
the river with you, or were they captured by Major Scott’s men?’ 

‘We took them with us,’ Woglinde said. ‘ Wc took our household 
slaves with us. It’s only the field slaves we had to leave. Every one of 
them has been stolen and taken away.’ 

‘Yes, I hear hundreds of slaves^ have been taken away,’ said Susannah 
sympathetically, though her thouglits dwelled on Hannah and Katrina. 
It^as a rehef to hear that they were safe. Only that afternoon Laurens 
had asked her whether she had seen anything of them. The slaves were 
all over the place — those tliat had not been captured — and up to now they 
'were uncounted and unsorted; some slept under trees, some slept in 
hastily erected troolie huts. Willem had decided to let liis own use the barn 
for the present, though he liad warned llicm that if they helped them- 
selves to wh'ir did not belong to them tlierc would be severe punish- 
ments for the culprits. He threatened boiling water and tar and feathers. 

Dorothea told her after a brief silence: ‘father thinks we’ll have to go 
away to St. Eustatius in the West Indies. We have an uncle there.’ 

‘I’ll miss you ternbly,’ said Susannah. ‘Will he sell out liis slaves? I 
mean the few household slaves you took up the river with you?’ 

‘Naturally. He’ll have to. He’s still indebted to the Company.’ 

The following day Susannah told Laurens w hat she had learnt, and 
Laurens frowned. ‘Do you think there’s any w\ay of persuading Father 
to buy Hannah and Katrina when the Blairs are read^ to sell out?’ 

Susannah said: ‘Perhaps it w^e spoke to him and convinced liim that 
it was a matter of family pride that we should have them with us. After 
all, they have Grandmother’s blood in them — and you know what 
Grandmother means to him.’ She smiled. ‘ What w^ould you like to do? 
You want to make them your mistresses?’ 

He nodded. ‘I did think that when I w'as older I could have them as 
household slaves — and keep their as mistresses.’ 

‘I’m going to help you.’ 

‘You don’t tliink me immoral, do you?’ 

‘Of course not. Why should it be immoral for you to have two mis- 
tresses if you want them? I’m going to tell you a secret, Laurens. I have 
my eye on Karl Bakker. He’s in love with me. I believe he’ll make me 
a good husband. And his people have a lot of jewellery.* 

Two days later news came from the Pomcroon that Captain Aert van 
^ Scott took away 70,000 lb. of sugar and 1,000 slaves. 
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Groenwcgcl had died of wounds received in the encounter with Major 
Scott and his Indians. The only surviving officer, a lieutenant, told Wil- 
lem: ‘We were outnumbered, but he decided to remain and fight. They 
bombarded us for a whole morning, and three of our men were killed 
and seven wounded.»Then shortly after noon the Captain saw that the 
position was hopeless, so we spiked our guns and retreated into the bush 
up the river. The drummer and the sergeant died the same afternoon. 
They had been severely wounded in the chest and head. The Captain 
died the following morning of a severe wound in the groin. We 
couldn’t stop the bleeding. We had to trudge for miles in swamp and 
thick bush, and the Captain insisted on taking liis books and liis collec- 
tions of insects. We packed them into haversacks, and they made our 
burden doubly heavy. But he would not hear of them being discarded. 
He died clutching two haversacks of books to his bosom as though they 
were beloved creatures to whom he was greatly attached. You cannot 
imagine how deeply he loved his books and insects. . . .’ 

I can imagine it, thought Willem. The soft fool. Reinald will be Acrt 
over again. A misty-brained book-worm. Anyway, there’s Laurens. I 
have hope for that boy. I must build him up. 1 must consolidate liim. 
He won’t let me down. He’ll take our name far, and take it with honour 
and power. I’ll keep on drumming that into them. Honour and power. 
Fire-blood. I’ll make them see that it was no mere chance that we stood 
up and fought Scott’s Indians. It was no haphazard circumstance. It was 
one thing for me to have ruled that they should stay and fight. It was 
one thing for me to have compelled them to remain and put up a de- 
fence. But the way Laurens and Susannah handled that situation over at 
the house when the enemy rushed the windows was not a matter I 
could control. It was something with which they were born that came 
out that day. . . . 

‘I don’t care what people say of me,’ he muttered. ‘I know they talk 
about me and sneer behind my back. They call me a crank. They think 
me a fool over-inflated with family pride. They consider me a bore be- 
cause I keep stressing the importance of blood. Very well. But tliis raid 
has shown them what blood can do. It proves the difference between 
strength and weakness. My house is stiU standing, and my slaves are 
intact — save the one Laurens killed. Even the deserters have turned up.’ 

He tugged at his beard and grunted deeply. 

‘Let them talk. The years will prove that my pride was not in vain. 
The decades will show- whetlier my faith in our blood was justified.’ 
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I 

Some days there would be a gale on the Esscquibo. High wind with 
slanting rain rushing over the bush and the choppy water. It would go 
swooping up the Mazaruni, and when Laurens looked across at Kyk- 
over-al he would see it like a frayed monster sleeping mysteriously in 
the river, hazed but unhcedful of the pelting moisture. 

On othe’’ d..yf the brown muddy water flashed in a dazzle of morn- 
ing sunsliine. The trade-wind hummed around the building, and small 
white clouds drifted in a blue sky. 

Grandmother, thought Laurens, must have seen it often hkc this. 
Perhaps she used t^ sr :nd at tliis very window looking out, as I am 
doing now, and tv cling lonely. On the days when Grandfather was 
away. He used to go up the river or to the coast on secret expeditions 
with the Indians. They had it to say he dealt with the Spaniards in 
Trinidad and on the Orinoco, but I don’t believe that. I’m sure he 
wouldn’t have been so mean. Though he was a queer o/d fellow. Father 
always talked of him as being a man of mystery. And he himself once 
told us what a wily fellow he was and how he used to baffle the Com- 
pany traders and get them envious because of liis influence with the 
Directors and his power over the Indians. 

That west room used to be liis — his alone. Grandmother never slept 
in there, and the children were kept out of it. The arms cupboard was in 
there. It was in there Father and Cncle Aert went to get the four mus- 
kets that night the Indians attacked them. I like watching the sunsliine 
on the trees from in there. In those days tobacco was grown on this 
plantation, but now it’s a^^ sugar-cane and cotton. I wonder if Grand- 
father ever thought that one day Father would have revived tliis plan- 
tation and put me here to manage it. Sometimes I tliink I can feel 
Grandfather’s presence in tliis house — and Grandmother’s. It was in the 
next room they raped and murdered Aunt Hendrickje. I get odd feel- 
ings in this place. It’s so lonely. I feel like an exile. If Susannah hadn’t 
advised me so strongly to fall in witli Father’s plans I wouldn’t have 
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agreed to come and live here and manage tliis plantation. Td do any- 
thing Susannah advises. Her advice generally makes for good in the 
long run. 

I tliink the experience will benefit me. After all, I’ve got to carry on 
the planting traditipn and keep the family name going in the colony. 
Father is never weary of impressing that on me. He’s right. We cer- 
tainly seem to have something in us that other families haven’t got. I 
mustn’t let the family down. 1 must learn to be a good manager. 

Tliis plantation should be worth a great deal in time to come, especi- 
ally as it’s just opposite Kyk-over-al, the scat of government. I suppose 
that must have struck Father, too. He must have been tliinking of the 
contacts I’ll make: the government officials and the people who matter 
in the colony. This family pride is on Ins brain. Susannah says it’s a 
mania. He can tliink of nothing but our blood: our fire-blood, as he 
calls it. Our stand up the Mazaruni against Scott’s Canbs has made liim 
trebly pompous and obsessed with the importance of the family. He 
can hardly utter a sentence nowadays without making some reference 
to that affair. A httle ridiculous, of course, but, still, he does have some 
excuse for being proud. 

I won’t let liim down. Tliis house is going to be my family seat — if I 
can ever persuade any girl to marry me. Somehow, I can’t see myself 
offering marriage to a girl. Women awe me in a strange way. I’ll have 
to get over that, though, for I can’t go on living here for ever with only 
servants for companions. This house is not so bad now that it has been 
thoroughly overhauled and repaired, but it’s lonely. Though to-mor- 
row Hannah and Katrina will be here. That’s an event to look forward 
to. I can’t imagine why 1 should have taken such a strong fancy to those 
two girls. They’re both very attractive, it’s true. I hke their breasts — 
and Katrina’s hair. And Hannah has a most roguish way of glancing at 
you. But I’ve seen other girls equally as attractive. Woglinde Blair was 
lovely. At one time 1 thought 1 was in love with her — when I was four- 
teen. I used to write her love-letters which I never let anyone see and al- 
ways burnt as soon as I’ci finished writing. I don’t beheve even Susannah 
knows I used to be in love with WogHnde. But when Hannah and Katrina 
were purchased and came to live with the Blairs I found that I suddenly 
changed about WogUnde and could only tliink about the two girls. I tell 
myself sometimes that it must be the colour in them; I must have an 
instinctive partiahty for coloured women. I wonder, too, if it couldn’t 
be because I know they are related to me by blood yet are, so to speak, 

forbidden territory. Perhaps it’s simply a degenerate streak in me 

98 



Laurens 

The trouble with me is that I’m shy of women. I’m shy of intimate 
relations with people, on the whole. How I’m going to make these two 
girls my mistresses I don’t know. I’m getting a little nervous already 
when I think about that. It’s true they’re only slaves and they ought to 
feel honoured if I made overtures to them, but I’m not sure of myself. 
My being attracted to them, if any tiling, makes it harder. However, I 
mustn’t worry about that yet. When they’re here will be time enough. 
Susannah sent a message yesterday to say that Karl will bring them 
when lie comes to Kyk-over-al. Karl has to interview the captain of the 
Bacrland about the passages he’s booked for Suriname. . . . 

I’m going to miss Susannah when she goes. She has been a good sister 
to me. She has helped me in a great many tilings. She is clever — 
pleasure-loving and perhaps a little too unsentimental, but she’s shrewd. 
She knows how to handle people. Karl is lucky to have got her for a 
wife — or, l;eL:\r, I should say he’s lucky that she decided he was to be 
the lucky man. He’s a good, quiet fellow; a bit dull, but Susannah’s 
brilliance makes up for that. If Susannah hadn’t made up her mind that 
he would prove a good financial proposition as a husband there would 
have been no we'\liu g. It’s she who manoeuvred the whole thing. All 
those notes and iiiC.'.sagcs she used to get me to take to him on the sly. 
Oh, Susannah is clever. She’s going to make a man of Karl. This going 
away to Suriname is wholly her idea, and she has got what she wanted. 
Persuaded Karl’s father to sell out the share he held jo that plantation 
his brother runs in Cayenne so that Karl and herselfcau use the money 
resulting from the sale to go to Suriname and settle on a small plan- 
tation of their own. She handled that affair with genius. Flattered the 
old man and wheedled the old mother. She feels sure that the prospects 
in Suriname arc rosy — especially since Suriname became a Dutch colony 
a few years ago, after the Peace of Breda. She is probably right, too, for 
I hear the other families who went over there are doing well. The 
Blairs should have gone to St. Eir^tatius, but they went to Suriname in- 
stead. So did the Andersens and the de Vries and a good many of those 
ruined Porneroon people. 

If nothing else, Susaiii, di will be at home in Suriname with her old 
friends. I don’t believe she’s too happy up the Mazaruni with Karl’s 
people. Of late she has been liinting that Karl’s mother tries to interfere 
in matters that shouldn’t be her concern. Susannah is not the kind of 
girl to put up with that. 

I’m certainly going to miss her a lot. She’s the only person with 
whom I can discuss anything in a straightforward, sensible manner. 
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Father is too moody and ready to flare up, and there’s this family 
obsession of his that warps his views. And Mother is unable to be logical 
about anything; she’s too emotional to be logical. And Reinald is 
abroad at Louvain University engaged in his medical studies, though, 
in any event, he would have been nobody for me to talk with seriously; 
he was too engrossed in liis books and his Mynheer Queseda and their 
philosophical bosh. I’m glad that Queseda monkey isn’t here any more. 
That was what Father called him. Gone back to Holland. That’s the 
place for lum. Not in a country like this, just coming to life. I never 
could tolerate him. 

Yes, Susannah is the only one I can confide in. She’s sensible and 
quick; quick to see a point and sympathetic; her advice is always sound. 
I have admired her, too, ever since that time of the raid She showed such 
courage — yet we were both afraid. I can remember how I gripped her 
wrist and she told me my fingers were cold. And that moment when I 
saw the Indians crossing the yard and gave the order to fire. I turned and 
smashed my elbow into her face. She didn’t make a fuss, and it was a 
hard blow. ... I can see events in a much better perspective now that 
I’m five years older. That poor slave I killed upstairs in the bedroom 

That same afternoon Susannah paid liini a surprise visit. Mynheer 
Blankenburg had come to Kyk-over-al on business, and she had taken 
the opportunity to accompany him down. ‘I’m going to spend the 
night with you hef'e,’ she said, ‘and Karl will take me back to-morrow 
when he comes to see Captain Stoltz.’ 

She had grown plumper — cliild-bcaring had done that to her — but 
her gay, alert manner was the same. Her giggle, too. 

‘Only this morning I was thinking of you,’ he said. ‘I’d just come in 
after inspecting the work in the western fields, and I stood at one of the 
windows in Grandmother’s old room and looked at the sunsliinc on the 
river and at Kyk-over-al ’ 

‘It was Grandfather’s room, too. They shared it. I remember Grand- 
father himself telling us that. That Sunday, don’t you remember? Over 
at the Conimandcur’s house when we didn’t like the Indian soup.’ 

They went upstairs into Kaywana’s room. 

‘I’m going to feel lost without you,’ he said, as he seated himself by 
the window and lit his pipe. She sat on the big bed: a new one that 
Willem had had installed after the house had been repaired. 

‘I realize that,’ she -smiled. ‘Poor fellow. You sound sixteen when you 
say that.’ 
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I know, he thought. I feel myself that mentally I haven’t grown up 
very much since 1 was sixteen. It’s this shyness that I can’t get rid of. 
Uncle Aert was Hke that when he was my age, if what Father says is 
true. Uncle Aert never mixed with women. 

‘Anyway, you’ve got to learn to take care of yourself,’ she said. ‘You 
can’t have me all your life to advise you.’ 

‘I do realize that,’ he nodded. ‘It’s very lonely here.’ 

‘I know.’ 

soft breeze came in — a land breeze. 

‘This house makes me dream and introspect. I keep thinking about 
the past and of the stories Father and Grandfather have told us about the 
happenings of those days. Tliis morning I looked out on the river and 
wondered about Grandmother, how she must have been lonely, too, 
when Grandfather went off on his expeditions. And I thought about 
you and goii^g away and my being here as the manager of this 
plantation.’ 

‘I hope you’ll get friendly with the Blankenburgs. Frieda and Rosa 
and Wilhclmina arc not bad girls. I Hke them.’ She gave him a sudden 
earnest look. ‘You must marry, T.aurcns. Father is depending upon you 
to carry on the n.»me. I doubt whether Rcinald will get married.’ 

‘I doubt it myself. I’ll get married eventually. Would you Hke me to 
marry one of the Blankcnburg girls?’ 

She shrugged. ‘I only suggested them because they’re very sensible 
girls. Rosa, especially, is a fine creature. They would ii.akc good wives. 
But you must choose for yourself. Don’t do as I have done,’ she 
laughed. ‘I married for convenience, not for love. You won’t be happy 
unless your heart is with the woman. I know you so well, Laurens.’ 

‘You don’t think I should marry just for the sake of carrying on the 
family name, then?’ 

‘Certainly not. Fall in love first. Yciir happiness comes before any 
such considerations as family sur>ival. Not that you mustn’t try to see 
that the name goes on. I do get a httle throb of pride when I remember 
that I’m a van Groenwcgel, but the idea can be overdone. Father over- 
does it shamefully. You mustn’t make the same mistake or you’ll ruin 
your life. By the way, I hear you drink a lot of wine nowadays.’ 

He grinned: ‘What else is there for me to do in this place?’ 

‘Don’t let it get a hold on you.’ 

‘It won’t. I don’t think I’ll ever be a drunkard. I’m not made that way. 
It’s only this lonehness.’ 

‘To-morrow you won’t be lonely.’ 
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‘Yes, I was thinking that this morning. You're sending down Hannah 
and Katrina with Karl, your note said.* 

‘Yes, Karl will bring them.’ 

‘But, Susannah, you’re sure it won’t cause any inconvenience in your 
home? I mean, I shouldn’t like to know ’ 

‘Don’t be foolish. They’re mine now. I can do what I want with 
them. I’ve given Karl’s father two of my best kitchen slaves in exchange 
for them. If there’s any inconvenience it will be mine.’ 

‘And you think you can spare them?’ 

‘Certainly. I’m arranging it that I can spare them.’ She frowned and 
told him: ‘You’re too self-effacing, Laurens. You should try to rid 
yourself of that trait. You let people see too much that you’re conscious 
of their doing you a favour. Even with the slaves you’re inclined to be 
like this.’ 

He thought: Yes, I’ve pondered on that myself. In many ways I’m 
too soft. I don’t hke hurting people’s feehngs. I must be really roused 
before I can be brutal. 

‘What you must remember is that I’ve done this for you because I’m 
very fond of you and want to see you happy. I knew you had set your 
heart on having Katrina and Hannah, and I was determined that if I had 
to shift the whole colony I’d get them for you. It isn’t by accident they 
are among the Bakkers’ slaves. I never mentioned it to you, but it was 
I who secretly urged Karl to get liis father to purchase them from the 
Blairs when the Olairs sold out and went away. I knew it would have 
been hopeless tackling Father about it. Father would never have agreed 
to buy them. I did hint to him once, soon after the raid, that it would be 
a good thing to acquire them, but he pounced upon me at once and said 
that he would never tolerate them near him. He said he much preferred 
to know that Hannah and Katrina were in the hands of strangers.’ 

She giggled. T remember that day well. He said that if he bought 
them their eyes would compel him to treat them as equals — and, of 
course, it would have been too much of a strain on his pride to recog- 
nize slaves as his equals.’ 

‘But why should their eyes have compelled him to treat them as 
equals?’ 

‘They both have Grandmother’s blue-green eyes.’ 

‘Oh, I see.’ He looked at her in a trance of quiet admiration. ‘You’re 
clever at arranging these things. You have no idea how I’m looking 
forward to having them here with me.’ 

‘You’re blushing.’ She laughed, came over impulsively and kissed 
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him. ‘You’re still so naive, Laurens. But before you begin to praise me 
for being clever, you’d better wait and see how Father is going to react 
when he hears that you have them here as your mistresses. I’m not so 
certain he will be pleased.’ 

He pulled agitatedly at his pipe. ‘You mustn’t imagine I’m going to 
announce it everywhere that that’s what I intend to do. Only you are 
supposed to know I’m keeping them here as my mistresses. To every- 
body else they’ll be my household slaves hke any of the others about the 
huiise.* 

‘I see your point, but Father won’t be so innocent. He’ll suspect 
what’s up and come down here to investigate.’ 

He looked at her in dismay. ‘What do you think he’ll do?’ 

She shrugged. ‘He’s so unpredictable. He may object strenuously to 
your having them here in any capacity whatever, and he may shrug the 
whole thin*; and forget it.’ 

He looked troubled. He thought: 1 had feared this. I hate to have 
Fatlicr here questioning me. It always unnerves me. The last time he 
came on one of his visits of inspection, as he calls them, he took me to 
task about the gra‘'> in the clearing behind the slaves’ logics. I’d never 
noticed that the g -jS had grown so high. Notliing escapes his probing 
gaze. 

‘Don’t let it upset you,’ she laughed. ‘Father can be handled if you 
know how to go about it.’ 

‘That’s just it. I don’t.’ 

‘Study Iiim. Flatter his vanity,’ she said carelessly. 

‘I was never good at flattering people.’ 

‘It isn’t hard to flatter Father. You’ve only got to say nice things about 
the past history of the family. Refer to Grandmother’s bravery in fight- 
ing Wakkatai — or Grandfather’s speech to the Indians on the night of 
the uprising. He’d do anything for you if you harked back to one of 
those events.’ She rose. ‘Let’s go exploring around the plantation. Tell 
me about crops and show me your vegetable patches. I’m trying to 
learn as much as T can about planting so as to be of help to Karl in 
Suriname.’ 


II 

On the following afternoon, when he stood on the long plank at the 
water’s edge ai<d watched the boat drawing aw'ay with Karl and Susan- 
nah, he thought: This is the moment I’ve lived in my fancy every hour 
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since I got that note from Susannah two days ago: the moment when 
rd wave good-bye to Karl and then go up into the house to talk to 
Hannali and Katrina and tell them what arrangements I have made for 
them. I hadn’t envisaged Susannah in the boat with Karl — that’s the one 
detail that’s not as J had imagined it. 

Susannah waved and called: ‘Happy nights!’ 

He blushed and nearly slipped off the plank into the water. He waved 
back and waited until the boat had rounded the point and vanished 
beyond the mangrove and cotirida before making a move. His finger- 
tips were cold, and he could feel the tenseness in him. He told liiniself: 
This is nonsense. I must remember that I’m master here. They arc only 
slaves. I’m doing them an honour treating them hke this. 

He found them in the dining-room where he had told them to wait. 
They were squatting on the floor near the sideboard, but stood up as he 
came in. Katrina wore a pink smock, Hannah a blue one. New smocks. 
Susannah must have seen to it that they came with a new outfit. Trust 
her to have thought of such a detail. Their bundles were on the floor. 

They both had lovely breasts. You could sec the points prominent 
under the smocks. He cleared his throat, frowned and said: ‘I want you 
to come upstairs, Katrina — and Hannah.’ He spoke without looking at 
them, in a stiff' voice; the voice of master to slave. T’d like to show you 
your room. 1 have decided that you will sleep upstairs in the north- 
eastern room. Please follow me.’ 

They followed? him upstairs. 

‘This will be your room,’ he told them, as they entered the north- 
eastern room. ‘And I’d hke to let you know that I want you to confine 
your duties to — to the rooms. I don’t want you to be mixing too freely 
with the other household slaves.’ He looked out of the window and 
said: ‘There’s a special reason why I have brought you here, but that 
can be discussed some other time. You’ll do hght tasks about the house 
— and attend on me personally.’ He gave Katrina a quick glance. Her 
hair looked very beautiful. ‘I hope you both understand what I mean?’ 

Katrina inclined her head and murmured: ‘Yes, Massa.’ But Hannah 
gave him a bold glance and smiled. ‘Yes, Massa,’ she said. ‘We under- 
stand.’ 

He hesitated, tliinking: I ought to speak plainly so as to leave them in 
no doubt. ... No, there’s no hurry. That should be done delicately. 
Later on. To-night perhaps. . . . 

He said: ‘This is the room in which your grandmother died.’ He 
caught himself quickly and amended: ‘I — I mean, the next room. This 
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is where my Aunt Hendrickje was raped and murdered. Your father, 
my Uncle August, used to sleep in here. So Father says.’ 

They stared at him with interest and surprise. Hannah began to smile, 
but Katrina kept a glum, subservient expression. 

There was a silence. They could hear the river whispering. It was a 
fine day, with white clouds in the sky, and the trade-wind was blowing 
— not a chilly land-breeze. Out in the river there were several ships at 
author. The Company ships were the largest. 

It’s a fine view from liere. I tliink you’ll prefer this room to the west 
room. And — and there’s a connecting door with my room. I sleep in 
the next room. That’s where Grandfather and Grandmother slept.’ 

He felt like a fool. ‘You have your bundles?’ He glanced toward the 
bundles on the floor, then smiled and said: ‘I sec you have new smocks. 
I suppose Missy Susannah had them made for you?’ 

‘Yes, M^issa, Hannah smiled. 

‘I hope you’ll like being here.’ 

He hesitated, cleared his throat and then left the room. 

He was no soone gone when they began to whisper. Hannah said: ‘I 
think he like us. lie bring us here to sleep with him. Remember I tell 
you I tliink dat liis reason?’ Katrina, however, frowned and replied: ‘I 
not think dat his reason. Massa Laurens not man like dat. He don’t 
trouble women. I hear so.’ 

‘I can see from how he talk and look at us dat he firing us here for 
dat. I tliink he like me. You see how he turn red when I look at liim and 
smile?’ 

Katrina shrugged. ‘Time show what happen,’ she said. ‘But I feel he 
only bring us here for servants because we tair more than other slaves, 
and he got big name, so he prefer fair-skin slaves in liis house.’ 

‘1 hear Commandeur Rol sometimes come over here to see him, and 
he go over to see Commandeur Rol. He big man, Massa Laurens. Like 
his father and his grandfather. They all big people.’ 

Katrina looked round the room. ‘Tliis nice room. He say tliis where 
our father used to sleep. Hannah, suppose we sec his jumbie in de night?’ 

‘Jumbie not true. I never see no jumbie.’ 

‘Jumbie true. Mabella see plenty jumbie in her logic. Remember she 
tell us so? I believe in jumbie.’ 

Hannah sniggered. ‘Massa Laurens sleep in next room. If we see 
jumbie to-niglic we can run in to liim.’ 

‘You talk stupid.’ 
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‘Not stupid. I believe Massa like me.’ She patted her breasts. *I got 
good fat up here. I sure he come in and call me one night soon.’ 

‘You hke too much man. I not want no man all my Hfe. Semwa ask 
me plenty times to sleep wid him, but I tell him I not want no man, 
Banwak ask me, too, but I say no. I want keep same as I bom all my 
life. When baby come it make work more hard. Do work and mind 
baby not easy. I not want no baby.’ 

‘I like my man sometimes,’ said Hannah. ‘I sleep wid Hoobakka and 
Jemma four, five times. Hoobakka not so good, but Jemma do it nice. 
If we didn’t have to come here to Hve I woulda let Jemma sleep wid me 
plenty more nights. I hke Jemma.’ 

‘Go on sleeping wid men. When you get baby your own trouble. 
Take care baby and work not good for me. If you want dat you can go 
on.’ 

‘I hke baby. If baby come I glad. I not care if I have to work and look 
after baby, too.’ 

Katrina gave a sour smile. ‘Perhaps Massa Laurens give you baby.’ 

Hannah hugged herself ecstatically. ‘ So much better if it happen so. 
I prefer have white baby. You stupid, Katrina. If you taste man once 
you want more every night.’ 

‘Not me. Only way I have man is if Massa put me to breed, den I 
can’t say no, because I slave-girl. But me myself, I not want no man.* 

‘Not even if Massa Laurens himself want you?* 

‘Dat different. If Massa want me I must glad take him, because he’ll 
treat me good and not give me plenty work — and he big massa. All 
other slaves got to treat me wid respect if Massa make me his woman.’ 

‘He never take you, though. He take me when he ready. I know so. 
I see it in his face how he look at me.’ 

Katrina shrugged with indifference. 

At dinner that evening Laurens drank three glasses of wine instead of 
two as was customary. He told himself: I don’t suppose it will matter, 
though, for wine seldom gives me courage for anything. It simply 
makes me lethargic and sleepy. No, wine won’t do it. It’s I myself who 
must take matters in hand and be a man. 

Later, in his room, he sat by a window and smoked, listening to the 
whisperings and movements of the two girls in the next room. He was 
in darkness, but the girls had a lamp burning. He could sec the fight over 
the wall. There was lattice-work at the top of the wall that divided the 
two rooms. 
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I wonder what they’re talking about in whispers like that. I have an 
idea they must suspect what my intentions are. Hannah looked at me 
very significantly when she was handing me the wine at tabic. I tliink she 
has more fire in her than Katrina. Katrina seems quiet. But she’s fair-skin- 
ned, and her hair is really beautiful. She has good hips, too. They’re both 
very tempting. I can’t say I like one better than the other. I want both. 

He frowned out at the dark river. There was moonlight, but it was 
too pale to make much difference. The crescent was only two nights 
ofcl, and it was low in the west. He could see two reddish lights in the 
Commandeur’s residence. He knew them. They were the two decora- 
tive lanterns in the big drawing-room. There were red, green and blue 
glass sections in those lanterns. As a boy they had fascinated liim. Grand- 
father once held him up to look at them at close quarters. . . . 

I wonder whether I should call one of them in now and tell her I 
want her kO Jeep W'itli me to-night. Say Hannah. Hannah seems as 
though she might more ready to go to bed with me. And yet — well, 
she’s got such bold eyes; they discomfit me. She looks at me sometimes 
as if I were her equal. The whole thing is distinctly awkward. What am 
I going to say to h r? ' Sleep with me in here to-night. I want you to be 
my mistress.’ But that would be so crude. I couldn’t bring myself to 
say that. No, I wasn’t made that way. If only I could think of some deli- 
cate method of telling them. . . . 

The light in the next room went out. He shifted in the chair, staring 
at the lattice- work. It was too early for him to sleep .*110 had better do 
some reading. He must have the lamp ht. 

He was about to call: ‘Hannah!’ but arrested the breath, made a 
throaty soiuid and called instead: ‘Katrina!’ 

‘Yes, Massa!’ 

The comiecting door opened after a brief delay, and he heard Katrina 
enter. He did not turn his head. She came within range of his vision, and 
stood a few feet away, waiting. She said: ‘Yes, Massa?’ in a low voice. 
Was he mistaken, or was there a slightly expectant note in her voice? It 
must be his imagination. He could make her out dimly in the reflection 
of the pale moonlight .hat came in at the southern windows. She 
seemed to be wearing a different smock. Her sleeping-smock, of course. 
How stupid of liim! 

‘I want the lamp on the desk lit, please, Katrina.’ The ‘please* came 
out before he could stop himself ‘I’ve decided to do some reading be- 
fore turning i...’ He tried to speak casually, but ^ew that his voice 
sounded self-conscious. 
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When she had lit the lamp he saw that the smock she was wearing 
was threadbare. He could see her body through it in places. He took a 
swift breath and said: ‘Katrina, is everything — are you two girls com- 
fortable in the room there?’ 

‘Yes, Massa.’ 

‘You — ^you don’t need anything?’ 

‘No, Massa.’ 

‘I see.’ As she was moving offhe said: ‘How old are you? Are you the 
elder or — or the younger?’ 

‘Hannah younger, Massa. I twenty and Hannah nineteen years. Our 
old Massa van Peere tell us our age before Massa Blair buy us. We not 
know our age until Massa van Peere tell us.’ 

‘You were about tliirteen when Massa Blair purchased you, I tliink?’ 

‘Yes, Massa.’ 

His finger-tips were cold and liis mouth dryish. The desire to call her 
closer to him and to stretch out and fondle her breasts made a burning 
in his head. He nodded, however, and said: ‘That’s all, Katrina. You 
can go back to bed.’ 

Two weeks passed and he had still not found the courage to call one of 
them in to his room' at night. During the day he treated them aloofly, 
especially in the presence of the other slaves, but in the evening at din- 
ner he would relax and address a few personal remarks to them, asking 
after their comfort or how they were eating. Hannah would always give 
the rephes. Katrina retained a deferential silence, her gaze lowered. She 
seemed afraid to smile — unlike Hannah who not only smiled but often 
laughed, her eyes sparkhng at liim so that he would turn away his face 
and pretend not to be aware of any familiarity. Sometliing in him ob- 
jected to famiharity with his inferiors. One day he had been on the 
point of gripping Katrina’s arm as she went past but at the very last 
moment had desisted, the feehng rising up in liim that it would be un- 
dignified. No, he simply couldn’t do it. 

‘It’s my upbringing,’ he muttered to himself one morning. ‘I can’t 
help it.’ 

At times he felt a sense of elation at liis superiority, his being better 
than they. He felt glad that he had not broken the layer of reserve that 
still existed between him and them. Let them know that he was their 
master — Massa Laurens van Groenwegel. He would condescend to 
make them his mistresses at his leisure, at whatever time he chose. There 
was no hurry. He was no weak Ubertine who could not glance at an 

io8 



Laurens 

attractive female but must pounce on her and go to bed with her. No, 

he was strong. He could resist such temptations. 

Inevitably, however, it would come upon him that this was only a 
defensive make-believe attitude. Only a desperate attempt to excuse liis 
lack of courage — his bashfulness. His whole body was writhing with 
desire for them, but he couldn’t shake off his diffidence. Let him be 
honest. He was soft. He was not a man. He would be like Uncle Aert. 
It must be heredity. He would go tlnough life a bachelor, afraid to 
approach women; always bliisliing and avoiding their glances. He 
would take up insect-collecting. 

He pressed liis hands to his face, that day in liis room, and sobbed, 
though only dry sounds came from liim — no tears. He fought back the 
tears. 

The two girls, meanwliile, discussed him and speculated about how 
long he ''A'oi.lJ take to overcome liis shyness. Katrina was no longer in 
doubt now about Jiis intentions. She said one day to Hannah: T believe 
you talk right, Hannah. He bring us here to make us his women. He 
burning up for us, but he not yet able to make himself ask us. I know it 
for certain to-da^. H( look at me when I come in de dining-room, and 
his eyes get bright, and he call me when 1 go up to him. He raise his 
hand, then he tremble and look away and tell me to bring him a jug of 
water. He wanted to hold me but he too shy.’ She gave a slow smile, 
her manner thoughtful — a little tender, too. 

Hannah said: ‘ 1 like him. One day he will lose liis sliyness and ask one 
of us. I don’t beheve he ever had to do wid a girl before. He better ask 
me so I can teach him. If lie ask you it will be bad for liim,’ she giggled. 
‘You never sleep wid a man and he never sleep wid a girl. It will be 
trouble for you both. Mabella tell me so. She say when she sleep de first 
time wid a man he was no good because he never had any before her, 
so when I take my first man I take one who I know sleep wid plenty 
others before. Parkab de first man 1 sleep wid — and he do it good.’ 

Katrina smiled sourly. ‘You can think only about man. I not tliink 
about no man. I do my work. I not want no man.’ 

‘You’re a queer girl, ’^very girl like man. I beheve you only say dat 
to fool people. One day you must see a good strong man and want 
him.’ 

‘Sssh! Massa coming upstairs.’ 

They fell silent and went on with their work, Katrina cleaning the 
lamp and Hannah sweeping. They heard Laurens go into the west room; 
heard liim getting his riding kit from the cupboard. When he had gone 
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downstairs again, Katrina said quietly: ‘He’s a nice man. He should 
marry and get children. I would like to take care of his children.’ 

Hannah gave her a surprised look. ‘You would hke to take care of his 
children! De children he have wid his wife! But why?’ 

‘Because I like lym. If I Hke a person I Hke to do tilings for them!’ 

‘Just do things for dem and get nothing from dem?’ Hannah looked 
puzzled. ‘You is a really queer girl, Katrina. If I do anything for some- 
body I like to get something for it. My work is different. I must do dat 
because I slave, but if I do sometliing for somebody dat they not force 
me to do as a slave, den I must get sometliing in exchange. If I sleep wid 
a man and he treat me good I do anything for him, and if I have babies 
of my own I take care of dem good — but I not take care of no other 
woman’s babies.’ 

‘I not so,’ said Katrina. ‘1 Hke doing tilings for people if I like dem, 
and I don’t want notliiiig for doing it.’ 

‘And you hke Massa so much you can take care of liis cliildrcn if he 
have any when he marry?’ 

‘Yes.’ 


Ill 

Susannah and Karl spent the night with him prior to their embarking 
on the Baerland, They occupied the west room with Set, their sixtccn- 
months’-old son, and in the afternoon Susannah went for a walk with 
Laurens into the plantation so that they could be alone together to have 
a chat. One of the first things she asked him was: ‘How are you getting 
on with Hannah and Katrina?’ 

He turned away his face and answered: ‘Oh, very wcU. Splendidly.’ 

She gave him a keen look. ‘ Wliich did you have first?’ 

‘Katrina. I — the truth is I haven’t had either of them yet. Later on. 
There’s no hurry, is there?’ 

She smiled and squeezed his arm affectionately. ‘Poor fellow. Never 
mind. You’ll pick up courage soon. Why not get thorouglily drunk one 
night after dinner? Wouldn’t that help?’ 

‘The last time you were here you warned me against wine,’ he 
laughed. ‘No. Wine only gets me befuddled. It never helps to give me 
courage for anything. And I tliink I’d lose some of my self-respect if I 
had to resort to such a method of going about things. If I can’t bring 
mj^self to approach them when I’m sober, then I’m not a man.’ 

X our morals are v^ry high. I like you for it. You wouldn’t be you if 
you didn’t feel that way.* 
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The young canes loomed on either side of them as they moved along 
the dam. The shm, long leaves rustled softly in the breeze, making 
sliifty shadows on the ground. The sunshine was mild, for the sun was 
low in the west. Now and then an insect would make a sharp chit-chit! 
among the canes, and the sound, if anything, would heighten the deep 
peace in the scene around them. 

‘You’ll probably have a visit from Father some time next week. 
Commandeur Rol has invited him to spend a few days at the Resi- 
dence. There’s going to be some banquet, I understand, in honour of 
that fellow van Berkel, the factor of the Bcrbice colony.’ 

‘Yes, I’m asked, too. Adrian van Berkel is due here next week. It’s a 
big occasion. Rol was telling me about it two or three weeks ago. He 
came over to sec me shortly before that surprise visit of yours a fort- 
night ago. It will be van Bcrkel’s first visit to Essequibo. You’ve heard 
of the di'.piiLw.. he and Rol have been having over poacliing on each 
other's territory?’ 

‘I did hear something, but I wasn’t interested.’ 

‘ It appears that van Berkel has been persistently doing trade with the 
Indians on the r em irara River, and, of course, Rol feels that the 
Demerara is his Uiritory and that van Berkel has no right there. Any- 
way, the upshot of the matter is that van Berkel has decided to come 
and discuss the matter in a friendly spirit so that they can fix a definite 
boundary between the two colonics.’ 

She laughed. ‘I told you I wasn’t interested and snH you explained. 
Thanks, all the same. To go back to Father — when he comes down here 
he may make a fuss if he finds that you’ve installed these two girls in the 
north-eastern room. I think it would be advisable to have them live in 
the logics during the few days he’s down in these parts.’ 

‘You’re right — and yet. . . . Personally, I’d prefer to have it out with 
liim and be done. Let him know right away that I intend to keep them 
here in the house as my mistresses. I don’t like the idea of conceahng it 
from liim and being always in a state of suspense wondering when he’ll 
discover what’s going on.’ 

‘If you feel so, face it out,’ she smiled. ‘You have courage, Laurens, 
dear. You’ll get over your diffidence in time. Don’t be depressed.’ 

This is what I Hkc Susannah for, he told himself. Sometimes I tell 
myself it’s a pity she’s my sister. She would have been the perfect wife 
for me. 

He told her: ‘I never feel diffident when I’m with you. You’re the 
one person I can be at ease with.’ 
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The following day at a window in the north-eastern room, he watched 
the sliip moving down the river, and as it vanished, at last, round the 
bend, only the tip of the mast showing above the bush, he had to bite 
his lip hard. Moisture had gathered in his eyes. 

He was on the point of moving back into his own room when the 
door opened and Katrina came in. She hesitated in the doorway, her 
face surprised and shy, but he told her: ‘You can come in, Katrina. I was 
only looking at the ship Missy Susannah has gone away in.’ 

The very next instant he regretted saying this. He remembered what 
Susannah had told liim that morning two weeks ago. ‘You let people 
see too much that you’re conscious of their doing you a favour. Even 
with the slaves you’re inclined to be like this.’ Tliis is an example of 
what she meant, he told liinisclf, as be went into his own room. Why 
did I have to make an explanation to her for my presence in the room? 
I’m her master, am I not? I have a right to go into any room in this 
house at any time. 

He clenched his hands. Anger began to spiral up inside him. He had a 
good mind to go back inside there and tell Katrina that he was master 
here. ‘Look here, I’m your master, do you understand? I’ll come into 
this room whenever I want to.’ But that would be foohsh — undignified. 
All the same, he ought to do something about his self-respect. . . . 

He moved toward the connecting door, hesitated, then went into the 
next room again. 

Katrina tumed^with a soft exclamation. 

He felt the blood coming to his face. He said quickly: ‘Katrina, I’d 
hke — please come in and sweep my room.’ 

‘Sweep de room, Massa? Massa, Hannah sweep it already.’ 

‘I want it swept again. I don’t consider it — I’m not satisfied that it 
was properly swept out.’ He tried to make his voice as stiff and com- 
manding as he could, but kept his gaze out of the window as he spoke. 

Katrina said: T will do it again for you, then, Massa,’ and turned to 
leave the room. 

‘Wait,’ he said. His head wanted to tremble. He felt an inclination to 
swallow. 

She paused. 

‘There’s something I have to say to you.’ 

‘Yes, Massa?’ 

He felt his finger-tips getting cold. He gulped and said: ‘I want you 
to come to my room. this evening — to-night — after dinner. As soon as 
I have come upstairs after dinner.’ 
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‘To your room, Massa?* 

‘Yes — after dinner.’ He strode out and left her, trying not to show 
any haste. There was a hollowness within him, and the top of his head 
felt numb. In his room he halted and clasped his hands together. 

Well, I did it. That’s the first big step I’ve got over. 

Nevertheless, he felt an uneasy triumph. He felt shame and excite- 
ment and anticipation. A bewildering medley. 

^ Later, when he was riding through the fields, he nearly slipped off the 
mule from the vivid fantasies that hurried through liis imagination. But 
as he righted himself he muttered: ‘1 feci more hkc a man now. And I’ll 
prove to-night that I’m a man.’ 

At the house, meanwhile, Hannah was staring at Katrina. T not beheve 
it,’ she said. This was the fourth time she had said this. ‘How he can ask 
you? You nc ver look at him, and I always smiling at him and giving 
liim my eye. I not believe it. You sure he say you must go to his room 
after dinner? Take care he have something for you to do for him and 
you mistaking what he mean?’ 

‘No, I not mis* ,k:c him. He say: “I want you to come to my room 
dis evening — to-uight — after dinner. As soon as I have come upstairs 
after dinner.” Dose de very words he say to me. What else he could 
want me in his room for after dinner?’ 

‘He’s a funny man. You never give him de eye, and he still call you, 
and I give liim de eye so much and he won’t call me.^ 

‘All men don’t like girls who give dem de eye and smile at dem. 
Some men like quiet girls who don’t try to go after dem.’ 

Hannah fell silent and looked subdued. 

They were seated on tlic big bed in their room. Katrina was regard- 
ing her face in a jagged piece of mirror rescued years ago from the 
ruins of the Bakkers’ house. She touched her hair, turning her head tliis 
way and that. 

‘And you never sleep wid a man before,’ said Hannah. Tf it was me 
he call I would have teach him to do it. He would have like me, be- 
cause I would have kno^» how to make it sweet for him.’ There was 
disappointment in her voice — and a httle anger. ‘All right, if he want 
you, let him have you. When he learn how you not want men and 
can’t do it good he will quickly put you aside — and den if he call me in 
I tell liim I feel sick bad and can’t sleep wid liim.’ 

‘You! You never tell liim dat. You will go in quick if he call you any 
time. But perhaps he will never call you,’ said Katrina, ‘Your skin 
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dark. Mine fair like his. Perhaps that is why he call me in and not 
you.’ 

Hannah said nothing, but a troubled look came to her face. 

‘My hair long and smooth and glossy Hke liis hair,’ said Katrina. 
‘Your hair curl up and short and black. It must be dat’s why he not 
want to call you in.’ 

‘But I slave same as you. And our father same father. And my body 
same good as yours.’ Hannah’s eyes gleamed. ‘I not care. Plenty other 
man here. I can take other man if he not want me.’ 

Katrina grunted. ‘Perhaps dat’s why he not want you, too. I hear 
white massa hke girls better when they not sleep wid no other man. He 
must be hear you sleep wid plenty other men before.* 

‘But dat stupid. Girl who never sleep wid man before not as nice as 
girl who sleep wid plenty man.’ 

‘White massa think different.’ 


IV 

That evening only Katrina attended liim at dinner. Hannah remained 
upstairs in a sulk. Katrina took pains to dress her hair carefully, and she 
wore a clean smock. There was no difference, however, in her manner 
toward him. She was still deferential and serious-faced, still shy and 
careful in her speech. 

He did not sa]^ very much at dinner. He seemed tense and anxious, 
ind Katrina told herself that it must be the shyness in liim. Once he 
said: ‘I like your hair done that way, Katrina,’ but kept his gaze on the 
sideboard when he spoke. She rephed: ‘Yes, Massa,’ in a murmur. 

She could sense that he was puzzled about Hannah’s absence. He kept 
glancing expectantly toward the stairway. At length he asked: ‘What 
has happened to Hannah tliis evening? Why hasn’t she come down to 
serve at table?’ 

‘ She not well, Massa. So she say.’ 

‘What’s the matter with her?’ 

Katrina began to fumble with the front of her smock. ‘I don’t know, 
Massa.’ 

He divined that it was an untruth. Hannah was well. She had re- 
mained upstairs for some other reason. He thought: I wonder whether 
she has fallen into a sulk. Can it be that Katrina has told her I’ve asked 
her to come to my room and she’s jealous? But she’s a slave. What right 
has she to neglect her duties because of a mere huff? If I was certain it 
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was that I’d command Katrina to go upstairs this instant and call her 
down. The impudence! Hannah is forgetting herself. 

He could not bring himself, however, to pursue the matter any fur- 
ther. He was too nervous with anticipation. He tried to assure himself 
the circumstance was too trivial to be bothered about. 

Seated in liis room, after dinner, he glanced up at the lattice-work 
and saw that there was light in the next room. Hannah was probably 
lying in bed or sitting by the window sulking. Sulking while Katrina 
w^s downstairs clearing the table. 

He heard movement, and on impulse called: ‘Hannah!’ 

‘Yes, Massa?’ 

He heard the thump of her bare feet on the floor. She came in and 
stood before him. She was in her day-time smock. 

‘Why weren’t you downstairs to help Katrina serve at table?* 

‘Massa, I iicc Teel well.’ 

In the reflection ( i the hght from the next room he began to make 
out the details of her features. He could see the surly pout of her mouth. 

‘What is the matter with you?’ 

She made no rc' ly. 

‘I’m speaking to you. Answer me.’ 

‘Massa, 1 not feel well.’ 

‘I have heard you. Is it fever? It’s your duty to inform me if you’re 
not well, so that I may have the surgeon come over and examine you. 
Tell me what is the matter.’ 

His tone seemed to surprise her. She shifted her feet about and said: 
‘Massa, nothing matter wid me. 1 well.’ 

‘Then why didn’t you come downstairs to attend me at table?’ He 
rose. 

She was silent. 

‘Speak up.’ 

‘Massa, 1 didn’t feel like coming down.’ 

‘You didn’t feel like coming down!’ His self-confidence came back 
in a rush. She might have been one of the field slaves he was taking to 
task for negligence. If hv had had liis whip he would have raised it 
preparatory to lashing her. ‘And since when has it come into your head 
that you can act as you feel? Arc you your own mistress?’ 

She kept her head bent. 

‘If this happens again I’ll flog you.’ 

She said notiiing. 

‘Go back to your room — and please know your place in future.’ 
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He felt a burning of resentment as he watched her return into her 
room. Pride made a hard lump inside him. He experienced a sense of 
aloofness and superiority, and it increased his resentment against her. 

He stood glaring at the dark wall. He would make her know her 
place. She was nb companion of his, by God! He was a van Groen- 
wegel. His grandfather had been Commandeur of the colony. He was 
a friend of the present Commandeur. 

It was this mood that influenced events that night. A few minutes 
later, when Katrina came in — she had put on her bedtime smock — he 
told her curtly: ‘Light the lamp.* And after she had done so he snapped: 
‘That is all. Get back to your room. There’s notliing more I need.’ 

She hesitated an instant, then, without a word, went out, her bare 
slave’s feet thumping softly on the floor. 

He sat for a long time glaring round the room. I’ll not have a slave 
forget herself with me. Something in me objects. I’ll have to master tliis 
infatuation of mine. A slave must be a slave — male or female. They 
must be taught to remain inferior. I soon won’t be respected by any of 
them if I made free with these two. To-morrow I’m going to order 
them to get out of the house and take a logic. That’s their place. The 
whole project was wrong: a stupid, absurd blunder of mine. I should 
never have brought them into the house. 

The following morning this mood had passed. He told himself: I ought 
to have controlled myself and not acted so hastily. In a way, I was justi- 
fied in not having had anything to do with Katrina when she came in. 
It would have been humiliating for me to have been intimate with her 
after Hannah’s show of insubordination. But 1 lashed myself into too 
great a fury. I made myself look ridiculous. No doubt, Katrina must 
have thought it was shyness again that stopped me from having her in 
bed with me. She must have thought that at the last moment I failed in 
courage. 

He felt stronger, though, for what had happened the previous night. 
He felt that he had acted like a man. The thought of them in the next 
room did not bother him so much tliis morning. He assured himself 
that the next time it would be easier to tell Katrina. He would find it 
less awkward to order her to come in to him. 

That day there was a high wind, with fierce slanting rain. It broke 
out at about mid-moming when he was aback in the fields. At the 
house the two girls stood at the windows of the west room looking out 
for him. 
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Hannah said: ‘De tracks muddy when rain fall like dis. I hope de 
mule won’t slip and make him fall.’ 

Katrina nodded, her face anxious and thoughtful. ‘ He will come back 
safe. He can ride good.’ 

‘If he fall down and get killed, Massa Willem will send for us. I not 
like Massa Willem. I hear he not treat slaves good.’ 

Katrina made no comment. Suddenly she said: ‘I going down to de 
kkchen.’ 

‘What for?’ 

Katrina made no reply. She left the room. Hannah followed her 
down, asking: ‘What you going down to do, Katrina?’ 

Katrina gave a sour smile and replied: ‘Dat not to do wid you.’ 

In the kitchen they found Janwak and Bcffy busy preparing the mid- 
day meal fo»* their master. Two pots were bubbling on the fireplace. 

Katrina set about to light another fire, and Janwak asked her: ‘What 
you want in here, Katrina?’ Janwak was Beffy s man. He was tall and 
thin. 

‘Dat not to do wU vou,’ said Katrina. 

Hannah laugh i ‘ What get into your head so sudden, Katrina? 
What you want to cook now? You not cook.’ 

Without a word, Katrina filled a kettle witli water. She put it over 
the new fire she had lit, and then seated herself on a w^ooden mortar. A 
wooden mortar in w^liich boiled plantains wxtc pounded. Janwak and 
Beffy began to make jokes about her, but Katrina ign(?red them. 

Hannah sniggered: ‘Katrina must be w'orking obcah. She going to 
boil herbs and chicken-beak.’ 

Katrina kept a glum silence. After a wBile she got up and went to the 
door. She opened it a few inches to peep out at the rushing wind and 
rain and the bending trees. Water gurgled in swift, pocked rivulets all 
over the compound and in the clearing beyond the compound. The 
track that led to the fields w^as a roaring stream. The ditches had over- 
flowed. 

‘It’s Massa she looking out for,' laughed Hannah. ‘Katrina, you get- 
ting your head turn over Massa? Because he ask you to go to his room 
last night to hght de lamp? Massa not want you. You making yourself 
fool.’ She turned to Janwak and Beffy. ‘Yesterday Katrina come and 
tell me Massa want her to go to his room after dinner, and she think he 
call her to sleep wid him. When she go in to him last night Massa tell 
her to light de lamp and go back to her room.’ She gave a shriek of 
laughter, her body shaking so lusciously that Jan wak’s eyes gleamed. 
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Katrina ignored her, still watching the track anxiously. 

BefFy called: ‘Katrina, your water boiling!’ 

‘Let it boil!’ Katrina called back. 

Laurens, on mulc-back, appeared on the track, the water swirHng 
about the mule’i hoofs and seeming as though it would sweep the 
animal away. So thought Katrina, her hand clutcliing the front of her 
smock. But the mule came through safely and approached the house 
across the clearing. 

When Laurens was dismounting at the foot of the kitchen stairs, and 
two slaves, who had run up, were taking charge of the mule, Katrina 
opened the kitchen door wide in spite of the rain that came in. She went 
out on the landing as her master came up the four steps, and Laurens 
looked at her in surprise and exclaimed: ‘Katrina! What arc you coming 
out in the rain for? Where are you going to?’ 

‘Massa, I have some water boiling for you. You must come quick in 
de bath-room and let me soak your feet in hot water, or you take cold.’ 

‘Take cold? No, no. I don’t take cold easily,’ he smiled, asking him- 
self in wonder: What can have happened to her? Why tliis solicitude on 
my behalf? He said quickly: ‘What I can do with is a good hot cup of 
coffee, Katrina. Prepare it and bring it up for me.’ 

‘Yes, Massa. I do dat now.’ 

‘You can take off my boots. They’re full of water.’ 

She obeyed, and he hurried upstairs, leaving a trail of water on the 
floor and on the^tairs. 

A little later Katrina brought him the coffee. She found him in dry 
clothes, seated in the most comfortable chair, near the desk. He gave her 
a curious look and smiled: ‘Katrina, what made you think of boihng 
water for me?’ 

Her gaze lowered, she rephed: ‘I know you was out in dc rain, Massa, 
so I boil water for you to put your feet in so you not take cold.’ 

‘That was very good of you. Very thoughtful.’ He took the coffee 
from her and placed the mug and cup on the desk. As she began to 
move toward the door he said: ‘I wisli I could get every one of the 
others to be so considerate of my welfare. Katrina!’ 

‘Yes, Massa?’ She paused and turned round. The rain had wet the 
front of her smock, and he could see the tips of her breasts shaped clear 
and prominent under the calico. He rose and said: ‘I wish I could — I 
wish I knew how to express what I mean.’ He stopped speaking, very 
rcd-faced. He cast furtive glances about the room, frowning in liis 
discomfiture. 
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She hesitated, then turned ofF and began to move again toward the 
door. He took three quick steps after her and gripped her arms, stand- 
ing behind her, liis body in a tremor. He felt her stiffen. She turned her 
head a trifle. 

‘Can you — will you — I want you to come in here to-night after 
dinner.* 

She said nothing. 

Will you come?’ 

‘Yes, Massa.’ She was brcatliing quickly. 

The scent of the coffee came across to them from the desk. Outside, 
the wind howled and the rain swished fiercely against the window- 
panes. He could see notliing of Kyk-over-al. Only a wliite pall of thick 
rain. 

‘As soon ns dinner is over,’ he said, brcatliing quickly liimself. He 
could smell her hair — the dryislmess of it. He relaxed liis grip on her 
arms. ‘Go now,* he said. But when she moved off he reached out and 
gripped her again. Tliis time he turned her so that she faced him. 

She kept her he'^d bent, and when he tried to fondle her breasts she 
drew her arms ac i :)-s and murmured: ‘No, Massa,’ pulling away slightly 
from liim. He persisted, trembling, and slipped liis hand down inside 
her smock. She did not resist any longer. He saw her throat move as 
though she had swallowed. Her eyes were bright. 

‘You must stay with me — now.’ He left her and huiricdly locked the 
doors: the one that opened into the corridor and the oRc that connected 
with the next room. 

When they were in the big bed they could smell the coffee fumes 
coming across from the desk: Adriansen’s old desk on wliich Willem 
and Aert had climbed that night long ago, the muskets shaking in their 
grasp. 

The wind and the rain made a savage noise outside. 

In the next room Hannah was listening to them. She had come up- 
stairs to sec why Katrina had not returned downstairs. She had tried the 
door and found it locked Now she stood still and hstened to them: the 
sounds they made that were audible above the noise of the weather: 
murmurings and the lisp of the bedclothes, a creak of the bed. She 
could not beUeve it was happening. In the morning now. The two of 
them in there. And Katrina who had always said she didn’t want any 
man. The lying bitch! 

I give him so much eye. I smile at liim — and she not even want to 
look at him. She always wid her face serious. How dis happen so? . . . 

1 19 



children of Kaywana 

But I not care. Let him have her. I can get other man. Plenty man here 
I can have if I want. 

She smelt the coffee. She glanced up at the lattice-work. Curiosity 
burned within her^as though it were a candle-flame just come ahght. 
She pulled up a chair and climbed on to it, then climbed up on to the 
top of the cupboard and looked through the lattice-work. 

Look at them on the bed. Like two white people. Both their bodies 
were white. . . . My body dark. But I not care. I can get other man. 
Janwak want me. I can take him on the sly when Bcffy gone for fire- 
wood. . . . 

She climbed down. The chair slipped when she put her foot on it. 
She clutched at the cupboard. It broke her fall, but she hurt her elbow. 

In the next room they seemed not even to have heard the noise made 
by her falling. She heard the whine of their breath in rapture. Or was it 
the wind? She hated them both. Hated them. 

She began to sob. She beat her head on the floor. She looked at the 
windows. Rain blurred the glass, and the wind outside sounded male 
and evil. 


V 

Many mornings on awakening Tve told myself that the night before 
did not happen, that only the day is real. Night has always appeared to 
me a fantasy state: the darkness, and the stars and moonlight and the 
insects cheeping. But day, with its wliitc sunshine and the landscape 
green and brown and people actively engaged in this or that task — the 
day is very real. This evening it appears the opposite. This evening 
seems more real than to-day. I can’t believe that to-day happened. That 
rain and wind, and she and I in here and the coffee on the desk. When- 
ever I smell coffee in future I shall remember to-day. The darkness now 
and the stars in the sky and the river look as though they can be be- 
lieved in, but to-day seemed to have passed in a haze. She said she likes 
me — hked me since the day when I wanted to hold her arm in the 
dining-room, but, instead, asked her to get me a Jug of water. I would 
never have guessed that. A strange girl. . . . And Hannah. Hannah is 
jealous. She gave me some sulky looks at dinner, and she didn’t smile as 
she generally does. But it doesn’t matter. It’s Katrina I want. 

He slapped Iiis check. Yes, tliis is real. In a few minutes she will be 
coming to sleep with me. By God, I feel good. I can sing. I can dance 
and sing. 
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He heard footsteps. She was coming upstairs. He saw light glow up 
at the lattice-work. 

Later, when she had conic in, he asked her in a whisper: ‘What did 
Hannah have to say? Did she seem angry?* 

‘ She angry and surprised. She say I deceive her, because I behave as if 
I not want man. She disappointed you not ask her instead of me.’ 

‘I thought so. I could tell from the way she looked at me when I was 
dimng.* 

To-day in bed they had talked very httle. To-night they talked a lot. 
She asked liim: ‘Why you choose me and not her? Because my skin fair 
and hers dark?’ He replied: ‘No. I never thought of that. In fact, I like 

colour. To me she is ’ He broke off, thinking: I’d better not tell her 

that. I was going to say: ‘To me she is just as attractive as you. I am 
enamoured both,’ but slic might feel jealous. I can’t risk that. 

She insisted, however. She asked: ‘ What you want to say? Tell me. 
You like me better than her, that’s why you choose me?’ 

He decided to be frank. ‘No, 1 like you both the same. You both 
excite me. 1 don’t war-t to liurt your feelings, Katrina, but I must be 
honest. I’m not in love with you— neither of you. I only want your 
bodies. From the moment I saw you some years ago, when the Blairs 
bought you, I wanted you. I like coloured women. The Indians attract 
me the same. I’m not fond of white girls, though I suppose I will have 
to marry one some day in order to carry on the family name.’ 

‘You not hurt my feelings,’ she said. T don’t care if ^ou not love me. 
I like you plenty, and 1 do anything for you. I will take care of your 
children for you when you marry. Let me do tliat for you and I glad, 
I want nothing more.’ 

‘You wouldn’t be jealous?’ 

‘No. So long as I can stay here and be slave for you I not care. You 
can have Hannali to-morrow niglr, if you want. Even to-night. I not 
mind.’ 

‘That doesn’t seem natural to me. Look at Hannah. She is jealous be- 
cause I’ve selected you fir‘^t. She’s sulking. I can understand that. It’s 
human.’ 

‘Dat is how I am,’ she said. ‘I not care about people loving me. If I 
like a person I do tilings for dem. 1 give dem all 1 can give dem, but I 
not want notliing from dem.’ 

‘You must be a rare kind of person, Katrina.’ 

Her attitude, he discovered a few days later, was genuine. 

Hannah, instead of keeping up her sulks, began to do what she could 
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to attract him. She smiled at him often, and one morning when he re- 
turned from his inspection round the plantation he found a bouquet of 
flowers in a vase on the cupboard in his room, and Hannah told liim at 
lunch: ‘Massa, I pick some flowers for you. I put dem in your room.’ 

‘Was it you who put those flowers on the cupboard? Thank you, 
Haiinali. It was very good of you.’ 

At table, she hastened to forestall Katrina in serving liim, and Katrina 
seemed indifferent to competition. Katrina behaved exactly as she had 
done before she had begun to sleep with him. She had the same quiet, 
respectful manner and spoke in the same tone of voice. She never 
attempted to be familiar in any way. 

On the fifth day after the rain he was coming down the stairs and 
Hannali was going up, and in passing each other Hannah purposely 
brushed close against liim. It excited him — as she had intended — and he 
stopped and held her arm. She gave him her bold look, and when he 
smiled and awkwardly began to fondle her she did not draw away or 
try to shield her breasts as Katrina had done the day of the rain. She 
came closer and rubbed her hand along his neck. He uttered a soft gasp 
and told her to come into his room with liim. 

Later that day, when Hannah told Katrina what had happened and 
that he had asked her to come to him that night, Katrina was only 
mildly surprised. ‘I glad he ask you. Go in and make him happy.’ 

Hannah frowned. She had a cheated look. ‘But you not angry?’ 

Katrina smilet sourly. ‘What I must angry for? I like him. I not tell 
you dat before? When he want me again I go to him. If he want you 
always he can take you. I not mind.’ 

‘But you queer girl! You queer too bad, Katrina.’ 

For the rest of that afternoon Hannah could no notlung but exclaim 
and say how queer Katrina was. 

That night she made herself so pleasing to liim that Laurens told lier: 
‘I don’t think I could do without you after this, flannah. You’re so 
alive — and warm. I shcald have known it, though. From the way you 
used to smile at me. And you didn’t give as much trouble as Katrina. 
It’s almost as though you’ve been with a man before. Do you swear 
you’ve never had another man before me?’ 

‘I swear it.’ She looked at him straight in the eyes. 

Throughout the next day he kept living over what had happened the 
night before between liimself and Hannah. His nights with Katrina 
seemed dull and pale by contrast. 
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In the afternoon his father arrived. Except for one or two strands of 
grey in his beard, Willem looked hardly any older. His eyes darted 
about with the same fire as they had done when he was forty-eight. His 
brows lowered abruptly in the same moody way. and his checks seemed 
ready to puff out in a snort at the slightest provocation. He had gained 
around the waist, but tliis only added to liis stocky solidity — not to his 
age. 

As they moved toward the house he kept looking critically about as 
though on the alert to pounce upon some defect: some instance of 
neglect. 

‘I have the whole clearing weeded at least once a fortnight,’ Laurens 
told him. ‘Weeds grow so quickly.’ 

Willem grunted. ‘I suppose they do.’ He jerked his thumb toward 
the bush in rl'c north-east. ‘I’m tliinking of getting that tangle of stuff 
cut down. Your grandmother’s grave is somewhere under that mass of 
vines and creepers. I don’t believe in messy sentiment, but I think it’s 
only proper that Mother’s grave should be preserved. It’s been shame- 
fully neglected.’ 

‘Is there any cross or slab that marks the place?’ 

‘There’s a stone slab. Must be mossy and half-buried by now, but it 
can be found if we cut away the bushes.* 

‘I’ll see about it as soon as I can.’ 

‘No frantic hurry,’ his father frowned. ‘The field work must come 
first.’ When they were passing through the dining-ro(5m on their way 
upstairs he gave Katrina a stare but did not show any recognition. Half- 
way up the stairs he asked: ‘Who is that fair-skinned female? I don’t 
remember seeing her the last time I was here?’ 

‘She’s Katrina.’ 

‘Katrina? Who’s Katrina?’ 

‘One of the two girls who used ro be with tlie Blairs. The Bakkers 
bought them over when the Blairs sold out after the raid. Susannah hap- 
pened to acquire them before she sailed, and she passed them over to me.’ 
He spoke without stammerhig, his tone confident and liis eyes steady. 

Willem frowned, as though still not aware of whom he was talking 
about. ‘What two girls? What two girls do you mean?’ He started. 
‘You’re not referring to those bastards of your Uncle August?’ 

‘Yes, I mean those. Katrina and Hannah. They’re here now. They’re 
my personal slaves.’ 

‘Indeed!’ They had entered the soutli-eastern room. ‘Your personal 
slaves! And why did you have to pick on dicm in particular?’ 
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‘iVe just told you, Father, that Susannah gave them to me. She 
made me a present of them.’ 

Willem’s frown deepened. What was the matter with the boy? 
There was hostiHty in his manner. He looked defiant. Guilty. Very odd. 

‘I gather that perfectly well. But what I mean is, why did she have to 
pick on these two girls in particular? I quite appreciate that you might 
have a preference for mulatto slaves in the house, but why did Susan- 
nah not choose another pair? Why these two?’ 

‘Father, I may as well tell you. They’re my mistresses. They live 
with me in the house here — in the next room. I happened to have 
taken a fancy to them since I first saw them some years ago.’ 

Willem spluttered. ‘Your mistresses! Oh, indeed! Your inistresses!’ 
There was an instant of silence, then Willem broke into a low guffaw. 
‘So you’ve begun to meddle with women, eh? Oh, so that’s it! Mis- 
tresses. And two of them. Not even one but two.’ He seemed too dis- 
mayed and amused to be annoyed. Abruptly, however, he frowned 
again.* If you want to get married, why don’t you go about ic in the right 
way? It’s true the colony is badly lacking in women since those ruined 
famihes left for Suriname after the raid, but Blankenburg’s two 
daughters are pretty marriageable. Rosa and Frieda. Seventeen and 
sixteen. The other one is only eleven. And there’s the de Graaf girl, 
though she’s no beauty. Don’t you want to get married? You’re twenty- 
one. I see no rcaso;i why you shouldn’t.’ 

I.aurens thoifght: I can sec this is going to be most awkward if he 
persists in talking about marriage. He didn’t get married until he’d seen 
a great deal of the world. Why docs he expect me to be content to 
settle down here and get married before I’ve travelled a bit? 

‘I’m thinking about it,’ he said aloud. ‘Some time, soon. By the way, 
do you think I should cross over before the Berbice Factor arrives, or 
should I wait until the ceremony is over?’ 

Willem guffawed again. ‘A crude manner of changing the subject, 
boy. No, you must bci over during the morning to be present at the 
ceremony of welcome. Look here, see and don’t let these two girls for- 
get themselves. Keep them in their places. I don’t object to you having 
your fling. It will do you good. But let them know that you’re master 
here. No familiarity.’ He chuckled. ‘At least, not outside of bed.’ 

‘I keep them in their place, no fear.’ 

Willem must have referred to the subject at least half a dozen times 
during the hour he spent in the house before embarking again to crpss 
over to the Commandeur’s residence. He laughed and said: ‘It’ll do me 
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good to watch your mother’s face when I tell her of this. By the way, 
docs Rol know about it?’ 

‘Yes, he was here two days ago on his way to the creek. He wanted 
me to join liim. He was hunting tahbn. He admired Hannah a lot and 
asked me if I didn’t want to sell her, so I had to explain the position.’ 

Willem shook. ‘Oh, well! No harm in it. And I’ll admit, the one I 
saw down there was not bad to look at. You have taste, boy. Like your 
father, by St. Peter! I had some pretty succulent lumps myself when I 
was your age. Used to attract them like mice to cheese.’ 

Laurens was relieved when he left. . . . I’m never comfortable when 
he’s in tliis place. Anyway, it’s good to know he didn’t make a fuss 
about the girls. Susannali was right. You simply can’t predict how he’ll 
react to any given set of circumstances. 

Dusk w^as gathering outside. Tlic insects were beginning to churr, 
and the air tingled with the chill of evening. From over the water came 
the grating of anchor-chains. A ship had arrived, a small trading vessel. 
He watched it and recalled what he had thought earlier that afternoon. 

. . . Do I want to tnavcL No, I don’t think so. What I really want to do 
is to marry and settle down. I like tins place: the river and the island 
and the peacefulness of everything, especially when dusk sets in. At 
heart, I am nor an adventurer. F used to think so when I w-as younger, 
but now I know myself better. I like being at home. I’d like to have 
cliildrcn and watch them grow up and talk and laugh and know they’re 
mine. 

That night in bed, Hannah made him recall this thought. She said: 
‘I would like to have a baby by you. IVrhaps two, three. I always hke 
having babies. I tell Katrina so plenty times, but she say she not hke 
have baby, because baby bring too much w^ork. But I must have some. 
I take care of dem g< od when I get deni.’ 

He said: ‘Yes, 1 should like to have children, too — but I don’t want 
slave cliildren.’ 

‘You can keep dem in de house and treat dem good, Massa.’ 

‘Don’t address me as M wsa. I’ve told you not to. When you’re in 
bed with me you must forget you’re a slave. You’re bad at adjusting 
yourself to a situation, Hannah. Katrina is much better in that respect.’ 

‘You want me to leave, den, and go and call her to come in to you?’ 

He laughed and told her not to be foolish. On and oft, afterwards, he 
kept thinking about cliildrcn. It would be awkward if these girls began 
to have children. He couldn't imagine cliildrcn of his as slaves. Two 
daughters of liis walking around the house in smocks and addressing 
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him as Massa. That would be unnatural. He wouldn’t be able to stand 
it. His own flesh and blood on the status of a menial? 

He was still tliinking about it when he stood at the landing-place with 
his father and Commandcur Hendrik Rol the following morning at 
Kyk-ovcr-al. He was so silent and pensive that once Rol glanced at him 
and laughed. ‘Laurens, boy, you don’t look happy — but I shouldn’t be 
surprised, should I?’ He winked significantly, glanced at Willem and 
said: ‘Sir, your son has courage. When I was his age I could only tackle 
them one at a time.’ 

Willem quivered. ‘His father, Rol! Blood will out! I’ve known to 
sleep with three at one dmc. Oh, yes — in Alexandria. No less than 
three: two Arabs and a Nubian.’ Willem went into details, and Hen- 
drik Rol hstened eagerly and made the air vibrate with his laughter. 

Rol was a man of about tliirty-four, bearded like Willem, and ex- 
tremely jovial. He had no affectations because of his position, and, at 
all times, addressed Willem with the respect due to his senior in years 
and in planting and trading experience. Once he had said to Laurens: 
‘What have I got to be puffed up about, l.aureiis! It’s just a title 1 have 
— nothing else. You private planters are far above me in actual wealth. 
My salary is tliirty guilders^ a month, with rations — and look what I’ve 
got to do to earn it. I’m Governor, I’m Captain of the troops, I’m 
store-keeper and I’m Indian trader. Every few weeks I’m off into the 
interior on some expedition. Wlien I’m back there’s no peace for me. 
Always some (fisputc to settle or some matter to write the Directors 
about. I can’t see that I have anything to get swelled up over in this 
title of mine.’ 

The tent-boat with Factor van Bcrkcl and his party was in sight 
down-river, and while they waited Hendrik Rol talked trade and 
planting with Willem, Laurens hstening but seldom saying anything. 

In another group, near by, the Secretary and two or three Govern- 
ment officials and traders also waited and chatted. Near the entrance of 
the fort a double line of soldiers stood at case with muskets, for Rol had 
decided to do tilings in style and provide a guard of honour for the 
visitor. He liimsclf was in full-dress uniform, and as he talked he kept 
patting his sheathed sword which made a cHnk-chnk against his leg, the 
scabbard ghttering in the bright sunshine. 

When the party came ashore and the muskets thundered out in 
salute, Laurens felt a^sliivcr of memory tingle through him. The sound 
took him back five or six years to that day of the raid. He remembered 
^ $12, at the rate of exchange then in existence (in sterling, about 50s.). 
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the aniseed smeU of the felled Carib. . . . I'm too imaginative, he told 
himself. 

It was a whole-day function. Van Berkel wanted to retire with Rol 
to discuss business, but Rol insisted that they must forget everything of 
a serious nature for the next two or three days, and so they sat down in 
the big drawing-room in the Commandeur’s residence vathin the fort 
and indulged in conversation and gin and wine. Willem had provided 
a lai^c jar of wine. He and another planter, Mynheer de Graaf, were the 
only two who had supplied wine and provisions. But de Graaf went a 
step further than Willem. He liad not been able to be present at the 
function, but in the late afternoon a messenger arrived inviting the 
whole party to tlie dc Graaf Plantation house for a banquet — a banquet 
arranged for the following day, for the dc Graaf plantation was an 
hour’s journey f'om the fort. 

Laurens was m a fidget of alarm lest his father should suggest liis 
sleeping the night at the l^csidence, for it was planned to set out by 
corial early the following morning. As it happened, however, dinner 
was a very merry affair, and so much wine and gin was drunk that Rol 
said: ‘I doubt whetlicr any of us will be in a fit condition to travel early 
in the morning. We’ll have to leave at about ten o’clock.’ 

Laurens interposed quickly: ‘That suits me splendidly. There’s a new 
field I must sec after to-morixnv morning. By ten o’clock I should have 
finished my inspection.’ 

lie did not return to the mainland unlil after eleven iS’clock, and the 
slave who rowed took liis time, for he was heavy with sleep. Laurens 
looked up at the stars. The stars swayed about, some merging into 
others. He thought: I’m drunk, 1 shouldn’t have let Hendrik persuade 
me to take that gin. It doesn’t mix wHl with the wine. 

He found Hannah in his room, w^aiting for him. ‘I keep looking out 
for you at dc window^ but you woul hi’t come. I sleepy. I nearly fall oft 
dc chair wid sleep.’ 

‘Wish you had,’ he said. ‘Would liave taught you a lesson. Too 
damned hot.’ 

‘You drunk. You not know what you talking.' 

‘I’m not drunk. Who said I was drunk? Remember whom you’re 
speaking to, you damned slave! You’re too famihar.* 

‘Massa, I didn’t mean no harm.’ 

‘Don’t call me Massa in my bedroom. I’ve told you that before. How 
many times must I tcU you the same tiling. Get out! Back into your 
room!’ 
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*I sorry. Let me stay. I behave good.’ 

‘Get out. Get out, I say!’ 

She went. 

He looked aroynd the room, swaying on Iiis feet. The lamp was 
burning on the desk. He shook his head sharply, tliinking: This is not 
hke me. I shouldn’t have behaved hke that. Hell! That gin. . . . 

He went to the connecting door, hesitated, told himself: I’ll call her 
in again and tell her I’m sorry. No, I mustn’t do that. Remember what 
Susannah said. Mustn’t make them feel I’m inferior. Let them know 
I’m master. I apologize too much to people. But I must have a woman 
to-night. I’m in the mood for a woman. He pushed the door in. 

‘Katrina! Come here!’ he called. ‘Come and sleep witli me!’ 

So Katrina slept with liim that niglit. They heard muffled sobs in the 
next room. ‘ She’s got more fire than yon, Katrina. But I hke you. You 
have a sweetness in your nature she hasn’t got. You’re kind and thought- 
ful, and I can sec you want to give me all you have it in your power to 
give. That’s good. 1 appreciate it, but I’m also fond of people who can 
express themselves — people who can resist, talk back at me. Hannah is 
like that. She has fire. Fire-blood. But she annoys me sometimes. She’s 
too forward. She gets me resentful. I often wonder about her, too. She 
says she’s never slept with a man before me, but she behaves in bed as if 
— well, you can see she knows what she is about. She maddens me — 
makes me feel I can kill for her. But still she insists she’s never been with 
another man. K that true, Katrina?’ 

‘Yes, dat true,’ said Katrina, without hesitation. 

‘By St. Peter! Then she must be a born genius!’ He laughed. ‘Born 
genius. She moves hke a greased snake. Yet . . . yet I like you, Katrina. 
Soft. Sweet-natured. Anyway, you’re both slaves. . . . Both slaves. . . .’ 

His voice trailed off. He fell asleep, breatliing heavily. 

Katrina bent over him and kissed liis forehead and liis hair and then 
his hps. There was moonlight on his face. A waning half-moon had risen 
over Kyk-ovcr-al. The same half-moon Kay wana had seen. In this same 
room. Katrina watched his face and smiled, and whispered to herself. 

During the next two or three months it was Hannah with whom he 
slept. He and Hannah developed a fierce, unreasoning passion for each 
other. He told her one night: ‘I’d go mad and kiU myself if anything 
should happen to you.’ She said: ‘I, too. I kill myself if I not have you. 
You must never send me from you. I remain with you for ever and 
have children. You must give me six, seven babies. Dat de only way I 
happy.’ 
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This side of the affair continued to disturb him. I want to have 
children, he assured himself. I should like to see a creature of my own 
and to know that I was responsible for its existence. I think nothing can 
be bigger than that. It is an experience I’m longing to have. I’d feel I’ve 
achieved sometliing worth while. But a slave child. . . . 

Hannah, too, was obsessed with the idea of having a child. She said 
to Katrina one day: ‘ Soon I will have a baby, and then plenty more will 
come after dat one. Six, seven — ten. I will mind dem all myself, and he 
will treat dem good. He say he will give dem everything they want ’ 

‘And what about his other cliildren wid liis wife?’ Katrina inter- 
rupted. ‘What will happen to dem? He will take care of yours and de 
other ones his wife give him?’ 

Hannah uttered an impatient exclamation. ‘He not marry! He keep 
me for his woman all his Hfe. He tell me so. He say he can’t have no 
other but me, because I give liim all he want. He say he would die for 
me.’ Her voice was so impassioned that it sounded a little cracked. ‘I 
would die for him, too. I do anything for him.’ 

Katrina said quietly: ‘I like liim plenty, too. I not care if he not want 
me. Nobody can stop me from liking liim.’ 

‘You stupid!* Hannah snapped, jealous and resentful. ‘You like him 
and he not like you! Youfoohsh. Weeks now he not look at you. Weeks 
now he not touch you — not even your arm — and still you say you like 
him. You stupid girl! If you not stop liking liim I tell liim to put you 
out de house. 1 tell liim to send you to Massa Willem.Jde do anything 
I tell liim.’ 

Katrina was in no way upset. She said: ‘I never stop liking him. You 
can say all you want. You can’t stop me doing dat. He himself can’t 
stop me, no matter how big Massa he is. No matter where he send me, 
I still go on liking him all de time.’ 

Hannah glared at her. She called her obscene names. She was so in- 
censed and disturbed that she decided that she could not wait until 
night to talk to Laurens about it. She waited in the dining-room, and 
when he came in from his inspection round the plantation she said to 
him: ‘Massa, I want to tell you something. I can come upstairs now?’ 

The urgency of her tone impressed liiin. ‘Very well. Come.’ 

When he heard what it was he laughed and told her: ‘That’s absurd. 
Send her away because she likes me? Do you think that would be fair?’ 

Hannah looked sulky. ‘She not got right to like you. Only I got 
right to like you. I not like her stay here. I want her to go away.’ 

‘Oh, indeed! You want her to go away! And are you in a position to 
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say what you want done and what you don't want done? I thought I 
was master here.' 

‘All right, you master. Me slave. I not come in to you to-night!' 

He slapped her face. She sobbed and cringed away — then turned and 
struck back: hit him with her clenched hand on his cheek. 

‘You filthy slave-bitchi’ He grabbed her by the shoulders and hurled 
her from liim with all liis strength. She landed on the floor with a 
heavy thump, crying out. He kicked her and told her to get up. 

‘Up! Get out! You’ve forgotten yourself. A dirty slut of a slave to 
dare hit me! I’m a van Groenwegel, damn you!’ He kicked her again — 
in her face. She put up her hands to sliicld herself, but her lips and chin 
were bleeding. 

‘Massa, I sorry,’ she wailed. ‘I not mean to hit you.’ 

The fury in him passed. He stooped and murmured: ‘I’m sorry. I 
didn’t intend to hurt you.’ He hfted the hern of her smock and dabbed 
at the blood on her chin and lips. He looked up and saw Katrina at the 
door. ‘ Katrina ! Go down and get some water and a clean rag. Quickly.’ 

‘Yes, Massa,’ said Katrina, and hurried off. 

Hannah did not stop sobbing. She made all the fuss she could. Even 
after he had Hfted her on to the bed she continued to moan and shake, 
‘You not Hke me no more, or you not treat me Hke dis.’ 

He told her not to be foolish. ‘You made me lose my temper. I’m 
master here. I’m getting tired of telling you that. I won’t have a slave 
take up an attit^^de of defiance toward me — not even you.’ 

Some note in his voice must have made her reahze that further hys- 
terics would avail nothing. She stopped sobbing. ‘ I sorry I speak to you 
as I speak,’ she murmured. ‘1 not speak that way again. I behave good.’ 

‘What’s happened to Katrina, I wonder? I sent her for some water 
and some clean rags.’ 

‘ She hate me. She not bring up none.’ 

‘Katrina couldn’t hate anyone. You’re talking nonsense.' He left the 
room and went downstairs, prepared to scold Katrina. He found her 
seated at the foot of the stairs, a bowl of water and a piece of cloth 
beside her. Her head was pillowed on her knees, and he saw that she 
had been sick on the floor. 

‘Katrina, what is the matter?’ 

‘I walk too fast, Massa. Soon as I reach de stairs my head spin round 
and I feel bad.’ 

He Hfted her upstairs and put her to bed. Hannah came in and looked 
on in dismay. ‘What wrong wid her?' 
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‘She's not well. She must be sickening for some disease,' he said, a 
look of concern on his face. ‘I'm going to send a message to the surgeon 
to come at once.' 

Later that day the surgeon told Laurens with a smile: ‘It’s no disease. 
She's going to have a cliild.’ 

After he had gone Laurens sat by a window in his room and looked 
oufi*at the weak sunshine. It was a cloudy afternoon, but the clouds were 
not grey; they were white and broken up and stretched in an unmoving 
wad over the sky. The air felt steamy, and there was a general oppres- 
siveness. 

It must be the weather, he told himself, that makes me feel like this — 
and yet I’m not certain. I can sense a glowing inside me. It’s as though 
there were a ghost in me that laughs but laughs so that I can only feel a 
trembling in my chest. Tliis is foolish. I’m letting my fancy run away 
with me. I suppose some tilings we feel can’t be defined at all. 

For the fourth time within half an hour he rose and went into the 
next room and looked at Katrina and smiled: ‘Are you sure you don't 
want anything, Katrina?’ For the fourth time she smiled back: ‘No, 
Massa. I not want notliing. I feel good now.’ 

‘You mustn’t go downstairs again for the day. You must rest.* 

‘Yes, Massa.’ 

He stood looking at her, a foolish wonder on his face. T can’t beheve 
it yet,’ he murmured. 

She hung her head. She was sitting up in bed, two pillows at her 
back. She looked like a lady — a wlntc lady at ease in the morning. I’ve 
seen Mother like this, he thought. 

‘So you’re going to have a child. Mine and yours. No, I can’t bcUeve 
it. It seems . . . I’m being foolish, Katrina.’ 

VII 

That night he did not sleej*' with Hannah. He slept alone. The next day 
he went across to the fort to the surgeon. He asked questions, and when 
he returned home told Katrina: ‘The surgeon says I can sleep with you 
— up to the sixth or seventh month.’ 

Hannah took it badly. She cursed Katrina. ‘Let him sleep with you. 
What I care? I believe you work oheah on him. You’re a bad ohcali girl. 
You throw grey powder on liim.’ 

Katrina said: ‘I not care what you say. I have his cliild in me. You 
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can’t take it from me. And you! You sleep wid him weeks and weeks 
and still you not have any child. You barren. You like Dakkana who 
Massa Bakker had. She sleep wid man after man, but she not get no 
baby.’ 

‘I not hke Dakkaiial’ Hannah broke into sobs. She threw herself 
down on the floor and beat her head on the boards. ‘I not barren. You 
wish me bad, but I show you you wrong. I have baby, too — soon.’ 

Katrina sniffed. ‘Before you come here you not sleep wid Jemma and 
Parkab and Hoobakka? Why you not swell wid baby since den? And 
now you come here, Massa sleep wid you weeks and weeks, and still 
you not swell. Massa sleep wid me four nights, and den one more night, 
and now I get baby for him. You not good. All you can do is to take 
man, but you can’t have baby.* 

Hannah sat very still. Her breath came in jerks. 

‘You better not let Massa know you sleep wid other man before him, 
or he might put you out. When he ask me I say you not sleep wid no 
man before him.’ 

Outside, no wind blew. The sun shone down from a hot, cloudless 
sky. They could hear the river wliispering against the bank in the 
breezeless silence. A dull hammering came from Kyk-over-al. The 
soldiers must be erecting some new shed. 

Hannah rose slowly and left the room. 

That night, as soon as Laurens had gone upstairs after dinner, Hannah 
went up. She emered his room and said: ‘Massa, I can ask you some- 
thing’cjuick before Katrina come up?’ 

‘Very well. Speak on.’ 

She stared about in the darkness in a distracted manner, then took a 
pace toward him and clutched liis sleeve. ‘Massa, you let me sleep wid 
you one week more— just one week more? I get baby if you let me 
sleep wid you one more week, Massa.’ 

‘What gives you reason to think so? Why should one more week 
make a difference?’ 

‘I drink bush- water every morning, Massa. Dat make me get baby.* 

‘Bush- water? Don’t be absurd. Katrina didn’t have to drink bush- 
water, and she’s pregnant. But why are you upsetting yourself like this, 
Hannah? I haven’t told you I’ll never sleep with you again, have I?’ 

‘I know, Massa — but please. I beg you. Let me sleep wid you for 
seven nights from to-night and I sure have baby. De moon just right 
now — and I drink bush-water. Please, Massa.’ 

He hesitated, moved, then said: ‘I’m afraid my spirit is not with you 
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It the moment. I want to have Katrina with me to-night — and for t 
good many more nights to come. She’s bearing my child. I feel toward 
her. ... I can’t express what I feel, but — but I want her with me.’ 

She tried to argue, but he cut her short and told her to get out. 

Yes, my spirit is not with Hannah now, he told himself. Katrina has 
taken on a preciousness in my fancy. She has my child in her. I feel she 
is someone I must protect and be very tender toward. She seems very 
big and real to me now — and close to me; part of my flesh. 

^,ater, when she came in and lit the lamp in her usual silent fasliion and 
then smiled at liim and sat on the bed, he knew as he watched her that 
he had begun to love her. ... I know it, he thought. It’s cool and real. 
He told her, and she said it was the same with her. She, too, loved him. 

When he had put out the lamp and they were in bed he said: ‘To- 
night I have come upon a great thing.’ 

‘What you mean?* 

He said nothing. 

‘What you mean?’ she asked again. 

‘A great tiling, Katrina. I mean not to lose it.’ 

They lay together brcatliing quietly. 

‘I’m going to marry you, Katrina.’ 

‘Marry me?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘But what you saying? How can you marry me? I only a slave!’ 

‘I don’t care. To-night I’m seeing tilings differently. To-night I can 
see you as a human being. It doesn’t matter how you speak — or that 
you wear a smock. You’ve broken down my pride. I sec you now as a 
woman. You have my child in you, and you’re good. You have a good 
nature. You’re kind and sympathetic, and under your glum look there 
is sweetness.’ 

She said nothing. After a moment he heard a sniffle. 

He stroked her hair. ‘There’s no need to cry.’ 

‘But I spoil your life if you marry me. I can’t make you a wife. If you 
marry white girl I stay wid you and take care of your children. Do dat 
and you make me happy. But if you marry me I get sad and feel sorry 
for you.’ 

‘You won’t be sad. You’ll be happy — because I’ll be happy.’ 

She was silent. 

‘To-morrow I shall write to Father and tell him what I intend to do. 
And I shall go over and see^ Hendrik Rol and arrange for him to 
marry us.’ 
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Like the day, the night was exceptionally hot. It was a long time 
before they fell asleep. 

No breeze blew. Once he woke and heard the river’s hushed sounds. 
He thought: The river sounds secretive and ominous, as though a ter- 
rible event were about to happen. I wonder if Grandmother thought so, 
too, that night when she woke up and heard it. Grandfather said it was 
a still night, and hghtning was flashing in the south over the jungle. 

He turned his head and looked out of one of the southern windows. 
... I don’t see lightning, but the air is still — and hot. 

He fell asleep again, but woke before dawn. Beside him, Katrina 
sighed and tossed in her sleep. He looked out and saw Kyk-over-al, a 
dark, long shadow in the river. The sky in the east looked muddy-grey. 
The jungle on the opposite bank stood out against it jet-black. 

I don’t think I can sleep any more. Too much is in my thoughts tliis 
morning. To-day is the beginning of a new phase. The sunshine won’t 
look the same to me as it did yesterday. 

He watched Katrina. . . . My father’s grandchild is inside her. A new 
van Groenwegel. . . . People with firc-blood, the van Groenwegcls. 
The people who stayed and fought when Scott and his Caribs came. 
. . . What is Father going to say when I tell him I have decided to marry 
a slave? Hendrik Rol will understand. He is broad in his outlook. He 
has tact — and vision. Yes, vision. Look how successfully he handled that 
business with van Berkel. The Abary Creek is now the boundary be- 
tween the Berbi^/s colony and our colony. Hendrik manoeuvred that 
well, and now the disputes are over. He’s a man who can see far. He 
isn’t cramped like Father. However, it doesn’t matter what Father 
thinks. I am a man for myself, and I’ll hold my own against all opposi- 
tion. I’m no more a diflident, yielding boy. Father can’t handle me as 
he likes. I’U stand up to liim. I’ll make him realize that he is only too 
right about our blood. He himself has said that we have fire in us. He 
has emphasized it so often. Very well. I’ll show liim that it’s true. I’ll 
give him a taste of the fire in me. 

The river kept on whispering. The cast did not look so muddy now. 
A touch of yellow was evident. He sat up and hugged liis knees. Far 
away a jungle bird cried harshly. The bird the Indians called the carra- 
carra. He heard a gurgling swish on the river, and told himself that it 
must be a corial passing. 

He glanced at Katrina and smiled.. . . Such a fine body she has. Is 
there any mark on hcr.body that can make anyone who didn’t know 
think she is a slave? None. She is human like any white planter’s 
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daughter. Frieda and Rosa Blankenburg are no better than she She 

looks soft and beautiful asleep in this grey light. I can feel her spirit in 
me, quiet and shadowed, peaceful, like this dawn. 

He heard the bird again. ‘Carra-carra-carra-carra!’ . . . The sky was 
getting dull red and brown. He heard a gurgling swish on the river. . . . 
Was it a coriaP. He craned his head. ... He got out of bed and went to 
the window in a spirit of idle curiosity. 

No, it’s not a coriaL It seems . . . Someone is swimming out from the 
bahk. From the bank here. I can make out the liead and an arm. But at 
this hour [“Strange. 

As he looked he saw the grey water, daubed with red reflected from 
the sky, pattern itself with ripples. After a moment, however, the ripple* 
began to fade, and suddenly the water smoothed itself out and re- 
covered its glassy calm. He could see the reflected shape of a long blue- 
black cloud. He kept on looking, and then it came upon liim that the 
swimmer was not tliere. The swimmer had gone down. Silently and 
undramatically. Gone down without a cry or a struggle. . . . Can I have 
imagined it? 

He stood frowiv’ag « ut at the scene. I'he insects had not ceased their 
night-time churriiig. It was peaceful, and there seemed an intelligence 
in everything: a silent awareness. An invisible overwhelming cloud 
seemed to hang above the river. He was too imaginative. 

When he was moving back to the bed a thought came to him. He 
halted and glanced at the lattice-work at the top of tlfb wall. He crossed 
to the connecting door and pushed it in, looked around the room the 
two girls used. The big bed, he saw, was empty. Hannah was not in it. 

‘Hannah!’ 

He hurried across the room to the other door. It was ajar. He went 
out into the corridor and called from the top of the stairs. 

‘Hannah! Are you downstairs?’ 

No answer. The shadows of the house seemed to well up at him from 
out of the dark stairway. A grey fear moved in liini. 

He went half-way down the stairs, calling. 

Outside, far away still, die carra-carra bird uttered its harsh cry. And 
after he had listened a moment another sound came to liim through the 
quiet dawn air. The hacking yap of a racoon. 

^ VIII 

‘So far as I am concerned,’ said Willem, ‘what has happened is no 
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tragedy. An event may be described as tragic when it involves a person 
or group of persons of consequence.’ He pointed out of the window. 
‘The body that lies under that niound of earth is the body of a slave — a 
creature of barter. Notliing either of you may say will convince me that 
such a being can be looked upon as someone to be reckoned with or 
considered as important in my scheme of living. No. It is fruitless to 
continue this discussion. For me there can be no argument. You may 
call it a tragedy, Laurens, that this girl drowned herself, and claim that 
it was because she was human like any of us and could feel as you and I 
can feel. You may claim, too, that her sister is a person of character, 
despite her speech and the smock she wears, and that she is good enough 
a human to make you a wife. But it will not alter my way of tliinking. 
You, Rol, may legalize the bond between them. I can’t say you nay. 
But what I could do is to disinherit liim — sever him from the family, 
forget that I ever sired him, forget that he is a van Groenwegel. This is 
what I could do.’ His voice became gruff with emotion. 

‘I won’t do it, though. Blood means too much to me. Our blood.’ 
He was looking out of the window, looking across the river at the house 
on the mainland. Dusk was gathering. He put his hand to his beard. 
‘You’ll never know what stirs in me, Rol, when I gaze across at that 
house. You couldn’t know.’ 

Laurens and Hendrik Rol watched his solid form at the window, 
silhouetted against the slate-grey and yellow clouds in the west. From 
below in the courtyard came the slow tramp of booted feet. The sol- 
diers were changing guard. 

Hendrik Rol said: ‘ Sir, I’m aware that you hold strong views on this 
question of your blood, but if you may permit me to say so, we in this 
small colony should not put too much importance on matters of blood 
and lineage. We are still pioneers. We arc not established yet. When I 
came out here in ’70 — barely two years ago — I found tliis colony prac- 
tically desolated. You know yourself how low this place fell after 
Scott’s raid. And even now, much as I’ve tried to do to restore some 
measure of prosperity, we’re still far from being on our feet. Why, be- 
sides your plantation opposite this island and the one up the Mazaruni, 
how many others are there worthy of going by the name? Five, six — 
let’s call it six private plantations really well laid out and flourishing. 
We have no social life here that counts. It’s true in your homes you live 
magnificently in your own way — what with your deer and fowl and 
duck and turkey and pigeons, not to mention your gin and mum and 
wine and brandy.’ He smiled good-humouredly. ‘I admit you live well. 
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But look how scattered you are. What social activities do you indulge 
in more than an occasional lahba hunt? How many women have we in 
the colony who might make eligible wives for our respectable men? 
Not more than two dozen — if so many. Well, why the fuss over family 
tics and blood! This girl Laurens wants to marry is a slave, but she’s 
three-quarters white, reckoning her father as pure white — which he was 
not; he was a quarter Indian, like yourself. But what does it matter? 
Who is going to question the pedigree of Laurens’ children? Look here, 
siiV we’re at war again — and tliis time with France as well as England. 
We don’t know what moment some raiding force won’t enter this 
river and wipe us all out — though, personally, I doubt whether any 
privateer, filibuster or buccaneer will deem it worth his wliile bothering 
about us. Nevertheless, there’s always the chance — and then what? 
Where will your blood or your family pride count? Mynheer van 
Groenwegel, T honestly cannot support you in tliis objection. I respect 
you very much, but in this instance I must stand by your son. In my 
humble view, sir, every man has the right to choose what woman he 
wishes to make liis wife, and if Laurens feels that this girl Katrina will 
prove a fitting Hfe-nian^ for liim, then I say let liim marry her. Not only 
will I legalize the marriage but I shall drink to liis happiness and pros- 
perity in all sincerity as a good friend of liis.’ 

It was a long while before Willem spoke. They could hear the churl- 
ish screech of a crckettch hawk by the water’s edge; it was hunting prey 
and trying to avoid the hostile swoops of other birdf. 

Willem said quietly: ‘Very well, Rol. Since you have decided, I can 
do nothing. Providence has ruled it so. He must marry her. I shall do 
nothing. I shall lift no finger against him — because he’s my son. There’s 
my blood in him — and the blood of liis grandfather and his grand- 
mother. Kaywana. But I’m a disappointed man. The bitterness of this 
day will never fade. I shall never be converted to the beUef that our 
family has not been tainted. I shall never be reconciled to this slave- 
blood wliich Laurens has seen fit to introduce into our family. Never, 
Rol. Never.’ 
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Rain was falling heavily when Hendrickje was born. Hendrik Rol 
came through it. He stood beside the bed, water dripping from his 
clothes, and said: ‘See that forehead! She’s got character, Laurens. She’s 
going to be a remarkable woman.’ He insisted they should name her 
after him. Her eyes were blue when she was born, but, eventually, 
turned grey-green. 

When she was a year old Reinald returned from Europe with a wife, 
and this event caused such an explosion of joy in Willem that Willem 
sent down and invited Laurens and Katrina to the banquet of welcome. 
Griselda, less of a somersaulter in her sentiments, objected to having 
Katrina sit at table with them, but Willem told her: ‘I have decided that 
she shall sit with us. That’s enough. You and a cyclone together won’t 
alter my resolve. She’s a slave. Very well. I haven’t forgotten, nor have 
I forgiven Laurens for marrying her, but by God, he’s my son, and she’s 
my daughter-in-lafv — twist it whichever way you will. I can’t hate 
them, r can’t keep up this hostihty any longer. And don’t forget she’s 
got my mother’s blood in her. Kaywana was her grandmother. We 
can’t overlook that.’ 

‘ But, Willem! What sort of man are you! You swore you would 
never have them cross the threshold of this house. You swore you 
would never allow their names to be mentioned on tliis plantation.’ 

Willem patted her shoulder and guffawed, liis huge form in a quiver 
of mirth. ‘That was how I felt yesterday. This is to-day. To-day we 
have Doctor Reinald with us — and his wife. His Juhana. And have you 
noticed it? She’s pregnant. Do you blow what’s in her belly? Ho, ho! 
Don’t blush, Griselda. I’m a seaman. Crude. No modesty. Do you know 
what she’s carrying in her belly? It’s a son. A new van Groenwegel, by 
St. Peter! That’s no hght matter. That puts a different complexion on 
things.’ He looked defiant of a sudden. ‘And in any case, I have a right 
to change my views if I wish, haven’t I? Come, come, Griselda! I 
won’t be criticized. There’s too much in my heart to-day for me to 
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quibble over light sentiments.’ He strutted about the room, his weighty 
form making the boards creak. ‘To-day I have no room for ill feeling. 
Reinald, eh? That bookish devil and his Mynheer Queseda. Who 
would have dreamt that he would have taken a wife! Ho, ho! To-day 
- I’m at peace with the universe. To-Jay every man is my friend, planter 
or slave.’ His eyes were moist. 

Juliana was a large-boned Flemish girl, and she did not disappoint 
WUlem; she gave birth to a son whom they called Ignatius, after her 
father. But seventeen months later, the twins, Octavia and Luise, took 
her hfc and brought grey hairs to Reinald’s head. Reinald never re- 
covered from the shock; he did not practise for four months after, and 
at one time they thought that he had gone out of his mind. Within a 
year he had assumed a senile stoop and a general air of defeat. His voice 
became a definite wliine. At thirty-one he was a dreamy, pensive old 
man who *^agged liis head and moaned to himself in gloomy retro- 
spection. 

When Hendrickje was a little over three years old — Aert, her 
brother, had been born in the meantime — Hendrik Rol died on the 
31st of March 16" >, and Laurens said: ‘There goes my best friend.’ 
Laurens thought: ^\'hy of all people Hendrik? Why should Fate be so 
haphazard? A useful man like Hendrik. A jovial, big-hearted human 
being. Look what he’s done for this place. He’s rebuilt this colony. He’s 
brought out more slaves, he’s established plantations for the Company, 
he’s set up trading posts in the interior. He was as popular with the In- 
dians as Grandfather in his time. The Indians loved him, swore by him. 
Everybody loved him. Yet, of all people, Fate must slash him down. 

Four days following the death of Rol a ship belonging to the Com- 
pany arrived with supphes from Zeeland and eighty-six slaves from the 
Cape Verde Islands. The Captain, Jacob Harz, took command of the 
colony. He soon, however, became involved in disputes with the In- 
dians. He was a poor governor and unpopular with everyone. Laurens 
said of him: ‘He’s only a crude sailor. He has no tact whatever. A poor 
substitute for Hendrik.’ Willem agreed with liim. ‘Yes, Harz is incom- 
petent. He’ll never do as Commandcur. I don’t give him more than a 
year here.’ 

Willem nowadays came often to see Laurens and Katrina. He had 
grown used to Katrina, and one day he even tweaked her cliin as he 
used to do to Susannah. 

Susannah wrote often. She was producing baby after baby. She told 
Laurens in a letter, after the birth of her fourth child, that her weight 
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was a hundred and eighty pounds. ‘Kafft^ie prefers me so, but, of 
course, Karl would like me anyhow. iVe maS^him wjaat he is, and he 
knows it. We own two plantations now, and there’s dnfcone other 
family that can equal us in wealth.’ Toward the end of theT^er she 
said: ‘Give your belcwed Katrina a kiss for me, and tell her I hope she’ll 
have as many children as I’m going to have. When you write again, tell 
me how she is progressing in her speech. I’m glad that she can write 
now. I wish you success in your educational programme for her. Every 
day I tell myself how plad I am that you married her. You’re such a fine, 
dear man, Laurens. Im certain you’ll make a perfect lady out of her 
before long.’ In a postscript she said: ‘Ignore Mbther. Mother can be 
expected to keep up her prejudice. She’s empty and weak. I’ve despised 
her ever since that day of the raid when she behaved Hke such a coward. 
I knew Father would have forgiven you in the long run and become 
friendly with you and Katrina. He may be snobbish and absurd over 
family pride, but he has a great heart.’ 

In July 1678, when Jacob Harz was dismissed and Abraham Bcekman 
sent out to take his place, Hendrickje had already begun to puzzle them. 
She asked her father one day: ‘Father, why is it Uncle Reinald groans 
when he’s alone in his study?’ 

Laurens laughed: ‘That happens to be his way.’ 

‘And why doesn’t it happen to be your way, too? And Grand- 
father’s?’ 

‘Because Grandfather and I see the world differently, I suppose.’ He 
added uncomfortably: ‘We can’t all see things alike.’ 

She looked thoughtful. ‘ I said so to myself, too. I see them differently. 
Very differently.’ 

‘I can’t understand a child of her age saying what she say,’ Katrina 
frowned. Laurens held up his finger. 

‘What she say?* 

‘What she says, I meant. Sometimes I think she has a bad jumbie in 
her, Laurens.’ 

‘I’ve told you before, there are no such things as spirits or jumbies 
and kanaimas. Only ignorant people believe in nonsense like that.’ 

‘No, Laurens. I cannot agree. Spirits live in the bush and in dark 
rooms. Long ago, Mabella used to see them in her logie.’ 

‘Now, just you forget what Mabella used to see. These are new times. 
You’re my wife now. You’re one of the family. Don’t go harking back 
to the old days. You must forget you were ever a slave. Remember you 
arc Mevrouw van Grocnwegel. We have a name to keep up, Katrina.’ 
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She smiled. ‘Sometimes you make me think of your father, Laurens. 
The way you speak nowadays. This family, eh? You make it a big thing.’ 

He nodded. Yes, you’re right. It’s queer how much influence Father 
seems to have on me. I hadn’t realized it until recently. Many times I 
catch myself viewing things in exactly the way he does. It’s blood, Kat- 
rina. Father is right there. Blood does matter. Not that I shall ever be a 
fanatic like Father. Yet I do feel that we van Groenwegels have good 
reason to be proud of our name, and I’m certainly going to see that the 
cl&ldren grow up feeling so.’ 

Both Willem and Laurens became close friends of Abraham Beck- 
man and visited liim often. Beekman went across to Laurens, and some- 
times joined Willem and his planter friends up the Mazaruni in lahba 
or tapir-hunts. 

Beckman proved himself to be possessed of excellent judgment and 
abihty as Cu^imandeur. He was given Letters of Patent by the new 
company which was formed in 1674 (the old company had failed and 
gone into liquidation, the creditors receiving 30 per cent of their claims 
and the shareholders 15 per cent in the form of shares in the new com- 
pany), and accordhig to these Letters, Beckman’s powers consisted of 
‘ full command not only on the water but also on land, and consequently 
over the people, fortifications and their preservation, and also over the 
trade and navigation, which authority every person in the service of the 
Company, being on land as well as on the ships and boats, shall be 

bound to recognize and obey in all that he shall ord^ or command 

But in matters concerning Justice, the Commandeur shall be bound to 
assume as his Councillors the Sergeant of the garrison and the Captains 
of vessels who may be there at the time, and he shall not administer 
Justice but with the aforesaid Council. . . .’ 

That was how, in 1678, the first Court of Policy and Justice began. 

‘Yes,’ said Willem, ‘we’re advancing. Essequibo is taking shape as a 
colony. More than ever now we, the van Groenwegels, must stand to- 
gether as a family and keep our name on the pinnacle. There must be no 
backsliding. Forward all the time. From big things to bigger things!’ 

‘What big things. Gra ndfather?’ Hendrickje asked him. 

‘Oh, you! You’re too precocious.’ He snatched her up and seated her 
on his shoulder. He strutted around, booming: ‘Big things! We’re a big 
family. We have fighter-blood in us. We never run. No! The van 
Groenwegels never run!’ 

Hendrickje began to chant: ‘The van Groenwegels never run! Th# 
van Groenwegels never run!’ 
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Griselda sighed. ‘Susannah was right. It’s a mania.* She was mending 
a coat for Reinald. 

It was Beekman who suggested that the Secretary, Mynheer Heyt- 
meycr, should devote a few hours every day to tutoring the children. 
He had been in the cplony since Hendrik Rol’s time and was already 
well acquainted with the family. ‘He’s a liighly educated fellow,’ said 
Beckman to Willem and Laurens. ‘He can sketch and play the harpsi- 
chord as well as read Latin and Greek. I don’t see why you should go to 
the expense and trouble of getting a man from Holland when we have 
Heytmeyer here. And he’ll be glad for the little extra you give him, 
poor fellow. These Directors pay us such confoundedly miserly salaries. 
I don’t know how they expect us to put any heart into anytliing we do 
for them. A man must have a real love for tliis kind of work to be 
Secretary or Commandeur in this colony.’ 

The children became very fond of Mynheer Heytmeyer. Laurens 
thought: If the Queseda monkey had been like Heytmeyer I might have 
paid more attention to my Latin and Greek. This fellow is human. He 
takes them out of doors and teaches them about Nature and sketches and 
plays on his harpsichord. That’s the kind of tutor 1 should have had. . . . 

Reinald’s Ignatius and Luise and Octavia took up permanent resi- 
dence at the Essequibo, house, for Mynheer Heytmeyer would have 
found it impossible to make trips up the Mazaruni every day. Laurens 
had three bedrooms and a back-veranda added, and the dining-room 
and sitting-room were considerably enlarged. Willem had a tent-boat 
built atid the two households mingled often. Only Griselda refused to 
visit Laurens’ house, holding to her prejudice against Katrina. 

Ignatius, from an early age, began to reveal a talent for sketching, and 
Mynheer Heytmeyer encouraged him. T believe he will get far,’ he told 
Willem one day when they were all at the Mazaruni house. It was a 
special occasion: a banquet to celebrate Willem’s sixty-fifth birthday 
and Hendrickje’s tenth, for the two birthdays came close together, 
Willem’s on the 2nd of February and Hendrickje’s on the 5th. 

‘It’s his German great-grandfather,’ Willem nodded. ‘Nothing to 
wonder at. He’s got it from Grisclda’s father. That cobweb-brained old 
fellow with his etching needles and his copper plates and canvases and 
his violins. That man hved in the clouds nine-tenths of his time. He 
talked nothing but art and music and philosophy morning and night. 
There’s only one sensible statement he made in all my memory, and he 
made tliat the day he was talking to me when we announced that we 
were betrothed. Remember, pet? He told me: “My dear young man, 
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you must not think Tm wilfully attempting to oppose you, but I fear I 
should tell you that my daughter is not temperamentally suited to 
marry a seaman. I intend it as no insult, but I think it would be wise to 
ponder well before taking tliis grave step. I cannot foresee any happiness 
in such a union as you contemplate.” Wise words, by heaven! But hke 
a fool, I wouldn’t listen — and that’s why I’m saddled to-day with tliis 
misery. Eh? Not so, Griselda Liebchen?’ He broke into gruff, baying 
laughter. 

Griselda sighed from habit, and smiled weakly. Nowadays her one 
interest in life was Reinald. She gave all her affection to Reinald, who 
received it with a heavily sentimental appreciation, whining in gratitude 
at her fussy attentions. . . . ‘You are everything I have. Mother,’ he 
would say, wagging liis head. ‘The world for me is a sounding vessel — 
a clattering cymbal. Dross. Once there were golden threads that bound 
me to the earti. — but Atropos has clipped them.’ 

Hendrickje, a frequent witness to these scenes, once commented: T 
can see it. Grandfather is right. Uncle Reinald is a lost man.’ 

‘Don’t be disrespectful,’ said Laurens, frowning at her. 

‘But it’s true, FatLer. Uncle Reinald isn’t alive. He won’t bring any 
glory and honour on the family. That’s why he’s a lost man.’ 

She’s beginning to disturb me, Laurens thought. Her mind is out- 
stripping her body in growth. It isn’t natural that she should voice such 
sentiments. She’s far too young to have such ideas. And Grandfather 
and Grandmother loom as exaggeratedly grandioic figures in her 
imagination. That shouldn’t be. It’s Father’s fault for filling them up 
with those tales of the old days. Children oughtn’t to be told such tales. 
Father has the cliildren firmly in liis grasp. To them he’s a grand and 
magnificent hero. 

Aert always wanted to hear of Willem’s adventures at sea, and Wil- 
lem would tell them of cyclones or typhoons, and fights in Marseilles 
and Alexandria and Rotterdam, and strange animals in Africa and the 
Orient, and s^-monsters in the Pacific. But eventually he would end 
up with Kaywana’s fight with Wakkatai or the Spanish raid of 1624 or 
Scott and his Caribs. 

‘But why did you open the door of the barn, Grandfather?’ Aert 
asked, wide-eyed. ‘Weren’t you afraid they would have rushed in and 
killed you?’ 

‘Good question! That’s the kind of questions I like you to ask. Now, 
listen. Remember what I told you about Grandmother Kaywana — 
your ^re<j^-grandmother? Remember I told you bow Grandmother 
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Kaywana made us open the bedroom door and push the table up across 

it? Great-uncle Aert and myself * 

‘Yes, you and Great-uncle Aert were in that room Mother and 
Father have,’ Hendriclde interrupted quickly. ‘The south-eastern room 
with the desk that’s falling to pieces.* 

‘That’s right! That’s it! That was the room!’ Willem nodded, almost 
dancing in his scat with pleasure. ‘You remember, eh? Good.* He patted 
her back briskly. Aert intervened: ‘And you and Great-uncle Aert put 
the four muskets on the table, and you fired on the Indians when Great- 
grandmother shouted: “Fire! Fire!” ’ 

‘That’s it! That’s it!’ Willem shook. His eyes gleamed and his beard 
trembled. ‘Good fellow. You haven’t forgotten. Splendid. Well, now 
I was teUing you. Grandmother Kaywana put the table before the door, 
because that door commanded a perfect view of the stairway, and if 
things had gone according to plan and Great-uncle Aert and I could 
have handled muskets like men we’d have mown them down as they 

came up the stairs. That was why we had the door open ’ 

‘And Great-grandmother Kaywana fought like a tiger, didn’t she. 
Grandfather^* Hendrickje interrupted. ‘Like a tiger. When Wakkatai 
tried to kill her. She fought Uke a tiger.’ 

‘She did! She did!’ WiUem chortled. His face grew red. FIc struck his 
fist against his palm. ‘Like a tiger. Whack, whack! Let him have it, by 
God! And we just stood there waiting for a chance to fire. But I was 
telling you. It wa^that ruse of Grandmother Kaywana’s about the table 
befort the open door that gave me the idea when I was in the barn 
years and years later. Yes. I made the slaves open the big door of the 
barn. They thought I’d gone mad, but I shouted at them. I kicked and 
thumped them. Forced them to obey me. If the door had remained 
closed the enemy could have smashed it down, because we wouldn’t 
have been able to bring our fire to bear on them from the windows 
without exposing ourselves, and, in any case, the windows were widely 
spaced and not in good positions for firing down at the door. But with 
the door open and that rampart of packing-cases before it we were able 
to concentrate our fire upon them. We could mow them down at point- 
blank range if they attempted to rush us. Yes, it was Great-grandmother 
who gave me the idea. . . .’ 

II 

When Hendrickje was fifteen she and Reinald’s Ignatius had become 
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close friends. Ignatius admired her and thought her clever — far more 
clever than his own sisters, Octavia and Luise. Hendrickje, on her side, 
hked liim only because, as she once frankly told him, ‘you’re good- 
looking and the only boy near my age in these parts.’ 

There came a day when she startled him. 

They were squatting on a fallen palm-frond in the small clearing 
where the oblong stone slab that marked Kaywana’s grave lay. She told 
him that she had made up her mind to marry liim when they were five 
or lix years older, and he exclaimed: ‘You must be mad! We’re only 
good friends, Hendrickje — not lovers. And we’re cousins.’ 

‘That makes no difference,’ she said, serious and calm. 

‘You say things as if you were a grown-up person.’ 

She smiled. ‘I observe people and I think. I’m not so clever as you all 
seem to imagine. Why I’ve made up my mind that we must marry is 
because of ^hc family. I beUeve what Grandfather says. We have fire- 
blood in us, and we must see that our name goes down the decades and 
the centuries with honour and power. That’s why the two of us must 
marry and keep the blood together.’ 

‘Keep the blood t >gf (her? What do you mean?’ 

She stared through the bush at Kyk-over-al, her freckled face 
thoughtful. She had tiny brown freckles not only on her face but also 
on her throat. Like Katrina, she was handsome in face and figure, and 
she was tall — five feet five. Her hair was brown and dead straight — 
‘European in colour but Indian in texture,’ as Willen^had commented 
one day. 

‘Hendrickje, what do you mean?’ 

‘To keep the blood together, I said. Don’t you know what that 
means? I mean, I don’t want to marry outside of the family. You re- 
member what Grandfather said once about Grandmother? He said she’s 
soft — she has no blood. No fire-blood. He said that that was why Uncle 
Reinald had turned out so dreamy and old-man-hke. Uncle Reinald 
has no fire-blood. He’s soft — a lost man.’ 

‘You mustn’t say that. He’s my father.’ 

‘That doesn’t matter. It’s true, isn’t it?’ 

‘But Grandfather was only making fun when he said that.’ 

She smiled enigmatically. ‘His voice sounded as if he was making fun. 
He even hugged Grandmother when he said it. But I know that he 
meant it. It’s because she’s soft that Uncle Reinald is soft. She brought 
weak blood into the family. That mustn’t happen again. You must 
marry a girl with fighter-blood. A girl like me. Then we’ll have hard 
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children to carry on the tradition. We have to keep hard. We have to 
go through the centuries with power and honour. 

‘You’re just repeating what Grandfather says. Uncle Laurens once 
said that it’s wrong to take what Grandfather says too seriously. He said 
that what we should'aim at is to be good people — generous and big and 
ready to help anyone in trouble.’ 

She nodded. ‘I’ve heard him say that. I agree with that, too. But we 
have the family name to consider. We mustn’t let the name down. We 
are children of Kaywana. We must be fighters.’ 

‘I don’t like fighting. I want to paint. And, in any case, we’re cousins. 
I couldn’t marry you.’ 

‘Cousins can marry. I asked Mynheer Heytmeyer, and he said it was 
all right for cousins to marry.’ She glanced at him. ‘You wouldn’t Hke 
me to be your wife, Ignatius?’ 

‘Of course,’ he said. ‘I hke you a lot or I wouldn’t be always talking 
to you hke this. But I’ve always looked on you as a sister. It would be 
queer marrying you.* 

‘I don’t see why it should be. I hke you a lot, too, and the best mar- 
riages are those which come about because the two people hke each 
other. Do you notice how fond Mother and Father are of each other? 
They are always hugging and kissing and saying something in a whisper.’ 

After a silence he frowned and said: ‘You’re clever, Hendrickje. But 
do you think Father and Uncle Laurens would want us to marry? And 
Grandfather? Thdy mightn’t hke it.’ 

‘I’ve thought of that, too,’ she nodded. There was a certain calcula- 
tion in her manner as she gazed across at the island. Around them rose 
the scent of dried leaves and rank herbs — leaves that had fallen and 
dried and rotted during the past decades. Leaves on which rain had been 
dripping since the time of Kaywana and Adriansen. But the shrubs were 
new — of the past year or two, or less. By next year they would be dead 
and others would have sprung up. The leaves remained, however, pihng 
thicker and thicker, the. new dead ones pressing down the old dead 
ones. . . . ‘That’s a problem, I admit, but it can be overcome. I know of 
a way, but I won’t tell you about it now.’ 

‘Why?’ 

She shook her head. ‘The time hasn’t come yet. You must keep this 
to yourself. This must be our secret. To let others know what we’re 
planning would be bad strategy.’ 

‘I won’t tell. EverytTiing we say when we’re here is secret. Let’s talk 
of painting now.’ 
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‘ If you like — but, if you don’t mind my saying it, Ignatius, I think you 
give too much of yourself to sketching and painting. Painting is only a 
pastime.’ 

‘A pastime? But what of all the great painters? They did it seriously, 
didn’t they? Why couldn’t I?’ 

‘They had to suffer — and many of them were only recognized long 
after their deaths. Don’t you remember what Mynheer Heytmeyer was 
telling us last week about the hardships they had to undergo? They 
were poor men. We have to be rich. Like Aunt Susannah in Suriname. 
She’s rich — one of the richest over there.’ 

He said in a doubtful voice: ‘All the same, I like painting pictures. 
One day perhaps I’ll paint you in the nude — and I’ll call it “Venus 
rechning”.’ 

She laughed. ‘Yes, I’d like that. It would be odd letting you see me 
naked — but I’d like it. I wouldn’t let you touch me, though — unless we 
were already married. You might lose respect for me. I couldn’t have 
that.’ 

‘Why should I want to touch you?’ 

Her face took on a Ay look. ‘Don’t you know how people have 
children?’ 

‘Oh, you mean that! I see what you mean now. No, I wouldn’t want 
to do that. I’m not so immoral.’ 

‘There’s nothing immoral in it, but it would be immodest — and you 
would think little of me. It would lower my dignity ili your sight.’ 

Laurens was getting definitely worried about Hendrickje. He said to 
Katrina one day, about a year later: ‘There’s something about her that 
disturbs me, Katrina. I can’t define it exactly. She has a calculating man- 
ner that doesn’t seem to me becoming in a girl of her years. She’s a 
schemer. It’s true her aunt was a little like that, but Susannah was not so 
deliberate. Susannah was warm and feminine and generous in spite of 
her materialistic outlook. In fact, at Hendrickje’s age, Susannah was 
irresponsible and frivolous. She liked to tease and indulge in mis- 
cliievous pranks with the Bakkcr boys and the Blairs and myself. But 
Hendrickje is so mature in her ideas. And I don’t approve of this friend- 
ship with Ignatius. It seems harmless up to now, but you never know 
what it may develop into.’ 

‘You wouldn’t hke her to marry Ignatius?’ 

‘Most certainly not. He’s her cousin. In-breeding is bad for a family. 
J heard Reinald discussing that with Mother only last Sunday when we 
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were up there. Apart from that, Ignatius will never make a man of 
himself He’s only interested in painting.* 

‘But painting is a fine tiling, Laurens. I wish I could paint.’ 

He tugged at his beard. Nowadays he wore a beard — a trimmed 
brown beard like Willem’s — and he had cultivated the same manner- 
ism of tugging at it when in contemplative mood. He was getting big 
and stocky, too, like Willem. ‘I know painting is a fine thing,’ he said, 
‘but it’s an occupation for one’s idle moments. Ignatius wants to put it 
first and make it his career in life. I’ve heard him say that more than 
once.’ 

‘But if they love each other, Laurens, what then?’ 

‘Love? There are other considerations. Practical considerations.’ He 
spoke without self-confidence, however, and thought: I’m afraid I’m 
getting narrow-minded. We’re prospering too much. A complacency 
is settling on me. I don’t look at the world with the same breadth of 
spirit I did when I was twenty-one. It’s this family consciousness that 
Father has infused into us. Even I am beginning to believe in it and 
champion it. Half my concern over Hendrickje originates from tliis 
anxiety about the honour and glory of the van Groenwegels and our 
survival. I’m taking it to heart — ^likc Father. It’s blighting my soul. I 
must fight it. 

‘I tliink Hendrickje is a good girl,’ said Katrina. Nowadays she was 
not so passive. Nowadays she expressed herself. She had shaken off the 
slave outlook. Her accent was not cultured, but she spoke correctly, and 
she could write. Laurens had made her write to Susannah so that Susan- 
nah could see for herself how well he had succeeded in educating her. 

‘Hendrickje’, said Katrina, ‘is not like either of us. She has gone back 
to one of the others. She has taken after one of her old people. Kay- 
wana.' 

‘ “Ancestors” is the word you want. Yes, perhaps she has taken after 
one of them. I hope not Kaywana, though. Kaywana was a cold- 
blooded creature, if we can believe what Grandfather used to tell us of 
her. She murdered an Indian girl. Grandfather was a hard man, too, 
and I’ve noticed some hard traits in Hendrickje. She moves by her head 
always. Her heart plays very little part.’ 

Ill 

Once again there was fear and tension in Essequibo. 

Lying on their stomachs near Kaywana’s grave, Hendrickje and Ig- 

148 



Hendrickje 

natius gazed through an opening in thejbush and watched Kyk-over-al. 
Ignatius had deep-blue eyes and light brown hair, and was slim and 
inchned to be tall, like his father. On liis face, at the moment, was an 
anxious, pained expression. 

‘I don’t really understand what it’s about,’ he said. ‘What caused it? 
Why have we declared war against France?’ 

‘That’s simple,’ said Hendrickje. ‘The King of France has been per- 
securing our people in his country — the people of the reformed religion. 
We nad to put a stop to that, so William of Orange has declared war 
against them, and being King of England, too, William has brought in 
England on our side. That’s why we have to be on our guard now 
against French raiders.’ 

‘And suppose the French raided us, what do you tliink would happen? 
You think we’d be able to beat them off?’ 

‘That’s a 4 UCsrion I can’c answer. War is a very uncertain thing. But 
I know we’d fight — fight to the last. We, the van Groenwegels — ^we 
would fight. We would never run. The van Groenwegels never run.’ 

‘Of course not. In ’66 Father and Uncle Laurens and Grandfather 
beat Major Scott and Ins Indians from Barbados.’ 

‘Yes. Thanks to Father and Grandfather and Aunt Susannah. Uncle 
Reinald was a coward. He sobbed and couldn’t handle the slaves in the 
bedrooms. It was Father who had to rush upstairs and thump them 
about. Grandfather told me that.* 

‘I don’t like the way you speak of Father, Hendrickje.’ 

‘We must always face the truth, Ignatius. No matter how unpleasant 
it might be sometimes.’ 

‘ But it hurts me when you speak of Father shghtingly . How can you 
say you Eke me and still do things to hurt me?’ 

She laughed. ‘I can like you and still hurt you. If we want to be rich 
and a power in the land we must be hard. It would be no use my liking 
you and then being soft and avoiding what is the truth. We can’t win 
out that way. We must both be hard. If 1 feel there is a defect in you I 
must tell you about it — and you must do the same to me. Never hesi- 
tate to point out my faults.’ 

‘But you have no faults. You’re clever — and you’re beautiful. There 
isn’t a thing I could say against you.’ 

‘I’m glad your worship of me is so complete, but it’s dangerous to 
imagine that I’m perfect. None of us is perfect. If you think and observe 
you’ll see that everybody, no matter how good they may seem, has a 
fault somewhere — a weakness. Look at Father and Mother. They art 
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the most perfect people I can think of— and yet I know their faults. 
Father is good and generous, but he shifts about in his decisions. One 
moment he’s thinking that the family pride is all that matters, and then 
another time he sneers at it and says it’s absurd and that Grandfather is 
filhng us up with ilarrow, bigoted ideas. That’s weak. A strong man is 
one who holds to one idea or policy and sticks to it.’ 

‘And where will such a policy get him?’ 

‘To the top. To the pinnacles, as Grandfather says. He’ll be a power. 
He’ll be able to sway people. Control their destinies.’ She was sitting 
up now, and her eyes were bright. She kept twining her fingers to- 
gether. ‘It’s the only way. You must be firm and steady in your out- 
look, and you must be hard and face the truth.’ 

‘I don’t want to be hard. I don’t want to cause people pain. I like 
painting and drawing and making things of beauty to please people.’ 

‘I like that, too — but as a side-line. So long as it doesn’t get in the way 
of my attaining to power I won’t mind.’ She looked at him. ‘You must 
try to remember, Ignatius, that the main tiling is the family. Every- 
thing should be secondary to the family — even our personal feelings.’ 

He shook his head. ‘ I can’t see it that way. To me the most important 
thing is being happy painting pictures. I prefer to leave the family to 
take care of itself.’ 

She stroked his hair. ‘Yes, I’ve realized that. But it doesn’t matter. 1 
will see after the family. You paint and draw. We’ll have to be like 
Aui>t Susannah. ^Auht Susannah manages her husband. Uncle Karl. She 
made him what he is. But for her he would still have been up tlie Maza- 
runi struggling along. Now they arc botli rich people — one of the 
richest families in Suriname. We’re going to be like that — but we’ll go 
to Bcrbice. Berbice is going to be a flourishing colony. I listen to 
Grandfather and Commandeur Beekman and Father when they get 
talking, and I can sec it. Essequibo won’t last. But Berbice will go 
far.’ 

‘You mean, when we’re married you want us to go and live in Ber- 
bice by ourselves?’ 

‘Yes, I’m going to get Father to purchase us a plantation there. He 
knows influential people who can arrange it with the van Peeres. We’ll 
live in Berbice and start a branch of the family there. We must establish 
ourselves everywhere. Aert can remain here and carry on, but the two 
of us will go to Berbice. And perhaps when we have cliildren we can 
send one of our sons to Suriname to start another branch of the family 
there. We must spread and become powerful, Ignatius.’ 
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He said quietly: ‘Sometimes you frighten me, Hendrickje. Some- 
times I can’t believe you’re only two years older than L’ 

After a silence she said: ‘If course there’s the present. Those French- 
men. If they raid us here it would put my plans out badly.’ 

‘But I hear the French hardly have any navy to speak of.’ 

‘That’s so, but there are many privateers in Cayenne. They settled 
there three years ago — in ’86, and Commandeur Beekman thinks they 
might^et active again.’ 

‘Kyk-over-al is strong, though. There are forty men there now.’ 

‘In 1666 everybody thought Kyk-over-al too strong even to be 
attacked.’ 

A few months later a ship arrived with news. Suriname had been bom- 
barded by a corsair called du Casse. Laurens came over from Kyk- 
over-al, where, he had been on a visit to Commandeur Beekman, and 
told them about it. 

‘Du Casse and his ships arrived off Paramaribo on the sixth of this 
month. ^ He had nine vessels and they bombarded the fort for three 
days, but were beaten oft. One vessel went aground and our men cap- 
tured it with all aboard. There were a hundred and eighty-four men on 
it. But Captain Meist thinks that du Casse is making for Berbice.’ 

‘For Berbice!’ exclaimed Hendrickje. 

‘ Why the amazement?’ her father asked. 

‘Nothing,’ she said quietly. Only Ignatius kncw^wliy she was 
dismayed. 

‘I doubt whether Commandeur de Peer in Berbice can stand up to an 
attack. This is going to be the end of Berbice, I’m afraid.’ 

Katrina looked troubled. Later that day, when she was in the south- 
eastern room with Laurens, she said: ‘What will happen if they attack 
us here, Laurens? Do you think we could beat them off as Suriname 

did?’ 

‘Yes, we’re strong. We can stand up to them. Beckman isn’t worried 
about that. What’s worrying liini is the Pomeroon. As you know, he 
doesn’t get along very well with Commandeur de Jonge of Pomeroon, 
and he thinks Pomeroon may be attacked. If it is it will go under, for 
.the fort isn’t strong. That will mean that de Jonge will retreat up here 
and Beckman will be burdened with him. He’s a most overbearing 
fellow, de Jonge. I myself could never tolerate liim when he used to be 
in these parts.’ 

^ 6ch of May 1689. 
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‘I coiild never understand what the trouble with de Jonge was about/ 

‘He was on a visit in Holland, and it appears he spoke to the Directors 
of the Company and persuaded them to let him re-estabhsh the 
Pomeroon. The Directors fell in with liis plan and appointed him 
Commandeur of Bomeroon. That was in April 1686 — three years ago. 
De Jonge came back, and Beckman gave him one or two soldiers, two 
cannon and some slaves, and de Jonge went off to Pomeroon and got 
things going. De Jonge feels that the lower reaches of the rivers are 
more fertile than the upper. Beekman feels the opposite.* 

‘And do you think Beekman is right?* 

He shrugged. ‘Personally, I wouldn’t Hke to give a definite opinion, 
De Jonge may be right, in a way, but Beckman’s ideas for developing 
the interior are good. We have so much rich territory unexploited up 
here. Why should we concentrate on the coast alone? And yet, on the 
other hand, the coast has the advantage of being nearer to the sea and 
thus being more convenient for shipping away our produce. But I be- 
lieve in Beekman. Beekman has done a lot for this colony since he 
came, and he could have done more if the Directors hadn’t been so 
mean. His ideas are too advanced for the Company. Look what he 
suggested the other day. He told them he would hke permission to 
build another fort on Flag Island further down the river, and he actually 
started building it. But what! The Directors sent out and said that they 
could not agree to support two forts. It would be too expensive. And 
Beaman wanted fo open the colony to settlers of all nations and to 
start regular trade with the Indians on the Orinoco — but the Directors 
sat on that, too. Then, of course, Beekman feels shghted that the 
Directors should have fallen in with de Jonge’s project to re-estabhsh 
the Pomeroon. Beekman feels that if even they did agree with de Jonge 
that the Pomeroon should be reopened, they should have appointed 
him, Beekman, Commandeur of Pomeroon as well. That was how it 
was in Grandfather’s time. Grandfather governed both colonies. An- 
other thing is that de Jonge, in the past three years, has been making a 
mess of the project to resettle the Pomeroon. His expenditure exceeds 
his revenue by far, and Beckman has more than once advised the 
Directors to abandon the settlements there. De Jonge is furious because 
Beekman dared to try to influence the Directors against him. The last 
time he came here he abused Beckman. I was present myself. And what 
increases the friction is that when settlers come out from Holland they 
have to come here tb Kyk-over-al first, we being the more important 
trading centre — and Beekman takes advantage of this to persuade them 
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to remain in Essequibo and not go on to the Pomcroon. Many settlers 
de Jonge has looked out for have never turned up. Beekman enticed 
them to remain here. You can just visuahze now what’s going to 
happen if de Jonge is forced to come up here as a refugee. Beekman 
will have to put him up at the fort, and life won’t be easy for either of 
them on the island there.’ 

By a^jTcmarkable coincidence, de Jonge arrived that very afternoon. 
Aert brought them the news. He came in and said: ‘Father, a boat has 
just arrived from Pomeroon. Commandeur de Jonge has come with 
some other people. The French have raided the Pomeroon.’ 

‘And only this morning your mother and I were discussing the possi- 
bihty of such a tiling. I must go over at once and hear the facts.’ 

When he returned, Laurens told them: ‘It’s true. But it wasn’t du 
Casse who attacked them. It was some other fellow — a French pirate. 
They don't seem to know liis name.* 

‘But do you mean. Father,’ said Hendrickje, ‘that de Jonge has left 
the plantations beliind to be plundered? He didn’t fight?’ 

‘What else could he do? The fort up there was no good. It was ex- 
pected that if he was attacked he would have to retreat. Beckman is ex- 
tremely unhappy about it. And de Jonge, as usual, is in a surly mood. 
You should have heard liim swearing. He even swore at Predicant 
Heynens!’^ 

The next day Willem was down in the tent-boat. 

‘There must be no panic, van Groenwcgcls,’ he told them. ‘If any 
pirates come tliis way we know what to do. We stand up and fight — as 
we fought in ’66.’ 

They were gathered in the sitting-room, and Willem, a shortish, bull- 
hke, aggressive figure, grey-bearded and flasliing-cycd, jerked liis head 
around as he looked from one to the other of them. 

‘Did you all hear me? We fight!’ A sudden mischievous twinkle came 
into liis eyes. ‘Now, who is with me? Hendrickje baby-pet! Are you 
with your grandfather? Do you fight with grandfather?’ 

‘To the death. Grandfather,’ Hendrickje smiled. But despite the 
smile, they could see that she was solemnly in earnest. She stood near a 
deal table, tall and shm and freckled, calm and with poise, her gaze 
steady. 

^ Beekman inveigled the Directors into sending him out in 1688. He was the 
first Predicant to come to the colony. 

153 



Children of Kaywana 

‘1*11 fight to the last breath,’ she said. ‘The van Groenwegels never 
run.' 

Willem barked an oath. He strode up to her and hugged her. ‘ See 
that! Laurens! Did you hear your daughter? Her great-grandmother’s 
blood. Strong in her. Fire-blood, by God! This is Kaywana speaking.’ 

‘I will fight, too, Grandfather,’ said Aert. Aert who was olive and 
black-haired and brown-eyed at fifteen. 

Willem nodded and waved his arms about. ‘I know you’ll fight, my 
boy. You don’t have to mention it. Can’t stop the blood from showing. 
What’s in you must come out.’ He began to strut up and down, patting 
them and grunting and chuckling. ‘You my little Gertruyt! You’ll 
fight, too. I can see it in your eyes. Fire. Fire in your eyes ! And you, 
Karl! And you, Rosa! Fighters — every one of you!’ 

He guffawed loudly and shook his fist at an unseen enemy. ‘Let them 
come. We’re ready for them. What’s our motto? Tell me our motto!’ 

‘The van Groenwegels never run,’ chanted Hendrickjc and Aert and 
Rosa in a solemn chorus. 

‘That’s it. That’s it.’ There was moisture in Willem’s eyes. 

Laurens shifted uncomfortably. 

Katrina smiled quietly. She was seated in a big arm-chair, looking 
very composed. 

By a window that looked out on the cane-fields, Ignatius leaned, 
fumbling with the front of his coat. He glanced from his grandfather to 
Hendrickjc in an irfesolute manner, perplexed and troubled. 

His sisters, the twins, Octavia and Luise, sat on the floor not far from 
him, writing Greek characters in copy-books for Mynheer Heytmeyer. 
They did not seem to be interested in Willem. 

Later that day Laurens thought; I notice that Father didn’t give any 
attention to Reinald’s children. It isn’t the first time, either. I’ve seen 
instances of it before. He secretly despises Reinald. He considers Mother 
and Reinald weak links in the family chain, and he must feel that Igna- 
tius and the twins arc going to be soft, too. Sometimes I’m a little sorry 
for Ignatius. He seems to live in a dream-state of his own. His painting 
absorbs him. It puzzles me why Hendrickjc should have become so 
attached to him. They’re so completely different from each other — such 
distinct opposites. Or perhaps that’s the reason. He is weak; she is 
strong. Her attitude toward him always impresses me as being that of a 
protector. More and more that girl disturbs me. Hendrik Rol predicted 
right. She’s no ordinaty child. 
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IV 

A few days later more news came. Berbice had been attacked. Du Casse 
and liis corsairs had plundered several plantations, and Commandeur de 
Peer had been compelled to call a truce. Beckman told Laurens: ‘The 
situation looks grave, van Groenwcgcl. Dc Peer has promised tliis cut- 
throat Prenchman a ransom of twenty thousand guilders. He’s given 
him d draft on the Patroons, though I understand that the Governor of 
Suriname has taken a hand in the matter. They hold a hundred and 
eighty-four of du Casse’s men in Suriname. The sum will probably be 
reduced.’^ 

Laurens nodded. ‘Father is preparing for an attack. He’s brought 
down muskets and powder and shot. I have it stored away in readiness.’ 

Beekn^an diuc-kled. 'That hot-headed old fatlier of yours. He really 
believes he can stand up to tlicm, docs be?* 

‘Father is a fanatic where the family pride is involved. It’s absurd, but 
sometimes I’m inclined to agree W'ith liim. We fought in 1666 and won, 
and I don’t see why s Wouldn’t do it again. Of course, conditions are 
different now. If raiders came here my lioiise over there would be 
exposed to cannon-fire.’ 

Beekman regarded him. ‘But you’d still fight?’ 

‘Oh, most assuredly,’ Laurens said. He stiffened automatically. ‘If we 
all have to go down, Beckman. If we all have to perish* We never run. 
It’s our motto.’ 

‘I know. The van Groenwegels never run.’ Beckman smiled. ‘You’re 
a remarkable family. I’ve always thought so. Fighter-blood, your 
father calls it. Fire-blood. Anyway, I wish you luck. Personally, I feel 
confident my men can hold out against anytliing. They won’t get past 
this island as easily as they might think.’ 

‘By the way, how is your friend, de Jongc, faring?’ 

‘He’s down with a slight fever. Just as arrogant and intolerable as 
ever.’ He looked thoughtful, ‘I have a feeling, van Grocnwegel, that I 
won’t be here as Commaiicicur much longer. I’ll tell you this in con- 
fidence. I’ve heard on good authority that de Jonge has written several 
poisonous letters to the Directors against me. He’s told them about tliat 
plantation of mine up the river, and, of course, as you know, strictly 
speaking, it’s a breach of the Articled Letter issued when the new com- 
pany was formed in ’74. Oh, he* s been telHng them a host of tales about 
' Du Casse eventually got 6,000 guilders and a few hogshead of sugar. 
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me. He’s accused me of extravagance — a deadly sin in the eyes of the 
Directors. And this question of Indian slaves. It appears that one or two 
rogues have been taking hold of Indians up the river and conveying 
them to Berbice as slaves. It’s a thing I can’t stop. I do my best, but I am 
not God. That’s ai\other of my sins — ^negligence in not guarding the 
monopoly the Company holds in the African slave trade. But I’m get- 
ting indifferent. I’ve done my best, and I get nothing but curses for my 
trouble. And for a salary of sixty guilders a month! It isn’t worth it!’ 

‘Hendrik Rol got tliirty when he first came, poor fellow — though 
later they did raise it to fifty.’ 

Laurens returned home in a pensive, gloomy mood. 

No attack came, however. The year passed without event, and the fear 
and tension died down. Early in the next year death came to Griselda. 
It was a heart-attack, Reinald pronounced. He wagged his head and 
told Laurens: ‘I knew it would happen one day. I warned her. This is 
the last thread — the last golden thread Atropos has cut. Now the world 
is a barren place for me. An empty, barren desert.’ 

Neither Laurens nor Willem made any comment. Willem was quiet 
and solemn-faced. He hardly spoke, not even when people sympa- 
thized. Hendrickje said of him, the day after the burial, when she and 
Ignatius were in a corial on the little creek at the back of the plantation: 
‘The shock of it affected him more than anything else. His grief won’t 
last long. You ipust ^respect a person before you can grieve over their 
death, and he didn’t respect her.’ 

Ignatius said nothing. He wielded the paddle automatically, his dark- 
blue eyes on the black water. 

‘Uncle Reinald will feel it hardest. He and Grandmother were so 
attached. I won’t be surprised if he goes off suddenly, too.’ 

‘Sometimes I wonder if you have a heart, Hendrickje.’ 

‘If I hadn’t one I’d have stopped being friendly with you a long time 
ago, Ignatius.’ 

He said nothing. 

‘It’s only because I have a genuine affection for you that I go on 
being close to you. We have nothing in common.’ 

‘I thought it was because you wanted to marry me to keep the blood 
topther that you still hold to me.’ 

‘That’s true. But apart from that. I’ve come to feel very tender to- 
ward you. I couldn’t d© without you now.’ She glanced at him. ‘Could 
you do without me?’ 
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‘No,’ he said. 

After a silence she said: ‘You’re so young, Ignatius. I feel at times I’m 
doing wrong in talking to you about love and marriage. And you’re so 
sensitive. That day when Grandfather came — the day when we thought 
we were going to be attacked — I kept watching your face. You were 
standing by the window. You woulcfn’t have known it, but I felt sorry 
for you then. Grandfather never noticed you. He asked us all if we 
would fight with him — but he didn’t ask you.’ 

‘I khow. He thinks me soft — like Father.’ 

‘He’s not wrong. You are soft. Painting and sketching. Uncle Rein- 
aid, in liis day, was the same — only with him it was Greek and Latin and 
that tutor whom Father once called a monkey — Mynheer Queseda. 
Those were Uncle Reinald’s obsessions. He lost himself in books — and 
now you’re losing yourself in painting pictures.’ She stretched forward 
and stroked the brick of liis head. ‘But you mustn’t mind. I’ll look after 
you all your hfe. I’ll see that you’re happy and have all the painting you 
want.’ 

He said nothing. 

‘Often I’m afraid jf hurting you irrevocably with my candour. 
Whenever I hurt you even slightly I feel hurt myself. I find myself 
wanting to cry. I have to fight hard to stop myself from crying, because 
that would be soft — and at all costs I must eschew softness. I have to be 
hard for us both. Hard so that I can see us through to the top. Hard so 
that I can bring up our children hard and make them fonscious of our 
blood and the power in us.’ Her voice trembled, and her grey-green 
eyes were very bright and wide. 

Later that year another death occurred in the family. Laurens’ Karl. 
Karl and Gertruyt fell ill with dysentery, and Karl died. He was four 
years old and the youngest. Willem was depressed for weeks. ‘I had 
hopes for that little fellow,’ he said. ‘He had something in him. He 
would have been a credit to us, I’m sure.’ 

After the burial Katrina said to Laurens: ‘I don’t beUeve in any 
Christian God, Laurens. Tha^ Predicant and his Bible talk — I don’t Uke 
him. He tells us about God’s love and God’s wrath, but he can’t explain 
why God should want to kill off our little Karl who has harmed no one. 
If He is a God of love, why should He want to kill off Karl?’ 

‘Religion is a hoax, Katrina,’ said Laurens. ‘Don’t trouble about it. 
Life is a bhnd scheme — no one will convince me it isn’t. But the best 
policy is not to tlaink about it at all. Let’s live and do our best to be 
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generous and considerate of others. Let the Predicants take care of their 
God and their churches.’ 

Hendrickjc, who overheard what they had said, told Ignatius later: 
‘I believe as Father does. God is nonsense. Life is blind. We simply live 
from day to day, and we have children, and the children grow up and 
have more children, and perhaps an old person dies or perhaps a young 
person or a cliild. Grandmother died a few months ago — and now it’s 
Karl’ 

‘And he was such a beautiful fellow. I wanted to do a sketch of him, 
but somehow I always put it off.’ 

‘He would have carried on the name. Why couldn’t Gertruyt have 
died instead!’ 

‘How can you say that, Hendrickje! Poor Gertruyt! She’s so sweet 
and friendly. I couldn’t imagine her dead.’ 

‘But she might have died, too. It’s merely her luck that she recovered 
and Karl’s bad luck that he went under. It’s sheer chance. People get 
born and die anyhow. Look what happens when a war or a raid comes 
on. Soldiers and people get killed off whether they’re good or bad. If 
there were a God who really guided life and cared what happened to 
the good people, He wouldn’t allow things to go on haphazardly. He 
would arrange it so that the evil people got wiped out and the good 
people lived on to an old age in happiness. And look what happened a 
week or two ago! The Directors have dismissed Commandeur Beck- 
man.^ A good ipaniike that who was doing so much for the colony — 
and just because de Jonge has told tales against liim he’s dismissed. Why 
did God allow that to happen? I’ll never bother about religion. I agree 
with Father. It’s a hoax, and I’ll teach our children to have nothing to 
do with it.’ 

He nodded. ‘I agree with that. It does seem silly. I think the Greeks 
were much more sensible. They loved art and conversation and kept 
their mythology in its place. They didn’t let it influence their lives as 
Christians try to make their Bible stories influence theirs.’ 

V 

The day after her twenty-first birthday Hendrickje said to her father: 
‘I want to tell you something very important, Father. Can we go 
upstairs?’ 


^ Beckman received his dismissal on 30th October 1690. 
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‘Certainly, my girl/ Laurens smiled. ‘I suppose there is no objection 
to your mother being present, is there?’ 

‘None at all,’ she said. She had a stately bearing at twenty-one, and 
was taller than her father: five feet eight. 

Laurens found that nowadays he could not look her straight in the 
eyes without wanting to turn aside liis gaze. There’s power in her, he 
told himself A strange force that awes me. Sometimes I marvel that it’s 
I who have produced her. Hendrik was right. She has character. She 
exudbs something magnificent. She’s got beyond us. 

Willem thought so, too. Willem told her one day: ‘You should have 
been a man, Hendrickje. Yes, by God! You’re the personification of old 
Adriansen and Kaywana. But man or woman, 1 beheve you’re going to 
do big things for us. You have the right spirit.’ 

To her younger brother and sisters and her cousins she was a heroine. 
They consulted her about everything. Her ruling in any argument was 
final. Even the one or two children ot the other planters with whom 
they were friendly, and the Predicant’s children, looked up to her as a 
superior person. They asked her advice, and when she scolded them or 
cautioned them they ^oo]: it for granted that she was right and qualified 
to speak. 

Katrina was sitting in the large arm-chair by one of the southern 
windows when Hendrickje and Laurens came in. She did not show sur- 
prise. She was mending clothes, and merely glanced up and smiled 
slightly. 

Laurens seated liimself by an eastern wdndow and lit his pipe, and 
Hendrickje leaned casually against the bed-post, at complete ease, tall 
and elegant in her long dress. She might have been a seasoned woman of 
the world who had arrived from France or Holland with the last ship. 
... It must be her poise that makes her seem so awesome, Laurens told 
himself, beginning to puff at his pipe. 1 wonder what it is she wants to 
talk to me about. Aert perhaps. Father was telling me last week that she 
suggested that Aert should go up the Mazariini and learn about the 
plantation there because one day he would have to take charge. I won- 
der if it’s that she wants to discuss. Father takes her too seriously. He’s 
getting her conceited. . . . 

‘Is it what you were talking to Grandfather about a few days ago you 
want to bring up now?’ 

‘You mean about Aert going up to get familiar with the plantation? 
Yes, that’s one of the things I wanted to discuss with you,’ she nodded. 
She moved away from the bed and crossed the room to a southern 
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window where she could view them both without having to turn her 
head. 

She has a sense of drama, thought Laurens, and she carries ofFher airs 
well. The way she walked across the room was good. iVe never been to 
Europe, but it mu^ be like that these actresses walk across the stage. 
And she’s biding her time to talk. She won’t blurt it out as she might 
have done a few years ago. I’m proud of her, I must admit — yet she 
does disturb me. Her aloofness annoys me, too. 

‘Don’t you think it a good plan, Father? Grandfather won’t live for 
ever — and Uncle Reinald knows absolutely notliing about planting. 
He does httlc medical work nowadays, and hardly meets anybody. He’s 
out of touch with everything. Just reads all day in his study. The plan- 
tation up there would be in chaos if Grandfather died suddenly.’ 

‘Grandfather won’t die suddenly,’ he smiled. ‘He’s a tough soldier. 
He’ll live to Great-grandfather’s age, you hear what I say.’ 

‘He was complaining of dizziness in liis head a few days ago. Those 
wer.e the symtoms Mynheer dc Graaf experienced shortly before he 
died. He was three years younger than Grandfather and seemed perfectly 
fit.’ 

‘But Aert is an efficient overseer on this plantation. And in any case, 
don’t you think it would be fitting that Ignatius should take over when 
Grandfather dies? That is really his home.’ 

‘I was expecting you to say that.’ Her tone was even, unflustered. It 
ma4e him nervous. ‘That brings us to another matter I wanted to dis- 
cuss with you. Ignatius has no planting ability. He paints, and that is 
about all he can do well. He will never make a good manager for the 
Mazaruni plantation. Grandfather agrees with me ’ 

‘Is there anything he doesn’t agree with you on?’ 

‘As a rule, we see very much alike.’ She was examining her nails — 
idly and with an affected insouciance. ‘Ignatius’ temperament won’t 
allow him to be a successful planter. He’s the sort of person who must 
have a wife to take care of him and manage him, and that’s why I told 
him — since I was fifteen — that one day I would marry him.’ 

It was very dull of me not to have suspected that it was this she 
wanted to talk to me about. . . . Laurens took his pipe from his mouth. 

Katrina stopped sewing and looked at Hendrickje. 

‘You want to marry him, Hendrickje?’ said Katrina. She glanced at 
her husband. ‘Laurens, I told you she was serious, didn’t I? You said it 
would fizzle out, tha*t they were like brother and sister now. But I 
could sec what you could not.’ 
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* Since you were fifteen you told him this, Hendrickje?* 

‘ Since I was fifteen, Father. He was thirteen.’ 

Laurens was silent. 

‘I knew this was coming,’ said Katrina. 

‘But it’s not going to happen,’ said Laurens. His beard came out 
aggressively — Hke Willem’s when Willem was going to say something 
forceful. ‘Not that boy. No, Hendrickje. I won’t hear of it.’ 

‘^Yhat are your objections?’ 

‘I don’t beheve in in-breeding — and he won’t make you a proper 
husband. He’s a dreamer. He won’t make a man of himself.’ He felt a 
little foolish, rcahzing that he was speaking without thought — repeat- 
ing ideas that had played about in liis thoughts oif and on during the 
past few years. ‘There are other young men,’ he went on in a loud 
voice, avoiding her gaze. ‘Jan Roosen and Hendrik Blankcnburg. I’ve 
heard they L^.»di very much attracted to you.’ 

‘But what if I’m noi attracted to them?’ 

‘Nonsense! What are you trying to tell me? That you’re attracted to 
that artistic young stripling?’ 

‘It happens that I an. 

‘But how — but I don’t understand that. Your outlook is so entirely 
different. It’s absurd.’ 

‘I know. I know just how weak he is. I’m not blindly in love 'wdth 
him. I love liim despite liis defects.’ 

‘And is he in love with you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

He uttered a snort. ‘It strikes me that you must have done the pro- 
posing. You’re a most unusual girl. 1 can’t fathom you. Often I don’t 
feel you’re a daughter of mine. When I speak to you sometimes I feel 
I’m speaking to a strange woman who liappened to enter the house by 
accident.’ 

‘Everybody tliiiiks me strange and precocious. I can’t help how I was 
made. Father, there is another matter I want to bring up in relation to 
my marrying Ignatius. I’ve spoken to Grandfatlier about it already, 
though I asked him not to mention it to you. I’d like to go to Berbice 
and settle there on a pl.antation of my own, and Grandfather thinks that 
he’ll be able to purchase one near Fort Nassau.’ 

‘A plantation in Berbice! What’s this now?’ 

‘Hendrickje, my child, you want to leave us?' 

‘Yes, Mother. I want to start a branch of the family in Berbice. The 
prospects are good there, despite the raid a few years ago. Our family 
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can only become powerful if we spread. In time, I shall send a son of 
mine to Suriname, and perhaps one to Cayenne. Tm determined that 
we must be the most powerful and influential family along the whole 
Wild Coast. We can do it. We have it in us to do it.’ 

‘But, Hendrickje baby, I don’t understand. You speak so — so big. So 
big and wise. How do you come to have such plans? You a girl — who 
taught you such things, baby?’ 

Hendrickje smiled. ‘No one taught me. Mother. I think, and I 
observe. I have some vision, and I can plan far ahead.’ 

Laurens, frowning out at the river, thought: Tliis is a critical moment. 
If I don’t assert myself now and let her see that my will is as strong as 
hers she won’t respect me. She’ll for ever after hold me in contempt. 
She’s subversive. She has got too big for herself. She wants to elect her- 
self a sort of family matriarch, and overturn our way of Hfe. She must 
be curbed. 

Katrina asked: ‘Hendrickje, have you told Grandfather about your 
wanting to marry Ignatius?’ 

‘I have.’ 

‘And what docs he think?’ 

‘He doesn’t hke Ignatius as a husband for me, but when I told liim 
that I’m aware how weak Ignatius is and that my idea in marrying him 
is to keep the blood intact and to carry on the name in Berbicc, he said 
that he could see with me. He has confidence in me and feels I’ll make 
a good manager for any plantation — and for any husband.’ 

Laurens flashed her a look. ‘Young woman, you’re too calculating. 
You’re too cold. Cold and rutliless. Even for a man it would be bad — but 
for a woman !’ He rose in his agitation. ‘ I can hardly credit that you are my 
flesh and blood. Sometimes I get the feehng that I’ve produced a monster.’ 

‘I have no doubt that is the impression many people have — that I’m 
a monster, that I’m cold and without sentiment. In a way, they may be 
nght, too, but I can’t help how I was fashioned, can I?’ 

Katrina stared at her. 

Laurens paced for a while, then resumed his seat. 

‘You haven’t given me a definite reply. Father.’ 

‘Haven’t I? Well, I’ll give it to you now. I refuse to hear of your 
marrying your cousin, and I consider your going to Berbice preposter- 
ous. I disapprove of both schemes — definitely.* 

He found that he could not look in her direction as he spoke. Resent- 
ment rose up in him. In tliis instant he hated her. He felt distracted and 
frustrated. Her serenity infuriated him. 
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As he refilled his pipe he told himself that perhaps time had not 
passed. Perhaps he was still twenty-one and alone in this room. In the 
next room Hannah and Katrina were whispering about him and telling 
each other that he was too shy to call one of them in to sleep with him. 

. . . Over at Kyk-over-al Hendrik Rol is chatting with the Captain of 
the troops or the Secretary. They’re discussing van Berkel’s coming 
visit to decide that the Abary Creek should mark the boundary bc- 
tv^cn the Essequibo-Dcmcrary territory and Berbice. . . . Yes, I’m not 
fofty-three. There isn’t a pair cf cold grey-green eyes staring at me and 
making me feel like a boy of six or a frightened puppy. It’s my 
imagination. . . .’ 

Ts that absolutely final, Father?’ 

‘Absolutely final,’ he said, feeling like a coward as he said it; feeling 
afraid of her eyes watching liim. He felt the inclination to turn liis head 
quickly ai:u say T didn’t mean that. I’ll consider it, my girl. I’ll think it 
over. Your grandbalicr and 1 will talk it over.’ He ought to say that, 
but he could not. A hard rock of pride checked him. She might have 
been Hannah — Hannah attempting to be familiar with him. Hannah a 
mere slave smiling’ aiiJ speaking to him as 
liis equal. . . . 

She deems herself my superior in intelligence — and will. I can sense 
it. She thinks she only has to fix her gaze on me and I’ll wilt and agree 
to her proposals. But I’m her sire. I’m her creator, by God! When she 
respects me and learns that I can be as determined a^d resolute as she, 
then perhaps 1 shall come to terms with her. 1 won’t tolerate this chilly, 
superior attitude of hers. Some instinct tells me I must resist her — even 
against reason. Though it may seem narrow and bigoted, I must hold 
to what I feel in the matter and refuse to shifi. It’s the only way to make 
her humble. It’s the only way to curb this monstrous conceit of hers. . . . 

‘Father, 1 hope you won’t say afterwards that I didn’t discuss it with 
you and ask your permission.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘I mean. I’ve given you a fair chance to think it over. I had hoped 
that, at least, you would \jc willing to consider it.’ 

‘What you mean, Hendrickje,’ he said, ‘is that you think us so much 
beneath you in intelligence and breadth of outlook that you merely 
have to broach a subject when it goes without saying we’ll fall down 
before you and concur, and say how clever you are. You’re too inflated 
with yourself.’ 

‘Why indulge in a criticism of my character? That’s evading the 
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issue. The matter under discussion is my proposed marriage to Ignatius 

and my plan to settle in Berbice ’ 

‘Get out of here! Get out!’ He rose and pointed at the door. ‘Get out 
before I throw you out!* 

‘Laurens!’ 

Hendrickje smiled. 

‘Don’t smile hke that! Stop it! I’ll kill you, you imperious httle 
reptile! Out of here! Out!’ 

She began to move across the room — calmly, with ease and elegance. 
He could not stand it. He rushed at her and slapped her face, grasped 
her by the shoulder and shook her. 

‘Father! Are you mad?’ 

Abruptly the fury left him. He returned to his chair by the window. 
Hendrickje stared after liim with incredulity. 

‘He struck me, Mother. Did you see?’ 

Katrina, who had risen, told her to leave the room. In a soft, frightened 
voice, her face pale. 

‘I thought he wouldn’t Uke the idea,’ said Willem, the following day. 
‘As I told you, my girl, I don’t, either. But you don’t strike me as being 
a fool. I do believe you’ll handle that boy fittingly if you two get to- 
gether on the Berbice.’ 

Willem was very. wrinkled these days. The brown had gone from 
his beard and frem the hair on his head. He was getting old in spirit, 
too; the fire was leaving liim. 

‘Grandfather, what I want to know is this: Will you still proceed 
with the deal? Will you still continue negotiations to purchase the 
plantation you told me of in Berbice?’ 

‘ I could. I could. See no reason why I shouldn’t. Property is property. 
It would be no harm acquiring a plantation over there.’ He gave her a 
doubtful glance. ‘What’s in your head, my girl? How do you propose 
to alter your father’s decision? He’s stubborn. I didn’t want him to 
marry your mother, but he held out. He surprised me, Laurens. Deep. 
Appears mild on the surface, but he possesses subtle under-currents.’ 

‘He puzzled me yesterday. He did a thing I should never have ex- 
pected of him. He attacked me — struck me across my face and shook 
me.’ 

Willem grunted. ‘You must have roused him. I remember that day 
of the raid in ’66. He went mad. He shot one of our slaves — ^in this very 

room/ 
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‘You’ve told me about it. Grandfather, can I depend upon you, then? 
You’ll go through with the deal? You’ll get this plantation?’ 

‘Certainly. It’s as good as ours already. Just a matter of writing 
Angelica at Fort Nassau. I’ll do it to-day.’ 

VI 

Far^up the Httle creek that ran aback of the plantation on the Essequibo 
there was a small clearing where Hendrickje and Ignatius had often sat 
and picnicked. It was lonely here, and the only sounds were the crack- 
ling of lizards amid the vines and undergrowth of the jungle and the 
sucking gurgle of the black water against the bank. Bamboos and 
cookerit and awara and rnanicole palms made a gloom in the clearing. It 
was cool. 

‘To-day/ Hendrickje told him, ‘I have somctliing important to talk 
to you about. Perhaps*, she went on, ‘you’ve forgotten, but years ago 
when I first told you about our getting married you asked what would 
happen if Father refused to consent, and I think I replied that I knew of 
a way of overcome g liiat problem. Do you remember?’ 

‘I can’t say I do. 

‘Ignatius, dear, don’t look so depressed. There’s notliing to be wor- 
ried about.’ 

‘I feel distracted. Last night I hardly slept.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘I asked Father about our getting married, as you suggested, but he 
wouldn’t hear of it. He quoted Latin at me. Virgil. He even forgot 
what I was talking about. I had to keep reminding him. Oh, it’s 
terrible.’ 

‘What were his objections?’ 

‘In-breeding. He said somctliing vaguely about it’s not being good.’ 

<T ’ 

I see. 

‘You speak in such a matter-of-fact tone. I wish I could. You don’t 
know how desperately I want yon, Hendrickje. I’d die for you. With 
me, it’s not just a matter oi keeping the blood together. I really want to 
marry you. I want you for yourself. I want you because I love you — not 
because I love the family name.’ 

‘That bitter note again. Poor boy.’ She rested her head in his lap, put 
up her hand and stroked his check, her eyes affectionate. ‘I understand 
how you feel, dear, but if you lose your head, if you let sentiment get 
the better of your reason, w^’ll be defeated. My manner only seems 
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hard, but under it I’m just as anxious as you, just as desperately eager to 
be together with you. It’s because I want us to win out that I have to 
assume a cold and matter-of-fact manner. Kiss me.’ 

He did it as though it were the last thing he would do in his life. She 
held his hand and slipped it down into her bosom, but he withdrew it, 
gasping: ‘I’ve told you I can’t touch you there. I couldn’t stand it, 
Hendrickje. It would mean trouble.’ 

‘Now it wouldn’t be trouble.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘It’s what I wanted to talk to you about. To-day must be different 
from the other days wc’vc come here.’ 

‘Different?’ 

She said nothing. She took liis hand again and sHpped it down into 
her bosom. Rippled it across her breasts. She had worn very light 
clothing, and he began to be aware of this for the first time; it made 
him tremble a little. When she drew down her bodice and the garments 
beneath it, he asked her whether she had gone mad. Without a word, 
she pulled down his head and moved her body so that her breasts could 
rub against his cheeks. And after that, reason left them both. 

Later, when their breathing had quietened down, she murmured: 
‘You mustn’t look so troubled, my darhng. This is how I wanted it to 
happen.’ 

‘I feel Uke a beast. But you made me do it. You know it’s v/rong. It’s 
what I’ve alway^j wanted to avoid.’ 

‘I, too. But to-day I wanted it to happen. And to-morrow it will 
happen again. We’ll come here again to-morrow — and the day after 
and the day after. Don’t you see what my plan is now, Ignatius?’ 

‘Your plan?’ 

‘My plan. I thought of this since I was fifteen and you thirteen. I 
knew they might try to prevent us from marrying. But if I get preg- 
nant it may change their views. They couldn’t let me have a child by 
you and not let us get married.’ 

‘You mean, this — this is deUberate?’ 

‘That’s what I mean. Don’t look so distressed and astounded, Igna- 
tius.’ She drew his head down again. ‘Don‘t you see, dear? It’s the only 
way to force their hands. I didn’t like doing it like this, but Father has 
suddenly grown like a rock toward me. He hasn’t spoken to me for 
nearly a week — since that day he struck me. A stubbornness and resent- 
fulness have come info liis manner. He fears me, and seems to hate him- 
self for being afraid. He’s going through a battle with himself, and in a 
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way Tm sorry for him. At heart, he’s not as hard as he wants people to 
think he is. Nor am I as hard as people think me. It’s only when I know 
I must be hard and firm that I’m so. You don’t find me hard, do you? 
Tell me.’ 

‘Not when we’re here alone — but many other times, Hendrickje, I 
feel afraid of you. You’re cold and — and like a man. Your eyes stare 
and flash.’ 

She said notliing. 

They heard the water sucking at the bank. The scent of dead leaves 
rose dank around them, mingled with the delicate perfume of wild 
flowers — and with the perfume of lier body. There were tiny brown 
freckles on her throat and breasts, and on her shoulders and arms. 

‘I’m afraid, Hendrickje. Something tells me tliis won’t bring us any 
good. You sh'^uld never have let me do it.’ 

‘You musin’t worry. I’li protect you from them all. You must always 
have faith in me.’ She stroked his hair. She made murmuring, fond 
sounds, and he shut liis eyes, and Ins face lost its pained, anxious look. 
A quiet came upon him. 

Day after day they came here, and gradually he lost his sense of guilt. 
During the first week he was very worried. I le told her: ‘I believe Aert 
and Rosa suspect. They look at us very oddly now.’ She smiled and 
replied: ‘I would have known if they suspected. Why tlicy look at us as 
they do is because they sense that something is afoof between Father 
and myself. They’ve observed tliat he doesn’t say anything to me now, 
and they’ve guessed it must be because he disapproves ol our getting 
married. You mustn’t be afraid, Ignatius. So long as I’m with you they 
can’t do us any liarm. They’ll never separate us. Father is furious be- 
cause he knows my will is as strong as ^^is — perhaps stronger. It stings 
liis pride, and he resents it. But we’ll win. It’s a pity Father has taken 
this stand, because I like him. I respect him, even though he struck me 
last week — or, who knows, perhaps because he did; I believe most 
women, though they won’t admit it, have a deep respect for men who 
knock them about. Anyway, I mean to fight him to the last. He will 
have to give in.’ 

‘My conscience troubles me at night. 1 feel like a criminal. Taking 
your pure, fine body like this. It isn’t right. It’s immoral. We’re sinning 
— sinning against your beauty and your nobility.’ 

‘You ideahze me too much, darUng. I’m like any other woman so far 
as my body goes. What are beauty and nobihty? When we’re here to- 
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gcther I care nothing about such tilings. I like being with you physic- 
ally, and you like it. We both revel in it — and it’s natural and right that 
we should. Nature made us this way, so why should we form foohsh 
ideas about immorjihty? Let’s squeeze every ounce of pleasure out of 
it while we’re young and can enjoy it. Immorality was invented by 
religious and frustrated people whose one aim was to make life as 
difficult and bitter as possible. To such people all pleasure is sin — the 
utter fools!’ She sniffed. ‘They don’t realize that such an outlook is as 
good as condemning oneself to a sour old age of barren memories.’ 

After the third week she had driven the fear out of him — and the 
guilt. He even suggested that he should bring his canvas and easel and 
his paints and brushes and do a picture of her in the nude. 

‘That would be nice,’ she said, ‘but suppose they see the picture 
when we take it home. Luise is always hunting about among your can- 
vases. We don’t want them to discover what we come here for and 
ruin our plans. When we’re married will be time enough for that.’ 

‘You’re so warm, Hendrickje. Who would think you could be so 
chilly and rational at other times! I worship you more and more every 
day. When I paint you I’m going to call the picture “My Goddess’^ 
You’re the best goddess that ever existed.’ He hid his face in her hair. ‘I 
feel wild and despairful when I think that one day you’ll get old and 
die like everybody else. If only I could stop it. If only I could hold back 
time and keep you.hke tliis — keep us both like this — with the httle 
freckles on youriface and on your throat and your breasts. Oh, Hen- 
drickje, why is to-day going to fade? Why mu t it? Can’t we remain 
here always and not have to think about eating and other people? I love 
you so much I can hold you and melt away with you into the earth 
here or turn to water or leaves.’ 

When nearly a month had passed she told him: ‘Grandfather gave 
me some good news this morning when he came down. Of course, in 
• confidence. He’s bought the plantation in Berbicc — in my name. The 
deal has been completed. He got a latter from Angelica, the van Peerc 
agent at Fort Nassau who secs after the sale of private estates.’ 

But he was not interested. He shrugged and said: ‘I don’t care about 
plantations, Hendrickje. These days I’m living in a fairy-land. Every- 
thing is blue and green, or soft violets and reds, and you’re the colours 
and the fines and the whole composition. When I breathe I smell your 
hair, when I walk it!s as if I can feel your spirit trembling under my 
feet, when I’m asleep you’re all around me in the darkness and I can see 
your freckles when I’m falling off into a doze. Yesterday when I was 
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painting I felt you in the paint and in my brush as if— as if your smile 
and the colour in your eyes had fused together and I was using them. 
My hand grew weak and tender for a minute and I had to stop painting 
and look outside at the river. I felt I could have run upstairs and called 
you and not cared whether the others heard or what they said.' 

One night Katrina said: ‘Laurens, you shouldn’t treat Hendrickje as you 
do.t3.Y oil haven’t said a word to her since that day in here. She’s our 
child. Our first. You don’t love her any more?’ 

‘I don’t care to discuss Hendrickje, Katrina. My mood is too danger- 
ous.’ It was late, and they were in bed. 

‘I know. But please, for my sake. It’s hurting me. I don’t like to see 
you sitting alone staring over at the island. It makes me remember the 
days when I was a slave and used to be sorry for you when you were so 
shy to ask us to come in to you. Many days I would cry in secret when 
Hannah was downstairs in the kitchen and you were away in the fields.’ 

He said nothing. 

She stroked liis beard. ‘You’re just the same to me now. I still love 
you as much. Yo' must treat her well again, Laurens — for my sake. 
Talk to her. She is our first — the one we were so happy over because 
she was coming. Remember how hard it was raining when she was 
born? And remember that day when you first lay with me in bed? It 
rained heavily that day, too — and the coffee was on the desk that used 
to be there. A pity we had to throw away that desk, hvt it was so rotten. 
Are you listening, Laurens?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Laurens, I beheve you know what is happening.’ 

She felt the heaviness of him move beside her. 

‘You know, don’t yon?’ 

He said nothing. 

Outside, the insects kept up their cheeping and churring. There was 
moonlight, and the river shimmered whitely, wliispering against the 
bank. 

‘About Hendrickje — you know, don’t you, Laurens?’ 

‘I’m not such a fool as she imagines me to be, Katrina.’ 

‘I could see it in your face that you knew. It’s been going on for 
weeks now. They go up that httle creek aback of the plantation.’ 

He grunted. 

‘Laurens.’ 

‘Yes?’ 
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‘I don’t like you silent like this. It frightens me. It makes me think 
somctliing bad will happen.’ 

‘Don’t be fooHsh.’ 

‘How did you discover?’ 

‘I suspected that these daily excursions had an object — and one day I 
sent an Indian after them to find out and report.’ 

‘To spy on them? But that was not fair.’ 

‘Why should I have scruples if she has none?’ 

‘I’m sorry you did that. I love her, Laurens. She’s a fine child — and 
he, too. Such a soft, good boy. I think you should treat them well. Let 
them marry. They’re in love, Laurens. Like us — since that day with the 
rain and the wind. It hurts me that you should feel badly toward them.’ 

‘Don’t you realize what she’s trying to do? She’s trying to force my 
hand. She knows that if she becomes pregnant I’ll have to agree to her 
marrying liim. That’s wliat hurts me, Katrina. The calculating, schem- 
ing, deliberate way she goes about things. She has adopted an air of 
defiance toward me, and my pride can’t stand it. I won’t have a cliild of 
mine take up such a stand against me.’ 

‘No, you mustn’t look at it so. You felt the same about your father 
when you knew that he was against your marrying me. You said you 
would fight him to the end if he tried to stop you. You said you would 
show him you have the same fire that he has. Now how can you blame 
her if she says the same thing? She has fire, too — your fire. You put it 
into her. She you^ own flesh and blood. You should be proud that she 
show the same fight as you show when you her age. She good, fine 
girl, our baby. I proud of her.’ Her speech always suffered when she was 
deeply moved. 

They heard a loud knocking downstairs. 

‘Someone is knocking at the kitchen door.’ 

‘At tliis hour?’ He got out of bed. ‘Who can it be, I wonder?’ 

‘Laurens, wait for me. I’ll come with you. Don’t leave me in the 
dark. I feel somehow there is a jumbie in this room to-night.* 

‘Don’t be foolish. Stay where you are.’ 

The knocking sounded again. 

In the next room — the north-eastern room — where Hendrickje slept 
with Octavia and Luise, her cousins, there was a stirring. Presently the 
three of them came in, looking like ghosts as the bright moonlight 
struck in on their long wliitc night-gowns. 

Katrina lit the lamp on the deal table beside the bed — the table which 
had replaced Adriansen’s old desk. 
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A moment later Rosa and Gertruyt came in, too. 

‘I wonder if it could be a message from Grandfather,’ said Rosa. 
‘Perhaps Uncle Rcinald has taken ill.’ 

‘Or Grandfather himself,’ hazarded Gertruyt. 

‘Those giddy feelings he’s always getting.* 

Luise called at the door: ‘ Acrt! Ignatius! Aren’t you awake?’ 

‘What are you waking them for?’ said Hcndrickjc. 

They heard Laurens’ footsteps on the stairs. He came up and told 
them: ‘It’s Grandfather. He’s had a stroke. Uncle Rcinald has sent a 
message.’ 

‘I said it was Grandfather,’ murmured Gertruyt. 

‘Laurens, I told you I heard the death-bird before dinner.’ 

‘I’ll have to go up there now,’ Laurens frowned. ‘The slave is waiting 
in the corial' 

‘Uncle is eiuaid must be in a state,’ Rosa murmured. 

‘Father, may I come with you?’ asked Hcndrickjc. 

‘No.’ 

Hendrickje followed the others into the north-eastern room, and 
Katrina said quief^ to her husband: ‘Laurens, let her go with you. She 
is so attached to her grandfather. He will be glad to sec her.’ 

‘He’s not conscious. I don’t want her to conic with me.’ 

After he had gone the girls came into the south-eastern room again. 
Hendrickje seated herself in the big arm-chair near the southern win- 
dows, but Octavia and Luise sat on the bed with i^atrina. Rosa and 
Gertruyt posted themselves at one of the eastern windows, gazing out 
at the river, Rosa exclaiming over the moonlight. 

Octavia and Luise, at seventeen, were big-hipped like their Flemish 
mother, and inclined to plumpness. Octa\ la was slightly shorter than 
Luise, and though there was a close resemblance between them it was 
not very difficult to distinguish one from the other, especially as Luise 
had a brown mole on her throat. 

‘It’s just what Hendrickje said,’ Rosa told Gertruyt. ‘Hendrickje said 
he might die suddenly. That’s why she said it would be good for Aert 
to go up and learn about the plantation.’ 

‘Father never likes to listen to what Hendrickje says,’ said Gertruyt. 
‘Hendrickje is clever. Whatever she says always comes true.’ 

Rosa, at seventeen, was not as tall as Hcndrickjc, but she was well 
shaped and well developed; handsome in face, green-eyed and with red 
hair hke Susannah’s. Gertruyt was thin and plain at fifteen. She had a 
long, oval face, was flat-chested and spindly-legged. 
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‘Those boys sleep so heavily/ Octavia said, staring at the wall in the 
direction of the north-western room: one of the three rooms Laurens 
had had added to the house. 

Katrina told Luise^to close the door. Laurens had left it ajar when he 
went out. ‘I believe a bad spirit entered this room to-night,’ said Kat- 
rina. ‘Uncle Laurens says they don’t exist, but he’s wrong. I’m sure 
there are spirits. And I heard the death-bird cry in the bush before 
dinner.’ 

They could hear the river, for the night was very still. 

Hendrickje rose and moved across the room to the door. 

‘Hendrickje, are you going dowistairs?’ 

‘Yes, Mother. I’m going down for some water.’ 

‘There’s a jug on the table here.’ 

‘I know — but I’m going down for some.’ 

After she had gone Katrina shook her head. ‘That girl is so strong- 
willed. You can’t advise her about anytliing.’ 

‘Hendrickje is clever. Aunt Katrina.’ 

Rosa exclaimed: ‘A corial is coming!’ 

A minute later Gertruyt said: ‘It’s gone past. It didn’t stop here.’ 

‘It must have been an Indian,’ said Katrina. 

Wind came in at the windows in a low humming, smelling of the 
bush and of the river. Far away they heard the yap-yap of a racoon. 

‘Aunt Katrina, do- you tliink we should wake Aert and Ignatius?’ 
Octavia asked, and Katrina answered: ‘No, let them sleep. We may 
hear notliing until morning.’ 

Luise yawned. ‘I feel as if I can go back to sleep.’ 

Rosa and Gertruyt came over to the bed. Rosa said: ‘Mother, sup- 
pose Grandfather dies to-morrow, won’t Aert have to go up to manage 
the plantation, as Hendrickje said he would have to?’ 

‘My child, I don’t know. Only your father can decide that. But I 
should tliink it would have to be so. Your Uncle Reinald is like an old 
man. He dreams all day. He can’t manage the plantation. The slaves 
don’t respect him.’ 

‘You see?’ said Rosa, glancing at Gertruyt. ‘I knew that. Hendrickje 
is right. Aert wiU have to go up there and manage the place. He should 
have gone a long time ago. If Father had hstened to Hendrickje ’ 

‘Quiet!’ Katrina put up her hand. 

‘What is it. Mother?’ 

They Hstened. From downstairs came a sound as of someone sobbing. 

‘It must be Hendrickje/ said Luise. 
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Katrina got out of bed. ‘Let's go downstairs. Come. Come with me, 
children. I never like going down there alone at night.' 

They found Hcndrickje at a dining-room window. She was not 
sobbing. She was being sick. Katrina held her forehead. 

‘My baby, you’re sick. Why didn’t you tell me?’ 

‘It’s notliing serious, Mother.’ 

‘Children, go upstairs again. Please. I will stay down here with 
Hcndrickje.’ 

'the other girls went upstairs. 

Hcndrickje was being sick again out of the window. As Katrina held 
her forehead, Katrina thought: I remember that first day for me when 
Laurens sent me down to get water and a rag for Hannah’s face. That 
day he kicked Hannah. I was sick at the bottom of tlic stairs. 

‘This the first time it has happened, my baby?’ 

Hcndrickje w-ook her head. 

‘Since when did it begin?’ 

‘Three or four days ago.’ 

Kyk-ovcr-al looked hke a black reptile sleeping out on the shimmer- 
ing water. There ^ as taoonlight. 

‘I think I’ll go upstairs now,’ said Hcndrickje. 

‘Hcndrickje baby, you should have told me. Your father knows. I 
asked him to-night. I knew, too.’ 

‘You knew? And Father?’ 

‘He sent an Indian to spy on you. But me — I just guessed. And when 
I saw you dressing one day 1 knew for certain. Your breasts arc fuller — 
and the tips arc dark. It was so with me, too. I sat at the foot of the 
stairs there and was sick. He found me there when he came down, and 
he lifted me upstairs.’ 

‘An Indian to spy on us. That was mean of Father.’ She turned to- 
ward tlic window again, but notliing came up. She was about to move 
away when she saw the corial on the river. 

‘I think there’s a boat coming here.’ 

From the top of the stairs Rosa called: ‘Mother! A corial is coming! 
It’s coming here!’ 

‘Can we come downstairs. Aunt Katrina?’ 

‘Yes! Come down! All of you, my children!’ 

Hcndrickje seated herself at the dining-table, saying that she was not 
well enough to come with them to the kitchen door. Katrina went with 
the other girls tO receive the slave. The slave told them that he had passed 
Massa Laurens and the other slave on their way up. Massa Reinald had 
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sent him ofF shortly after the other slave had left. Massa Willem was dead. 

VII 

They buried him in^the clearing with Kaywana. Every planter and 
plantation manager in the colony came to the funeral. The whole de 
Graaf family was there, and the Blankenburgs and the Roosens and the 
Pletts and the widow of Abraham Beekman. Predicant Heynens per- 
formed the service, and Commandeur Samuel Beekman gave an oration 
at the grave-side. 

There were three Hues of corials and skiffs along the bank. And eight 
tent-boats. 

It was a drizzly afternoon, and the Predicant had a cold. He kept his 
hat on all through the ceremony. His nose looked very red. 

Hendrickje and Aert stood at the head of Kaywana’s grave, and Igna- 
tius, a very pained and anxious expression on liis face, kept behind 
them with his father who wagged liis head and made soft moaning 
sounds at intervals. There was moisture on Rcinald’s cheek, but it was 
only a drop of water that had fallen from the paraipee palm whose 
fronds hung twenty or tliirty feet above them. Reinald had a far-away, 
resigned air and hardly seemed conscious of other human presence 
around him. 

When everything jvas quiet and everybody had .gone and moonlight 
was white on the river, Laurens said to Aert in the dining-room: ‘You 
must get your things ready to go up tlie Mazaruni to-morrow morning, 
Aert.’ 

Aert, olive-complexioned, black-haired like an Indian, with finely 
cut European features, nodded and said: ‘ Very well. Father. I’ve already 
started to pack.’ 

Laurens went into the sitting-room where Ignatius was sitting with 
his sisters and Gertruyt. He said to Ignatius: ‘My boy, you must get 
your things ready. You have to go up the Mazaruni to-morrow morn- 
ing to assist your cousin on the plantation.’ 

Assist him, Uncle Laurens? Assist Aert up there?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘But, Uncle Laurens, I’ve never done any overseeing.’ 

‘You’ll learn. Aert will teach you. You can ride a mule. That’s all 
that’s necessary for the time being.’ Laurens squeezed his arm. ‘Don’t be 
too dismayed, my boy. You’ll get accustomed to it.* 
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‘Yes, Uncle Laurens. 

Later, in the pantry, Ignatius said to Hendrickje: ‘Have you heard, 
Hendrickje? I have to go up the Mazaruni.’ 

‘Yes, I heard him speaking to you. You must go. It will be good ex- 
perience for you, dear. It’s time you learnt sometliing about planting 
and handhng slaves.’ 

‘But, Hendrickje, I’m a painter! You’ve said yourself that I wouldn’t 

have to bother about planting ’ 

"‘That’s when we’re on our own. We’re not on our own yet.’ She 
smiled and stroked liis hair. ‘Don’t look so upset, Ignatius.’ 

‘But I won’t be seeing you any more. What am I going to do without 
you, Hendrickje? You speak so carelessly — as though it doesn’t matter.’ 

‘You’ll still see me. I’ll come up there every other day. At times I 
might even spend a week with you all up there. Don’t trouble.’ 

‘But I 'uri’t be able to paint!’ 

‘You can’t have everything, ’ she said patiently. ‘Your painting will 
have to wait. You’ll have to put it aside for a wliile. Be reasonable.’ She 
looked at him with sudden intensity. They were in the dark, but the 
moonlight shoiv^ ir on them through some jalousies. ‘Ignatius, you 
must try to be ji .re manly now. Remember Grandfather is dead. My 
one big friend and ally is gone. I have to face everything for us both 
alone. 1 have to depend upon myself now to get Fatlier on our side — 
myself alone. You must try to do your best to help me, not to be a 
burden. I’m strong and I can fight, but, still, it’s good to know I have 
somebody beliind me sometimes. I have my frighf^^ned moments. I’m 
human. You mustn’t tliink me a superhuman creature who can move 
the world.’ She spoke agitatedly, brcatliing quickly and glancing round 
into the dining-room. She kissed him and said: ‘Go upstairs now and 
get your things packed, there’s a good darling. Day after to-morrow 
I’ll come and sec you — and I’ll have something important to tell you. 
Go.’ 

‘Something important? What’s that?’ 

‘No. Go. Upstairs. I’ll tell you when I come up the river to see you.’ 

All that morning Hendrickje remained in bed. At the midday meal 
Laurens asked Katrina: ‘Why doesn’t Hendrickje come down to eat?’ 

‘She’s not feehng very well to-day, Laurens. I told her to keep to 
bed.’ 

‘Is it fevc^ —or a cold?’- 

‘Fever,’ she murmured, avoiding liis gaze. 
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He thought: I know what it is. It is no fever. She is pregnant. Just as 
she planned it. A clever girl. My clever daughter. By contrast, I am a 
fool. I don’t count any more. But I’m being foohsh. This attitude is the 
wrong one. I’ve lost my reason these past two or three months. And it 
was a mean act, my sending that Indian into the jungle up the creek to 
spy on them. By God, but there’s my pride! I won’t allow a mere 
creature bom only the other day to treat me Uke an inferior. I suppose 
she doesn’t intend to be disrespectful, but, all the same, her airs infuriate 
me. I can sense that she would like to call off the feud between us, but 
no doubt her pride won’t allow it. In a way, the whole thing is absurd, 
but I will not give in. Until she comes to me and makes the first move 
to be friendly I shall hold out. She must know that my pride counts, too 
— and I’m her elder. Her parent. 

After the meal, however, when he went upstairs, the desire came 
strong upon him to go into the next room and speak to her. He 
thought: She’s going to have a child — my grandchild. Another van 
Groenwegel. I'hat touches me. I feel as I did that day I lifted Katrina 
and brought her into the room here. I ought to go into the next room 
now and ask her how she is feeling. Let her know that I’m moved to 
know that she’s going •to have my grandcliild. Tell her that we have 
both been behaving hke stubborn fools. Like father like daughter. 
Laugh it off. . . . 

He rose and moved toward the connecting door, then paused and 
shook his head. 

No, it would bc^too painful, too humiliating — undignified. I can’t 
do it. She must come to me. She must be humble. I mustn’t give in to 
sentiment. She wants to make out she is hard. Very well. I am hard, 
too. She must know that 1 am a van Groenwegel — as much as she is; as 
stubborn and as unrelenting. 

He stood where he was, feeling suddenly foolish. He was aware of a 
smallness in him. But he would not go in to her. He walked back to the 
chair by the window, sank down and began to fill his pipe. 

He felt a certain satisfaction that he had not yielded, but the sense of 
smallness would not be shaken off. He thought: This is not like me — or 
it ought not to be like me. I’ve always prided myself on being liberal, 
generous. This is what I should have expected of Mother. Mother was 
small, narrow, prejudiced. To the day of her death she never recognized 
Katrina as an equd. 

He beard footsteps, and turned his head and saw Hendrickje come in. 
She crossed the room without a glance at him and went to the table by 
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the bed, poured herself out some water. As he regarded her, tenderness 

began to move in him Taller than I am. Look'at her. And graceful. 

There isn’t another in the colony like her. ... 

‘Hendrickje.’ 

She put down the cup and turned at once. ‘Yes, Father?’ Her eyes 
returned liis gaze, grey-green and surprised. Expectant. 

It took a great deal of effort to keep looking. The desire to avert his 
gaze was urgent. In a moment his head would tremble. 

‘You’re not feeling well, your mother said.’ 

‘No, not very.’ 

‘You’re going to have a cliild, I understand?’ 

‘Did Mother tell you that?’ 

‘Not directly. I guessed, more or less. Come and sit here.’ He tapped 
the arm of liis chair. 

She camt ana Fat on the arm of his chair, and he rested his elbow on 
her leg and patted her knee. The nearness of her was terrible — and the 
feel of her. I lis pride, stubborn as it was, could not hold out against her. 
He knew now that she was above him. He had produced a human who 
had surpassed him. 

‘I hope you’ll feel better,’ he said. ‘Don’t exert yourself too much.’ 

‘I’ve had nausea all morning.’ 

He nodded slightly. ‘ It was hkc that with your mother.’ He steeled 
himself and said: T’m sorry I lost my temper that day two or three 
months ago. 1 should not have struck you.’ • 

He felt her hand on his head. She was stroking liis hair. 

T found some documents up yonder,’ he said, trying to make his 
voice matter-of-fact. ‘ 1 see Grandfather purchased a plantation in Ber- 
bice in your name.’ 

‘Yes. He told me of it a few weeks ago ’ 

He grunted. ‘Tilings seem destined to go the way you want them. I 
iVon’t fight Providence.’ After a pause he said. ‘You have a right to be 
conceited, girl. You’re big. Your airs annoy me, but — but you carry 
them well.’ He stopped speaking, feeling foolish and confused. 

She uttered an affectionacc sound and pulled his head against her, 
began to rub her hand along liis cheek and liis beard and kiss the top of 
liis head. After that everything cleared up. She might have been foii'* or 
eight years old and sitting on his knee for him to tell a story of the old 
days. He put his arm around her waist, and slic put her arm aroimd liis 
shoulders and they began to talk as though there had been nothing be- 
tween them these past two or tliree months. He said: ‘You feel con- 
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fident you can make this venture of yours a success? What^s going to 
happen in Berbice? I mean, about the plantation. Are you going to run 
it yourself?’ 

‘Of course. I can ride well. I’ll superintend tilings. I know Ignatius 
will never be able to carry out a manager’s duties efficiently. He’s soft, 
Father — weak and dreamy. He’s taken after Uncle Reinald. He’ll be 
good only for painting pictures. But, poor fellow, I like to see him 
happy with his brushes and canvas. I’ll do the donkey work wliile he 
paints. I like managing affairs and people, Father. I’ll enjoy doing it. 
I’m not going into tliis venture with my eyes closed. I’ve thought it 
over carefully. I know where the dangers lie, and I know what diffi- 
culties I’ll be called upon to face, but I feel I’m capable of facing them — 
and overcoming them.’ 

He smiled. ‘You’ll win. I’m proud of you. I’ve always been proud of 
you. And proud of myself that I’ve produced such a specimen.’ He 
went on quickly: ‘What I don’t quite understand is your wanting to 
marry this cousin of yours. It still seems to me inconsistent of you. 
You’ve always preached your grandfather’s doctrines about keeping 
the family hard. Do you think it likely that Ignatius will give you the 
kind of children you want? Isn’t it likely that you will produce wcak- 
hvered sons and daughters?’ 

‘I’ve thought of that,’ she said, her face taking on a troubled look. 
‘That side of things has never been out of my mind. But I’m a woman, 
and if I marry another man I can’t retain my name, and I’m determined 
to remain a van Grocnwegel — in nature and in name.’ Her body stiffened 
and grew erect. Her hand on his shoulder began to clench, and out of 
the corner of his eye he could watch the slow, regular rise and fall of her 
full breasts — fuller and more imposing now that she was pregnant. He 
could sense the power in her: the terrible massiveness. She might have 
been fifty instead of twenty-one. 

‘The family. Father. The family, for me, will always come before 
everything else. I know it’s a risk marrying Ignatius. I know there are 
good chances that wc may produce a few weaklings here and there. But 
I keep trying to convince myself that there will be enough strong ones 
like me — and yi urself and Grandfather and Great-grandfather and Kay- 
wana — to see us through, to take the name down with honour and 
power, to keep up our motto. I have faith in myself. My spirit is strong, 
and my body is strong. I’m going to prove a good breeder. I’m hoping 
to have no less than ten children — twelve, if possible. More, And among 
these a few must be Hke me. 
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‘I have great plans — great dreams for the future. I know Tm human. 
I know that we’re all of us mere twigs that Destiny keeps shifting 
around, stamping upon or causing to sprout and bloom. Everything is 
a haphazard game. But in spite of that I feel strong. I feel strong enough 
to fight even Destiny — and win. Get my own way. Bring all my 
dreams into actuality. Tm going to do it. We’re going to be the most 
powerful family along this Wild Coast. We’ll be masters in every 
spheje of activity.’ 
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I 

On the 9th of March 1709 Laurens wrote a letter to Hendrickje. It 
began with references to the safe receipt of her last letter and a few 
commonplaces relating to the health of tlie family, then went on to say: 
‘I have been in no mood for letter-writing these past few months, Hen- 
drickje, and even now my pen is heavy and reluctant. I write this only 
because I know you must consider it strange that no word has come 
from any of us since the recent misfortunes that have befallen our colony 
and our own family in particular. This letter, 1 fear, is a duty the per- 
formance of which calls for some effort of will on my part, for at the 
moment there are many urgent matters concerning the welfare of our 
plantations to occupy my wits at full pressure, added to which, as I said 
before, my health is not very good. 

‘The news of Ferry’s raid and of the more recent raid, last month, 
should probably have reached you by now. Briefly, this is what 
occurred: On th<? i8th of October, the watchman of the Brandwagt at 
the mouth of the Essequibo observed three strange vessels entering the 
river, and came up to the fort in a fast corial to give the alarm. Com- 
mandeur van der Heyden Resen, who, as you may have heard, was 
appointed provisionally by the late Commandeur Samuel Beekman, 
immediately sent messengers to warn the planters. I was in the fields 
when the message came, for it was about eleven in the morning. When 
I returned to the house I made instant preparations for an attack, barri- 
cading the windows and telling your mother that we would on no 
account flee into the bush or go up-river as the other planters and their 
famihes were doing. Your mother, as I had anticipated, took this deci- 
sion with composure and resignation, wliile Gertruyt and Octavia 
responded with a show of courage and a determination to fight to the 
end if we were called upon to do so. 

‘As it happened, however, no attack came. Captain Antoine Ferry, 
the leader of the raiders, sent a boat of truce to the fort after having 
plundered many of die plantations lower down, and Commandeur 
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Rcscn agreed to open peace discussions. Eventually, on the 25th, the 
terms of capitulation were signed and Ferry left the colony with slaves, 
goods and cash to the value of 50,000 guilders (112 slaves reckoned at 
300 guilders each, meat, sugar, tobacco, sundry other provisions and a 
thousand pieces of eight). One tliird of this sum we private planters 
were compelled to bear. The Company stood the rest. 

But the most tragic part of this event, for us, was the fate that befell 
yoiHT sister Rosa and her husband and their three children — also Antony 
de Wicejk, your brother-in-law, Gertruyt’s husband. When the raiders 
began to plunder down-river, Rosa, arguing that she was a van Groen- 
wegcl and could not flee, refused to leave her home, and tliis in spite of 
a message brought in that her husband had beeii shot in the fields. She 
created quite a scene — she called her parents-in-law cowards — and 
despite all ent»'''aties and her pregnant condition, fired upon the raiders 
from the kitchen, but was soon brought down bv" a shot. She and her 
fivc-ycar-old son perished in the flames that destroyed the house. 

‘Luise, who had been spending the day with them, managed to 
escape with the two little girls, Frieda and Katrina, but on the path, on 
the way to the house here, they were attacked, and though your brother- 
in-law, Antony, who had gone to meet them, put up a gallant fight, 
Frieda was shot in the foot and later died of blood poisoning. Little 
Katrina was shot through the head and must have died instantaneously. 
Antony developed pneumonia and died six days later, but Luise, who 
also became very ill through exposure — it rained heavily — recovered. 

Last month, February, the colony suffered another raid by two 
French privateers whose names we still do not know. These were very 
wanton cut-throats and burnt and destroyed for the sheer pleasure of 
doing so. The Commandeur sent some of the Indians after theni, but 
with little effect, though 1 did hear some tale that in a surprise attack the 
Indians actually succeeded in carrying oft the French colours. These 
desperadoes, unlike Ferry and his lot, were in no mood to make peace. 
They plundered and burnt all the Company’s plantations and most of 
the private ones, eventualb" taking away about five hundred hogsheads 
of sugar and a great number of slaves. 

‘Again, both here and up the Mazaruni, we stayed and barricaded our 
houses against attack. But there was no battle to speak of. When we 
opened fire on the raiders from the windows they ran off. Cutlasses and 
sabres seem to have been their only weapons. Most of our cane- 
fields, both here and up the Mazaruni, were set on fire and destroyed. 
Our sugar-mill here, too, was burnt down, but Aert’s up the Mazaruni 
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is still standing. He led an attack against the raiders when they were on 
the point of setting fire to it and drove them off The big bam, too, was 
saved in the same manner. Aert, as you will gather, displayed great 
bravery. ^ 

‘At the moment, there arc only two sugar-mills standing in the col- 
ony. Everywhere nothing but devastation meets the gaze — burnt-out 
sugar-mills, burnt-out barns and slaves’ logics and plantation residences. 
I fear that once again, as in *66, Essequibo is faced with ruin, though the 
Commandcur seems confident that wc shall be able to make a quick 
recovery. For ourselves, I admit, the situation is not as hopeless in out- 
look as it had appeared at a glance a few weeks ago. Though there are a 
number of problems to be tackled and overcome, I have good reason to 
behevc that, with hard work and persistence, we shall recover within 
two or three years — always provided, of course, that wc suffer no more 
raids. 

‘Concerning more intimate matters, it may interest you to know that 
your Aunt Susannah’s husband, your Uncle Karl, died in June last, but 
that she herself is in the very best of health. Your widowed cousin, 
Octavia, is about to embark on her second marriage. Next week the 
ceremony has been planned to take place, and the groom is Hendrik de 
Fruizt. Naturally, in view of the recent tragedies, there will be no 
merry-making. Your Uncle Rcinald fell out of liis study window three 
weeks ago, but, miraculously, sustained no injuries to speak of. Though 
his mind is entirely gone, he still keeps perfect health physically. Aert’s 
wife gave birth to a daughter a fortnight ago, and tliis time it was not a 
still-born cliild. They have decided to call this girl Mathilde after 
Alpheda’s mother. The two other children. Flora and Jabez, arc doing 
very well. Jabez is a promising boy. 

‘To refer to something you said in your last letter. You stated that 
though a bitter and frustrated woman, your spirit and will arc still 
strong and far from being shattered. You seemed to imagine that I was 
in doubt about this, but you are wrong. I never doubted it, Hendrickje. 
But what I said, and what I say again, is that I consider your treatment 
of that poor young man your husband to be disgraceful and inexcusable. 
It puzzles me how you could have dared to write and describe the 
events you have done — and to me your father. 1 fear I could never bring 
myself to feel any tenderness toward you again. The love I once had for 
you and the pride I felt in you are completely dead. That is why corre- 
sponding with you has come to mean to me nothing but a mere duty. 

‘But loi our recent misfortunes, I think I can claim to be a fairly 

182 



The Way to Power 

happy and contented man. Your mother and I mean as much to each 
other as we did when we were twenty-odd and passionate, though, 
naturally, with a more serene depth than we were capable of at that 
time. If there is any undercurrent of sadness beneath our happiness it is 
you, Hendrickje, and your letters describing your life these past four- 
teen or fifteen years in Berbice that have brought us this alloy of gloom. 
But I still wish you well, and hope that one day you may find peace for 
yoiij: ambitious soul. Your mother and I are the only ones here who are 
aware of the vicious deeds you have committed. We would not dare to 
reveal the contents of your letters to the others. . . .’ 

II 

Cornelis — Hendiickje had named liim after one of tlie Bcrbice Pat- 
roons, Cornells van Pecre — had been born ai the old place in Essequibo, 
and when she and Ignatius arrived in Bcrbice, he was only two months 
old. He had blue eyes like his father’s, and pale yellow hair. His grand- 
parents had been very proud of him. His Great-aunt Susannah had sent 
him a gift of five hundud guilders. 

The plantation was on the same bank as that of Fort Nassau, and only 
a few hundred yards further up-river. The residence was a brick place 
of four bedrooms, a dining-room and sitting-ioom in one, with a 
dividing screen, and a large portico shady with fern-creepers and honey- 
suckle. There was no veranda. The furniture was hejvy and solid but 
comfortable. One large arm-chair had the initials of the tormer owner 
carved on the back witliin a heart. The bedrooms were cool and well 
lighted. The kitchen was spacious, with a large fireplace for cooking. 

T tliink we’ll be happy here, Hendrickje,’ Ignatius smiled, as they 
stood on the portico that first evening looking out on the river. The 
river was about two hundred yards wide at this point. It ran past not 
twenty yards from the bottom of the three scone steps that led down 
from the portico. 

The jungle on the opposire bank looked dense and wet and full of 
unknown dangers from which they would be safe in tliis house. 

T tliink so myself,’ said Hendrickje. ‘The surroundings are lovely, if 
primitive, but it’s up to us to improve the place and give it a civilized 
air. We’re master and mistress here. And soon there will be the cries of 
our children and the sound of their footsteps. That thought over- 
whelms me.’ She spoke as though addressing herself. She squeezed his 
- elbow in an absent-minded way, gazing past him at the sluggish water 
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with the dusk coming down upon it. The insects had begun their night- 
time chorus — a more shrill and intense chorus than on tne Essequibo, it 
seemed. The air smelt wet and leafy-rank with the jungle and dead 
leaves. Over the trees, the sky was pink and mauve. 

They heard the squeak of a pet monkey over at the fort. The wooden 
palisades loomed dullish grey above the low awara palms that inter- 
vened in the north-west. They could see the roofs of the buildings, too 
— the Commandeur’s residence and the barracks in wliich the soldiers 
lived, and the various officials like the Orphan-master and the Surveyor 
and the Commandeur’s Secretary. The people who mattered. 

‘I must remember that jar of wine,’ she murmured. ‘I’m sending a 
jar of wine for the Commandeur. We have to cultivate the officials at 
the fort as much as possible. They’re going to prove useful to us in time 
to come when we begin to expand.’ 

The very next day the planning began. ‘First of all,’ she said, ‘we have 
to get the carpenters from the Company plantation up-river. The kit- 
chen and pantry need some repairs. Then I’ve got to see about the 
slaves. I’m going to pick out the best fellows and see if I can train them 
into leaders for the weaker ones. I must have a few upon whom I can 
depend absolutely. I’ll give these chosen ones special quarters and 
special rations. I’ll flatter them and keep them keen and eager to lord it 
over the slack and the idle. I’m going to do tilings systematically, Igna- 
tius. I want this pU»ntayon run without a single hitch. Every tiling must go 
like a machine.’ She looked at Iiim suddenly. ‘ And understand this. Now 
and then you’ve got to assist me in writing up the records. You have a 
good handwriting, and I want the books neatly and accurately kept.’ 

‘I’ll help you in whatever 1 can, Hendrickje, dear. It’s only the field 
work that bores me so much. Those months up the Mazaruni were 
terrible. I came near to committing suicide one day. The rain and the 
mud and the slaves giving trouble. I’m not suited to that sort of life.’ 

She laughed shortly. ‘Yet you’ll be content to see me going out in the 
rain while you remain at home, snug and safe, and paint pictures!’ 

‘But you said you wanted to do that sort of work. 1 know it’s a man’s 
work, but you said ’ 

‘I know what I said — and I meant it. Don’t upset yourself. I’ll do the 
overseeing. Mud and rain won’t intimidate me. Anyway, the experi- 
ence up the Mazaruni was very good for you. I’m not sorry you went 
up there for those few months with Acrt. We never can tell what may 
happen in the future. Your knowledge may yet come in useful.’ 
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She gave him a swift glance, and it was this glance that put the first 
dark tentacle of fear around his heart. ‘My knowledge may yet come in 
useful? What do you mean, dear? I’m afraid I don’t understand.’ 

She shrugged. ‘Never mind. Don’t trouble your poor head, my 
darhng. I think I hear Cornclis fretting. It must be time for him to 
have some nourishment.’ 

He stood at the bedroom door watcliing her suckle the child. ‘I’d 
thought of doing a Madonna study of you, Hcndrickjc. But I’m doubt- 
ful Pspw if you would make a good model. Your face isn’t soft enough 
in expression when you hold that child to your breast. You don’t look 
as a mother should.’ 

He came over to where she sat and began to stroke Cornclis’ head. 
‘Splendid little fellow, isn’t he?’ 

There’s something I’ve just thought of, Ignatius. Go downstairs and 
see whether those stone jars have been brought in. I told Rabonne to 
have them removed from the steps.’ 

‘What stone jars?’ 

‘The ones I told you we were going to store our valuables in if the 
necessity arose. Go down and sec if Rabonne brought them in.’ 

Ill 

Witliin a few months everything was running as slie had planned. The 
Commandeur and the officials had called to sec them, iin J slic and Igna- 
tius had returned their calls. She had selected her gaiig-leaders and 
special favourites among the slaves, and tlie system of bullying was 
working. Every morning she rode around to inspect the work. The 
repairs to the kitchen and pantry were satisfactorily carried out. She 
superintended the white carpenters from tlie Company plantation up- 
river, told them exactly what she wanted done and stayed to see that it 
was done, criticized them when she thought criticism necessary, flattered 
them occasionally. 

Many times Cornclis would fret and squall upstairs and she would not 
be at hand to feed him, and Ignatius would have to leave liis easel to go 
and look for her. She would exclaim in annoyance and hurry back to 
the house, muttering: ‘ This breast-feeding is a nuisance. I must see if I 
can’t wean him off to goat’s milk.’ 

‘Goat’s milk, Hcndrickjc! How could we give a httle infant hke that 
goat’s milk!’ 

‘It’s been done already. It can be diluted witli water. I have no time 
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to be always rushing in to give him my breast. If I can get him to take 
goat’s milk you could mix liis feed and give it to him wliilc Tm busy 
outside.’ 

‘That doesn’t seem natural to me. You liis mother and don’t want to 
give him your milk ! Surely you ought to put him before everything else.’ 

‘How can I put him before everything else! What would happen to 
the plantation and the work about the place! I have no one to assist me. 
You stay in the house here painting all day. I can’t divide myself into 
six people, can I?’ 

‘But, my dear, it’s your own plan. You said it would work ’ 

‘Don’t argue! Don’t whine! You’re getting every day hkc your 
father up the Mazaruni. You do notliing but whine.’ 

He sighed and went out. 

One day when he told her that her temper was becoming frayed, she 
rephed; ‘And who is to be blamed for that! If you would make some 
attempt to help me my temper mightn’t be halt as bad as it is.’ 

‘That’s unreasonable,’ he told her. ‘You’re going back on your word. 
You particularly promised me that you wouldn’t interfere, when it 
comes to my work, or allow anything to disturb me. I can’t paint and 
do house-work and take care of the baby. I must put all my energy into 
my pictures if they are to be of any value ’ 

‘That’s just it. Of what value arc they?’ 

‘The Comniandeur liimsclf said that in Europe I may be able to fetch 
a good price for then!.’ 

‘In Europe. We’re in Berbicc — in the wilds. Pictures arc worth 
notliing here. What I’ll have to do in future is to limit you to certain 
hours. You can’t paint all day. You must give me some help, Ignatius. 
I have a great deal of energy, but I’m human. I’ll break down if I con- 
tinue at this rate.’ 

‘You’re cruel, Hendrickje.’ 

‘ AU hfc is cruel. All life is brutal. One day you’ll discover that. Soft 
methods take men nowhere.’ 

Many nights when he attempted to make love to her she would push 
him off impatiently, saying tliat she was tired and did not want to be 
annoyed. There were other nights, however — especially those nights 
following days when things had gone smootlily in the fields — when she 
would be passionate and eager and even remorseful. ‘ I don’t mean to be 
cruel, darling. You mustn’t take me seriously when I speak sharply. I 
have so many matters to think of and to attend to that sometimes I 
can’t help being irritable.’ 
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Then came the day when her milk dried up and they had to resort to 
goat’s milk. Cornclis’ stomach rejected the goat’s milk for the first few 
days; he suffered from diarrhoea. But suddenly these disorders ceased 
and he became weaned to the new diet. 

‘Tliis means, then,’ said Hendrickje, ‘that you’ll have to regulate your 
painting to suit his feeding-hours. From to-morrow you’ll mix liis feed 
and give it to liim. Two parts water to one part milk.’ 

He submitted to this ruling, but there were several days when Cor- 
nehs^^ither went without a feed or had liis feed an hour or more late. 
His loud squalling would sometimes penetrate the creative mist of his 
father’s awareness and Ignatius would put down his palette and brushes 
and hurry off with a worried face and clucking sounds to mix the feed, 

Cornclis must have been on goat's-milk diet weeks when Hen- 
drickje discovered that she was pregnant again. She took it casually, 
saying: T snsperted it would happen before long. Let’s hope it will be 
another son. it 1 could control it I’d have nothing but sons. Sons to 
carry on our name.’ 

‘I don’t care what it turns out to be,’ said Ignatius. ‘What I’m worried 
about is your riding that mule in this condition.’ 

‘Don’t trouble yvurscif,’ she assured him. ‘I’ll ride the mule and 
bring my son safely into the world. I’m strong. I’m a born breeder. 
Can’t you look at me and sec it, Ignatius?’ She slapped her stomach and 
her hips. ‘I’m physically invincible. My will and the strong constitution 
I was born with will overcome anything. Even nausea and riding on 
mule-back. The nausea I felt two or three m‘)rnings ago has gone. I’ve 
mastered it. It doesn’t trouble me now.’ 

Regarding her, he told liiinself that she did seem invincible. She was 
a great woman — thougli now and then she frightened him. There were 
moments when she seemed a monster. Yet, curiously, he loved her all 
the more for her cruelty. At times he would have been glad if she had 
struck him, if she had snatched up her hide-whip and slashed him across 
his back as she did to the slaves. When she snapped at liim or ordered 
him around he pretended to be aggrieved, but, in actuality, he was 
secretly thrilled. He felt a cringing, fearful, aching pleasure. 

Some nights in bed when she spurned him irritably he w'ould feel as 
great a thrill as though she had yielded. He would curl himself away 
from her in the big bed they shared and feel hurt and aggrieved and 
puny — but would know that he was purposely forcing himself to feel 
this way because it gave liiin a secret bliss. 
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IV 

She rode the mule in her pregnant state without ill effects, though 
when her condition had become advanced, Rabohne, one of her leader- 
bullies, who worshipped her, said to her: ‘Missy, not tliink it good for 
you to go on riding on mule any more. Better wait till after baby 
come.’ 

‘How am I to get about, then?’ 

‘Missy, I can make lift-up chair for you, and four of us can take you 
round dc fields every morning.’ 

‘You mean, a chair with poles or handles? Like the palanquins they 
use in the Orient, eh?’ She gave him a smile. ‘You are clever, Rabonne. 
Good man. And will you see after this chair for me? Can you make it?* 

‘Yes, missy,’ he said. He was a shortish, tliickly-built fellow with huge 
muscles. ‘Two-three days and I have it ready for you.’ 

Before the week was out she was being borne into the fields on a 
crude but comfortable chair-hke contrivance. Rabonne had so made it 
that two slaves could lift her with ease, one in front and one behind, and 
travel at a brisk pace. During the first four mornings, Rabonne himself 
insisted on being a bearer, taking the front position. His duties, how- 
ever, were such that he eventually had to give place to another. The 
Field Four gang was giving some trouble and his presence was required 
to bully them icto qrder. He carried a liide-whip. There were two 
others Hke him — Henwah and Pardoom, both burly, tough fellows 
who revelled in their authority and venerated their mistress, and were, 
therefore, allowed to carry whips. 

When Hendrickje became confined to bed with the new baby — 
another boy — it was Rabonne and Henwah and Pardoom who ran the 
plantation, Rabonne coming up to his mistress’s room every day at 
noon to make a detailed report concerning the work in the fields and 
all that had taken place during the morning half. In the evening. Par- 
doom came up to report. This went on until Hendrickje was in a con- 
dition to be up and about again. 

The new son had dark hair and grey eyes, and Ignatius thought that 
he resembled Reinald, but Hendrickje told liim he was talking non- 
sense. 

‘I can’t sec any resemblance,’ she said. ‘And if later on he does grow 
to resemble Uncle Reipald, let’s pray it will be a purely physied re- 
semblance. I’d thrash the life out of him if he showed any signs of 
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mooning about the place with books under his arms. Every son of 
mine must be hardy. I want my sons to swim and boat and mix with 
the soldiers at the fort. They may be a crude lot over there, but crude- 
ness has its virtues sometimes. Art and literature are apt to produce 
effeminacy. Your painting is responsible for half your softness. The 
other half, of course, is heredity; you can t help that.’ 

She began to complain again about the inconvenience of suckling the 
child. She tried goat’s milk on Adrian — that was the name she decided 
he mttst have — but it made the cliild so ill that she was compelled to 
resume breast-feeding. 

Meanwhile, Cornelis, who was beginning to make intelligent sounds 
and could toddle around, depended solely upon his father for every- 
thing. He was a mild, quietish fellow, and, of late, seldom indulged in 
prolonged bouts of crying. He had come to learn that, yells or no yells, 
it made no diff't^ nce; no one came to soothe him. 

Tt’s just as well, remarked Hcndrickje, ‘we neither of us have the 
time to fuss over them. Neglect will make them independent and self- 
reliant.’ 

Tf you say so, my dear it must be so,’ Ignatius nodded, ‘but some- 
times my conscience troubles me. I do feel we ought to pay them more 
attention than we do. All young children should be given some 
affection — especially from their mother.* 

‘Why don’t you mother them, then? I’m virtually the man in this 
place. It’s I who have to go out and brave the clcmcni;,s.’ 

‘You really shouldn’t say that, Hendrickje. I do my best to feed 
Cornelis and do what 1 can about the house ’ 

‘Don’t whine! Don’t wliine! Nowadays you cringe and wliine at the 
slightest provocation. I’m beginning to feel you like me to scold you. I 
believe you must find some quaint pleasure in my bullying you. Come 
here! Don’t go outside.’ 

He moved over to a window, gazing at the river with a troubled, 
hurt expression. His whole attitude was one of self-pity and self-abase- 
ment. She watched him, a look of curiosity and perplexity on her face. 

‘I’m discovering many things about you, Ignatius. And many things 
about human nature I hadn’t thought possible. In a way it’s edifying.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Never mind. We won’t follow up the subject.’ 

About a week later she wrote telling her father: ‘He has a twist in his 
nature. He seems to enjoy being bullied, and, so far as 1 am concerned, 
he may continue to abase himself as much as he wants. My love for him 
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is dwindling every day into a kind of pity and mild contempt. The 
more I have to do with liim the less I can bring myself to respect him. 
However, it doesn’t matter. I have enough to absorb my attention — 
what with running tliis plantation and keeping the slaves in order. Let 
Ignatius make himself into a cringing drone. So long as I can use him 
in the capacity of a liusband to give me children I shall be satisfied. . . .’ 

The plantation prospered. The Commandeur told her one day: 
‘Mevrouw, I wish we could have secured your services as General 
Superintendent of our Company plantations. For a woman, you are 
remarkable.’ 

She laughed and returned: ‘Since I was an infant, Mynheer Coni- 
mandeur, it was predicted that I would be a remarkable woman.’ And 
later, to Ignatius: ‘I’m becoming quite a figure in the colony. They 
respect me. I can hold my own with any of these managers when it 
comes to handling slaves and sweating them. And this is only the begin- 
ning. I tell you, we’re on the way to power, Ignatius. Power.’ She 
tapped her clenched hand slowly on the window-sill. ‘The one pity is 
that Grandfather isn’t alive to witness this. I had far more in common 
with him than with Father. Father is sound in liis way, but he’s in- 
clined to be weak at times. He hasn’t a stable philosophy. He calls it 
being Ubcral and generous — but it’s simply weakness. To get to the 
heights in tliis world one must have a hard, firm, ruthless pohey. Look 
at the system I’ye cheated among the slaves. You see how successfully 
it’s w^orking! I encourage them to tell tales on each other, and I give the 
tale-bearers extra rations and reduced tasks as a reward, and the male- 
factors get less rations and more work as well as punishment. My three 
lieutenants, Rabonne and Pardoom and Henwah, look upon me as a 
great queen or empress. I can sec it in their eyes how they venerate me. 
And why? Because I’ve lifted them into a stratum of dignity by giving 
them whips and investing them with the authority to mete out punish- 
ment. I’ve flattered their vanity, and they would die rather than betray 
me. Are you hstening, Ignatius, or have you fallen asleep?’ 

‘I’m paying attention.’ He was sitting by the cot patting Adrian to 
sleep. 

She smiled, and the contempt in her expression gradually faded. 
Tenderness came into her eyes. Her mouth softened. She crossed over 
to him, held his head and pressed it against her, stroking liis cheek and 
his hair. He remained passive, his face with a strained, sensitive look. 

Outside, the black water kept sucking at the bank, making a low, 
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sensuous sound. Not a whispering as on the Essequibo. Lights had 
begun to gleam in the fort buildings — in the upper story of the Com- 
mandeur’s residence. And in the ships lying at anchor in the stream. A 
voice came through the dusk, loud and disturbing, then a laugh raucous 
and with a lecherous note. There was the smell of wood-smoke in the 
air. The slaves were cooking their evening meals in the compound. 
Once or twice shouts of laughter came from that way, too. 

Soon #ie was pregnant again, and as on the previous occasion, she rode 
the mule about the plantation without fear. She said to Raboime: T’U 
be needing that chair of yours again in three or four months.’ 

Tt in de store-house, missy. Soon as you ready I bring it for you.’ 

The chair, however, was never used again. One morning, during 
heavy rain, she fell from tlic mule and had to be taken home, and when 
the surgeon from the fort came and examined her he said: T’m afraid 
you’re going to lose the child, Mevrouw. You should never have rid- 
den that mule.’ 

T rode it during my previous pregnancy and I kept the child, didn’t 
I? This is only an accident. I was crossing a drain.’ She spoke with 
petulance. The surgeon did not argue. 

She lost the child and was ill for a few days. Ignatius wept and 
thought she was going to die. She was so ill that she could hardly con- 
centrate when Rabonne and Henwah came upstairs to give her their 
reports. Ignatius did no painting. His time was too occupied taking care 
of her and of the two children. He proved capable, and one morning 
even asserted himself to the extent ot refusing to permit Rabonne to 
come upstairs to deliver his report. 

‘Your mistress is not well enough this morning to hear your report,’ 
he told Rabonne. "Get out of the house.’ 

Rabonne did not move. He said surhly: ‘Massa, yesterday Missy tell 
me no matter how sick she is I must come up and report.’ 

‘/am telling you you cannot go upstairs. She is in no condition to see 
anyone. She must have rest and quiet.’ 

Rabonne glowered at the door. 

‘Get out of the house.’ 

‘Missy vexed wid me if I not go upstairs, Massa.’ 

‘Are you daring to disobey me?’ 

‘I get orders from Missy. I must obey, Massa.’ 

‘Get out — or I’ll thrash you for impudence.’ 

Rabomie hesitated, then turned and went. 
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Not ten minutes later, when Ignatius went upstairs, Hendrickje asked 
in a weak voice: ‘What time is it? Rabonne should have come to me to 
report? Have you seen anything of him?* 

He related what had happened, and she said: ‘ You*vc acted foolishly. 
Send out and tell hjm to come to me at once.* 

‘Hendrickje, you’re not well enough to see him.* 

‘Do as I say. Send one of the kitchen slaves to call him.* 

He left the room, and a few minutes later Rabonne passed him on the 
stairs and gave him a deliberately mocking glance. 

Ignatius went to liis room, iiiuttering: ‘Tliis is my lot. I must bear it 
and not grumble. It’s she who ordered it, therefore it must be so. The 
very slaves treat me as dirt. I must suffer and say nothing.’ 

He stood beside his easel, rubbing liis hand along liis forearm and 
breathing deeply, his head bowed. Suddenly he pressed his hands to his 
face in an ecstasy of self-abasement, trembling and weak with a deh- 
cious, aching, aggrieved Joy. 

When she was well and active again he found that most of his time 
was still taken up with care of the two children. He did not grumble 
aloud, however; he resigned himself to the situation, extracting a secret 
pleasure from the fact that she w^as robbing him of the hours he should 
have devoted to his art. ‘She ought to be doing this,’ he assured lumsclf 
in a mutter; he had developed the habit of muttering aloud to himself. 
‘She is their mother, but she forces me to do a mother’s tasks. Very well. 
I must be prepared to suffer under her tyranny. It’s my fate.’ 

One night, when they were making love, he abruptly began to kiss 
her feet and make whimpering sounds, and she said in a puzzled voice: 
‘What’s the matter with you? Did I tell you that kissing my feet excites 
me?’ He went on doing it, as though obsessed, until the realization 
came upon her that it was causing liim pleasure — a strange, subservient, 
toady pleasure. She smiled, a slow understanding seeping through her. 

She went out of her way, the following day, to find fault with him; 
scolded him at the slightest pretext, snapped at him at every oppor- 
tunity. When he turned away and pretended to be hurt she would look 
after him without his knowing, and smile quietly to herself and nod. 

In her periodic letter to her father she said: ‘Life with Ignatius be- 
comes daily more interesting. I have no doubt now that he is develop- 
ing into a pervert. This self-abasement is not natural. Two days ago I 
purposely picked a quarrel with liim and got into a temper — at least, I 
pretended I was in a* temper. I slashed him across his back with my 
whip, and he howled and cringed away and implored me not to strike 
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him again. But he couldn’t fool me. I know he enjoyed it. And, for 
some reason, I rather enjoyed it myself. I believe I was born with a 
streak of cruelty. I wonder if it could be Grandfather August I’ve got it 
from. Wasn’t he supposed to have been very cruel? Anyway, the 
arrangement seems to me perfect. If he enjoys cruelty inflicted and I 
enjoy inflicting cruelty, then we ought both to be content. . . .’ 

V 

When Adrian was about nine months old Rabonne one morning said 
to his mistress: ‘I still have de lift-up chair in de store-house for you, 
missy. Soon as near time you must tell me.’ 

‘I’ll let you know when I’m ready, Rabonne,’ she smiled. 

For the rest of tliat morning she was pensive and inchned to be ill 
tempered, slashing at the field slaves for the most trivial misdemeanours. 

At noon she siiifl to Ignatius: ‘I want you to go across to the fort and 
ask the surgeon if he would be so good as to come and see me. I want 
to consult him on a certain matter.’ 

‘Arc you unwell, Hendrickje?’ 

‘No, but I want ' ledical advice. Has it struck you that it’s time I 
should have been pregnant again?’ 

‘You mean, you’re afraid you’ll be unable to have another child?* 

‘Don’t be a fool. I never said so, did 1?’ 

‘I wonder if that fall you had some months ago when you lost the 
child didn’t cause some internal injury.’ * 

‘That’s what I want to find out,’ she said quietly. A tenseness came 
into her manner. She sat for a long while silent and thoughtful. 

‘You’d be very disappointed if you didn’t have any more children?’ 

Without a word, she rose and went upstairs. 

He gazed after her, and a shudder went through liini. A shudder of 
fear mingled with delight. 

The surgeon could not tell her anything definite. ‘It’s not unlikely that 
the fall may have caused some displacement of your organs, Mevrouw,’ 
he said, ‘but one can never be certain in such matters, and I fear I am 
not sufficiently advanced in my knowledge of that branch of medicine 
to give you any reliable opinion. Only time will prove whether the fall 
did harm you in the manner you think.’ 

For days after she was in a brooding mood. Often a gleam of alarm 
would appear in her eyes. At night she made love to liim with a frantic 
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passion; almost with panic. She began to take more interest in Comehs 
and Adrian, giving him help in feeding them or bathing them. One day 
he came into the room and found her standing by the cots gazing at 
them as they slept, an earnest, pondering look on her face. She scowled 
on becoming aware of his presence, and pretended to be occupied with 
folding up petticoats. During this period she seldom struck him with 
her whip or picked quarrels, nor did she talk about the plantation nor 
of the day’s work, as was her habit. Rabonne, too, noticed the differ- 
ence in her manner, and griimed ingratiatingly one morning: ‘Missy, 
anything wrong? You look quiet and sad, missy.’ 

‘I’m thoughtful, Rabomie, that’s all.’ She uttered an uncomfortable 
lau^h. ‘There comes a time when we must all grow sober and thought- 
ful.^ 


The months moved on, but still no sign of pregnancy appeared. One 
day she said furiously: ‘I won’t give up. It’s only a temporary irregu- 
larity. I refuse to believe that that fall has rendered me barren for the 
rest of my Hfe.’ 

One night she got out of bed, snatched up her whip and flogged 
Ignatius. ‘It’s you,’ she snarled. ‘You’ve become weak! Effete! It’s this 
effeminacy you’ve developed. This cringing pleasure you take in my 
hurting you. It’s not natural. It’s a perversion!’ 

She flung the wliip down and sank into a chair, sobbing harshly. 

The following day she took Rabonne aside near the store-house and 
said: ‘Rabonne, there’s a matter I want to speak to you about. It’s a 
little dehcate, but I tliink I’ve got past the stage of dchcacy. Do you 
know of any African drugs or potions that can give aid in making 
women conceive?’ She flicked her whip about self-consciously and 
went on hurriedly: ‘I may as weU be frank with you and tell you that I 
suspect that the fall I got from the mule some months ago has pre- 
vented me from having another child. That’s why I’ve decided to ask 
you this. The surgeon at the fort doesn’t seem able to help me.’ 

At first he stared at her in wonder; then his face took on an under- 
standing look. He nodff d slowly and said: ‘I can find out, missy. Gan- 
sibah should know. He know oheah. I see him burn feathers and grey 
powder.’ 

‘I won’t have any tiling to do with that. I have no confidence in black 
magic. What I want to know is if he can tell you of any herbs or roots 
that I can boil and drink to help me. You Aincans have a lot of secret 
knowledge. I’m sure one of you ought to know.’ 

He promised to do his best to help her, and three days later told her 
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that Gansibah was preparing a potion. It was a bush preparation. ‘He 
say you must drink it two nights before full moon, missy, and you sure 
to get baby.’ 

‘ Why two nights before full moon? Why not on any night? I think 
I told you, Rabonne, that I won’t have anything to do with black 
magic.’ 

‘Dis not magic, missy. When de moon full it draw out what inside 
you. Dat’s why you must drink it when de moon nearly full. Full 
moBn help draw out de baby from your inside.* 

She consented reluctantly to follow the instructions, and though the 
concoction looked and tasted disgusting, she swallowed it on the two 
nights before full moon. When she discovered that it acted on her as an 
aphrodisiac, her spirits rose. She told Ignatius: ‘I beheve this will do it. 

I feel different inside already. These Africans know more about these 
things tlian IZu-Lpcan doctors.’ 

Ignatius shook his li.Md doubtfully. T still don’t like your using these 
strange medicines, Hcndrickjc. I don’t trust these slaves. I believe many 
of tliem hate you. You don’t treat them particularly well. How do you 
know that tliis fello' / r.aiisibah isn’t trying to poison you?’ 

T have confident - in Rabonne,’ she parried. Tn any case, I can’t re- 
sign myself to this condition. I must have more children, Ignatius. Be- 
fore we were married I planned on having at least ten. I told Father that, 
and I know I’m capable of it. I’m strong.’ She stood up and threw out 
her bosom. ‘Look at me! Don’t you see what a fine specimen I am! I’m 
made for breeding. It would be a senseless, cruel waste if a mere fall 
should prevent me from conceiving again. I won’t give up. I’m deter- 
mined to overcome this incapacity. I must and will have more children. 
By sheer will I’ll conceive again.’ 

The weeks, however, and then the months, moved on, and still there 
was no sign of pregnancy. Again she tried the concoction Rabomie 
secured for her from Gansibah, but it had no effect. 

Ignatius said: ‘Hcndrickjc, my dear, we’ll have to content ourselves 
with our two boys, and I t’ ink we’ll have reason to be proud of them. 
They’re strong and handsome. I’m sure they’ll be hke you when they 
grow up. You mustn’t upset yourself in this way.’ 

For this she slashed liim across liis face with her whip, cutting his fore- 
head and the tip of liis left car. As he cringed away, moaning with pain, 
she snarled at hi n: ‘Don’t dare to console me! I haven’t given up. I’ll 
never give up. Never! Nothing will defeat me!’ The next moment she 
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was sobbing and asking him to forgive her. ‘I didn’t mean to liit you on 
your face, my darling. I’m not in my right senses. I’m going to kill my- 
self, Ignatius. I can’t go on living like tliis. It’s intolerable. It’s humiliating. 
Why should tliis happen to me of all people! It isn’t just. I was made to 
have cliildrcn. Every'inch of me was fasliioncd for it — and now because 
of this trifling accident I’m robbed of the capacity to breed. If I don’t 
have another cliild I shall hate life. I shall hate people. I shall hate the 
earth and everything on it. I shall be a terror to every creature with 
which I come into contact!’ 

She spoke with such passion that he gazed at her with fear. ‘I can’t 
understand why you should take it like this, Hendrickje,’ he said. ‘You 
still have so much to interest you in life. The plantation and Cornehs 
and Adrian.’ 

‘I don’t expect you to understand. You have no fire in you. You have 
no ambitions. You’re an incflectual drone. The more I see of you the 
more I despise you, the more 1 hate you and feel like kicking you and 
stamping yon out of existence.’ He tried to cringe away from her in 
another shuddering ecstasy of humility, but fear dominated him. He 
simply stood still, on the alert for another attack from her. 

A few days later she told Laurens in a letter: ‘I can sec that it’s the 
will of Destiny to thwart me in my plan to have children, but beheve 
me, Father, I shall never be defeated. I’ll still have my way in the long 
run. I’ll live to sec my grandcliildrcn multiply in this colony, and 
through them I’ll fulfil my dreams. Through them I’ll bring into actu- 
ality the large and powerful family I’ve planned. I’m not afraid of 
Destiny. I defy Destiny. 1 beheve that with cnougli strength of will a 
man or woman can bring under subjection all the forces of life. . . . 

‘At the moment I’m going through an extremely hysterical phase, 
but it will pass. Already I can feel a cold, hard calm descending upon 
me. Already I can sense a deeper strength coming into being. . . .’ 

VI 

Despite resignation to her sterihty, deep within her she never entirely 
gave up hope. When Cornehs was shghtly over four years old she ex- 
perienced certain symptoms that gave her reason to beheve that she had 
conceived again. For a fortnight she lived in a tense bubble of hope. 
Then the bubble burst and another cold, savage period of bitterness and 
frustration followed. 1 he field slaves whimpered under her lashes, and 
Ignatius drew more and more into the sohtude of himself, fearing her 

196 



The Way to Power 

now with the primeval fear of a weaker animal, worshipping her now 
in a perverted rapture of selflessness, sometimes hating her in a spurt of 
self-asscrtivencss. 

The two boys were fond of him because he took notice of them ^nd 
petted them in their mother’s absence in the fields. One day he smiled 
at them: ‘You’re my little friends, aren’t you? We’re together against 
her and her tyranny. We must keep together.’ 

On an occasion after she had struck him with her whip and stamped 
oul^of the house Cornelis came to him and stroked his cheek and said: 
‘You mustn’t cry, Father. I’m sorry. Mother is very cruel.’ 

‘Yes, Mother is very cruel, my boy. But we mustn’t mind. This is our 
lot. She is cruel to us all, but we must bear with it. Come and let me 
teach you to draw. It will be our secret. You mustn’t tell her of it or she 
will be annoyed.’ 

‘No, I wo!.’*^ tell her. She’s cruel. I don’t like Mother.’ 

Inevitably the day came when she discovered the alliance that was 
springing up between him and the boys. She came upon CorneUs with 
a piece of charcoal drawing warped elliptical figures on the wall. She 
snatched the charcoal from liini and snapped: ‘None of that! You’re 
spoiling die walls. ‘ j^natius! Did you give this child charcoal? Haven’t I 
told you not to leave your drawing things lying about where the 
children can get at them?’ 

‘He must have found it by accident, my dear. I really have no idea 
how he ’ ^ 

‘Don’t bother to make excuses. Get the wall cleaned.’ She flung the 
piece of charcoal through the w indow, and Cornelis began to sob. 

‘Mother, that was my best charcoal! My very best! And now you’ve 
thrown it away! You’re cruel!’ 

Ignatius, busy rubbing off the marks Cornelis had made on the wall, 
did not notice the gleam that came into the eyes of his wife. It was not 
until she said in an icy voice: ‘Ignatius, have you been in the habit of 
giving this cliild charcoal?’ that he started round with the reahzation of 
danger and stammered: ‘What’s that, Hendrickje? What did you ask?’ 

‘You heard. I’m asking you’re in the habit of giving tliis child char- 
coal to draw with. He’s just mentioned that the piece I’ve thrown away 
was his best piece.’ 

‘I don’t ever — I have never given any to him at any time.’ 

He was too obviously alarmed; she kiKwv that he was l)ing. 

‘That’s enough. Now 1 kiK)w that you have been giving him char- 
coal. Sit down. I want to speak to you. Sit by the window over there.’ 
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‘But, Hendrickje, my dear * 

‘Sit down!’ 

He seated liimself hesitantly in the big arm-chair by the window. 

On the floor Adrian, with a collection of pebbles and palm seeds, 
looked on, wondering and expectant. There was a smudge of green 
paint on liis dark-brown curls, the result of an absent-minded caress his 
father had given him a short while before. 

‘Perhaps you’ve forgotten what I told you some time ago, Ignatius. 
It might be a case of bad memory.* She leaned casually against the bed- 
post as she spoke: ‘Might, I repeat. If I thought that you had deHberatcly 
decided to go counter to my ruling, the consequences for you would be 
serious.’ 

‘Your ruling?’ 

‘My ruling. You needn’t pretend you don’t know what I mean. You 
are perfectly aware that I disapprove of these two boys having anytliing 
to do with art. I’m certain you haven’t forgotten what 1 said on that 
subject some time ago. You’ve defied me. I’m convinced of it now. You 
did this on purpose, didn’t you?’ 

‘But, my dear, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I’ve told you 
I had no idea CorncUs had taken up that charcoal ’ 

‘Quiet! And stop wriggling about in that chair. If you imagine I’m 
going to be so kind as to oblige you with the pleasure of a flogging, let 
me disappoint you at once. This time it will be something much worse. 
This time it will be punishment with genuine pain. Pain that will strike 
home at your very soul.’ She moistened her lips. ‘This is an important 
occasion, Ignatius. It has just come to me in a flash what has been 
happening when my back is turned.’ 

^Hendrickje, I swear it. I never did anything consdously that you 
didn’t want me to. If I did, it was without knowing that I’d done 
wrong.’ He sat erect in the chair watcliing her, a troubled, wary look 
on his face. 

As though he had not spoken, she said: ‘Ignatius, I’ve just begun to 
see the significance of certain scraps of talk I’ve heard these two cliildren 
indulging in from time to time. You’ve been filling them up with your 
own effeminate ideas and poisoning them against me. You’ve been 
doing your best to win them over to your side. Probably trading on the 
fact that they’ve seen me often flogging you. You tell them I’m a cruel 
woman, don’t you?’ 

‘No. No, no. I’ve never told them that.’ 

‘You have. I’m certain of it. My intuition, apart from the evidence, 
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tells me that you have. Til have to mete out a severe lesson to you, 
Ignatius. What Tm about to do will seem heartless — unusually brutal. 
It’s going to hurt you to the core, but it must be done. Stand up.’ She 
spoke softly, with a sensuous coaxing tenderness. She grasped his arm as 
he stood up. He was trembling. 

‘Hendrickjc, I don’t understand. What are you going to do?’ 

She smiled. ‘To think of it, Ignatius. Docs it seem possible that only 
five years ago we used to go up that creek on the Essequibo to make 
lo^ — and make love so passionately? We’ve both changed a great deal 
since then, haven’t we?’ 

He turned away his gaze in a troubled, fearful way. 

Tn a way, I foresaw tliis, though. I don’t regret marrying you, be- 
cause I see now that a mascuhne man, a man with real self-respect, a 
man who was domineering and hard as a man should be, would never 
have suited me Perhaps it was a deep, blind instinct that made me 
choose you. But that’s irrelevant. Come with me.’ 

She urged him forward and took liim into the next room — the room 
he used as his studio. She paused just inside and stood looking around 
with a casually inte^-ested air. 

Tt’s in here you bring them to tell them about your work and let 
them know what a horrible creature their mother is. Do you deny it?’ 

‘Heiidrickjc, you misjudge me. I don’t tell them aiiytliing against 
you. You know I wouldn’t do that.’ 

‘No, I don’t know you wouldn’t do that. I believe you have done it. 
And what I’m going to do will teach you very effectively that it’s wrong 
to try to encourage these two boys to be weak and efteminate like your- 
self. Tins punishment I’m about to indict will teach you that never, 
never again must you ever let them have any charcoal or drawing 
materials or tell them anything about drawing. You said it w^as only an 
accident that Cornelis happened to ha/e that piece in his possession. 
Well, in future you will have to see that accidents like that do not occur.’ 

As she spoke she kept looking slowly round the room. ‘Some very 
interesting canvases you liavc in here, Ignatius. That one there you 
spent a long time on, didn’t you? More than a year, if I’m not mistaken. 
The Adoration of tlic Lamb. Isn’t that the one for which you used Cor- 
nells as an infant model?’ She smiled at him and it was almost a friendly, 
sympathetic smile. 

He suspected what she was about to do only when she had moved 
casually and unhurriedly across the room to the easel and had taken up 
his palette-knife. He darted after her with a croaking cry. He gripped 
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her arm. ‘Hendrickje! What arc you planning to do?’ Pdis lips had 
turned a greyish purple. ‘Why are you looking at that canvas? Don’t 
touch it! If— if you touch it I’ll kill you!’ 

She was unmoved. She stood gazing up at the big canvas; his Adora- 
tion scene. It was about twelve feet by five and the most striking of all 
the works that hung on the walls in the room. 

With a sudden urgent motion he placed liimself between her person 
and the picture and took up a defensive attitude. 

‘You won’t dare touch it, Hcndrickje. I mean it. I’ll kill you. Do you 
know how much work I’ve put into this? How much of myself?’ 

She continued to smile and regard the work, ignoring linn. Toying 
with the palette-knife. 

Cornelis and Adrian had followed them in, and stood near the door 
watching them. Comclis’ cheeks were still damp with tears. His hands 
were black with the charcoal he had been using on the wall. 

‘Stop bobbing about in front of me, Ignatius.’ 

He stood where he was. ‘I tell you, I won’t have you touch that 
work, Hendrickje. I’m in earnest. Don’t try to damage it. You can do 
anything to me myself. Flog me, hurt me as much as you wish. But 
don’t trouble my work. That’s all I have in life to give me happiness. 
It’s all I live for. I’m in great earnest. I shall kill you if you attempt to 
ruin this canvas.’ 

Without warning — and to her utter dismay — he snatched the palette- 
knife out of her h^nd ^nd retreated a pace so that he stood directly be- 
neath the canvas, his head almost touching its frame. He was like an 
animal waiting to be attacked, liis eyes wild and liis head trembling. 

She stretched out her hand. ‘Give that knife back to me.’ 

‘I refuse.’ 

‘Give it back to me.’ 

‘I say I refuse.’ 

She turned off and picked up a stool to throw at him, but he was so 
tensed and alert that he anticipated this move and rushed at her and 
grabbed her arms, letting the palatte-knife clatter to the floor. 

The two boys retreated out of the room, startled, as their parents 
began to struggle for the possession of the stool. Hendrickje was strong, 
but in his desperation the masculine strength natural to Ignatius came to 
the fore and the next instant he had hurled her to the floor. It was as 
though more than his life depended upon liis triumphing — sometliing 
beyond mere physical safety. 

As she tried to get to her feet he struck her in the face, kicked her and 
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sent her down again. Before she could recover he snatched up the stool, 
which had gone skidding toward the wall, and brought it down on her 
head. The blow stunned her temporarily. Her forehead began to ooze 
a slow red trickle. But even this did not dismay him. He caught her by 
her shoulders and dragged her toward the door, dragged her right 
through into the next room. He rushed back into the studio and 
slammed and bolted the door, scuttled across to the other door — the one 
that opened on to the corridor — and locked and bolted this, too. He 
made a moaning sound and stood with liis hands pressed to his face. He 
sobbed, his whole frame swaying from side to side. 

‘This is going too far. My work. Not my work. This would kill me. 
I couldn’t stand by and see this done. No, Hendrickje. This is really too 
much. Oh, not my work. No, no!’ 

He was still muttering to himself when the heavy thuds sounded at the 
door that vii ro the corridor. He whined like a beast which knows 
that it IS doomed H- began to pace about, throwing quick glances at 
the door. 

‘Hendrickje, stop that! Stop that! Don’t let them break the door 
down. If you let r .y < f those black brutes come in here I’m going to 
kill. I mean it.’ 

When the door cracked and splintered and suddenly burst inward as 
the bolt and lock were wrenched away, he was croucliing in a comer 
with the palette-knife ready to pounce. He rushed straight at Rabonne 
as Rabonne came in. Rabonne grappled with him,, .and then Pardoom 
held liini from beliind and they brought him down, twisting the palette- 
knife out of his grasp. He struggled with a desperate, whining fury. 

Hendrickje stood in the doorway looking on, erect and dignified 
despite her disarray and the blood on her bodice and skirt. Her face 
might have been made of marble it was so rigid and impassive. 

After they had pinned liis hands behind his back, she said: ‘Stand liim 
up so that he can face that picture — the large one.’ 

He was blubbering now, his eyes bulging hke a maniac’s. He could 
not utter two words coherently. 

Cornelis and Adrian h;. ^ appeared at the door. They looked on with 
wide eyes — eyes naive with wonder and baffled curiosity. Adrian had 
two purple c7c/rt-palm seeds clutched in one hand. They fell with a 
prattle on the floor, and his lips parted when he saw liis mother raise the 
axe she had taken earlier from Pardoom and chop at the big picture of the 
Adoration. The canvas split’ and tore in loud rasps of sound, and their 
father struggled and gibbered in the grasp of the two powerful black men. 
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VII 

‘It’s over three months since that occurred,’ she told her father in a 
letter, ‘and the shock*of it hasn’t worn off yet. He’s still in a daze, still 
in a trance of bitterness. I can sense hate in liis manner now. He seems 
to derive little pleasure these days from self-abasement. He still cringes, 
but there is a difference. Yes, he fears and hates me now. The lesson has 
been effective. He will never dare to defy me again, for he knows I 
would not hesitate to ruin every canvas in his studio. . . . 

‘In your last letter you described my methods as being incredibly in- 
human. Perhaps they are, but they achieve results. Father. The world 
respects only those who can show results. The man or woman who says 
that tliis might have been so if so and so had been so is only smiled at, 
and rightly, too, for everybody feels that he or she could achieve won- 
ders if circumstances were favourable. The strong man or woman 
creates circumstances, compels circumstances to be favourable. To do 
this one must be brutal, one must be rutlJcss. A soft policy never 
brought anything worth wliilc into being. Every living thing has been 
brought into being through friction and struggle; one has oiJy to look 
around one to observe this. . . . 

‘Comehs and Adrian Uve in dread of me now — which is a good 
thing. The less love and pampering they get from me the more metal 
will harden in the^r souls as they grow up. Remember how Grand- 
father always abhorred pampering. I agree with liim. No petting. No 
sentimental cuddhng. . . . 

‘The main tiling is to keep them all cowed — husband, children and 
slaves. Only in this way can I be complete master of the situation. Only 
in this way will I have a free hand to do as I please without inter- 
ference.’ 


VIII 

Between the ages of six and eight Cornelis and Adrian heard the stories 
of Kaywana and Adriansen and the raid of 1666. Hendrickje told them 
these stories in the stem spirit of lessons that must be learnt and not for- 
gotten. She would say: ^That will do. Put away your books. Now, 
Cornelis, stand still there and tell me about Kaywana and the Indians. 
That night of the raid— how did Great-great-grandmother Kaywana 
set about to defend herself against the attack?’ 
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Cornelis, eyes lowered, would begin a faltering account of what 
happened. liis mother might interrupt: ‘No, there were four muskets 
— not three.’ Or: ‘No, the ammunition was on the desk in the corner, 
not on the table.’ 

Once she clouted Adrian because he could not remember what action 
Willem took when the raiders attempted to burn the barn. ‘I told you 
that the last time we discussed the raid. He ordered the slaves to break 
away the wall in eight places, and a man was put at each opening with a 
musket, because in this way if the Indians had attempted to rush up 
with more faggots and brambles they would have been shot down at 
point-blank range. Get that into your head. I’m going to ask you again 
to-morrow.’ 

She gave them frequent lectures for the purpose of instilling into 
them a consciousness of the importance of the family. 

‘The fan'^iiy what matters. The family must come before all other 
considerations. You r .ust keep repeating to yourselves: “I come from a 
great tamily. I must never let down the family name. I’m proud that 
I’m a van Grocnwegel. The van Grocnwegels never run.” Adrian!’ 

Adrian started. F h < i been staring out of die window. A hawk was 
perched on the swa; mg frond of a tall paraipec palm, screecliing as other 
birds swooped down and past. 

‘Yes, Mother! I’m hstening!’ 

‘What is the motto of our family?’ 

‘The motto of our family?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘The van Grocnwegels never run. Mother.’ 

‘Yes. And pay attention when I’m speaking to you. Tliis is no time 
to be staring out of the window. Cornchsl’ 

‘Yes, Mother?’ 

‘What is our family motto?’ 

‘The van Grocnwegels never run. Mother.’ 

‘Good. Keep that fixed in your mind. Suppose the new war that has 
broken out in Europe comes here. Suppose ships came up the river and 
began to bombard the for; ind soldiers landed and attacked tliis house, 
what would you do?’ 

‘We’d stay and fight,’ said Cornelis and Adrian in a parret-like 
monotone, Cornehs adding: ‘As Grandfather Willem dicl in 1666.’ 
Adrian, as though catcliing himself, said quickly: ‘As Grandfather 
Willem and Grandfather Lairrens did in 1666.’ 

‘Good. And I hope that that of all things will stick in your memories. 
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We never run. I don’t want you to say it like parrots and not realize 
what it signifies. We never run. Whenever we the van Groenwegels are 
attacked we fight. We fight to the last breath. We defend our property 
to the end — as Great-grandfather Willem did in 1666, as Great-great- 
grandmother Kaywana did in 1628. Remember that always.’ 

In the next room Ignatius, before liis easel, smiled and wagged his 
head. ‘ So futile,’ he muttered. ‘ As though telhng them that will alter the 
course of Destiny. In many ways, Hcndrickje is a simpleton. A great 
woman, but a simpleton. She doesn’t really know human nature, or she 
wouldn’t drill those children as she docs. Life is going to laugh at her 
one day.’ 

Since news of the new war against France had reached the colony she 
had begun to train rhe slaves in the use of the musket. There were over 
twenty muskets in the store-room that adjoined the pantry, some of 
which she had had sent from the Essequibo and some of which she had 
obtained through the Company in Berbicc. Rabonne and Henwah and 
Pardoom each commanded a squad of men, and musket practice took 
place twice a week under Hendrickje’s supervision. Those who showed 
up well received extra rations. 

Ignatius had now adopted an attitude of furtive reticence toward the 
two boys. His studio was strictly out of bounds for them. He spoke to 
them only when their mother was present, and even then only in a very 
guarded manner. His status in the home was virtually that of a prisoner. 
Before Hcndrickje left for the fields at about nine she locked him in his 
studio in order to make sure that the boys did not go in to him in her 
absence. At noon, on her return, she opened the doors. It was a recog- 
nized routine now, and, incidentally, by no means effectual, for many 
mornings Ignatius would hear a chorthng at the key-hole, and one of 
the boys would call through: ‘Father! We can sec you drawing!’ And 
from the other key-hole: ‘I, too. Father! I can sec you. You’re painting 
in the lady’s hair!’ 

Ignatius would laugh softly, glance round and wag his brush in mock 
admonition. Sometimes when the boys got no response from him they 
would call across at each other: ‘Cornehs! Can you see the httle angels 
up in the top corner?’ 

‘ No, Father’s head is in the way. But I can sec the naked lady witli the 
long hair and the wreath in her hand ! Can you sec that?’ 

‘Yes, I see the lady, but not the wreath. Can you see the yellow cloud 
over the tree?’ 

Ignatius would smile, and his body would shake with mirth and 
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affection, but the fear in him would prevent him from turning to hiss 
even a word to them. He lived in perpetual dread of a recurrence of the 
event four or five years ago. There were still occasions now when he 
would weep in the seclusion of liis studio at the memory of his 
Adoration. 

Intimate relations between husband and wife had become now a 
mere duty — a duty, for him not always devoid of revulsion. He told 
her one night: ‘There is no more beauty in this for me, Hendrickje. I 
fe»J like a liired man.’ He said it in a spirit of disgust and not in a bout 
of self-abasement. Unlike himself, she had no sensitiveness where mak- 
ing love was concerned, no aesthetic considerations. Her approach was 
purely animal and sensual. T don’t care how you feel,’ she had replied. 
‘So long as you give me physical satisfaction. You may be sure I’m not 
going to let any quarrels we have during the day prevent me from 
having what I want when I want it.’ She had added as a threat: ‘The 
Captain ot the troops at the fort would sleep with me if I merely 
beckoned to liim.’ He had murmured back: ‘1 sliouldn’t object. You’ve 
killed all the affection I had for you. I’m past the stage where I can be 
hurt by aiiytliing you say or do. I live now only for my art. All I care 
about is to see th'' ] do iiotliing to give you cause to damage the things 
I create.’ 

‘I like the way you bare your miserable soul. So you wouldn’t mind 
if I were unfaithful. In that case, I must sec the Captain to-morrow.’ 

She never attempted to be imfaithful, however. Her pride would not 
have allowed her to be. It was a matter of an obsession with her that 
everyone in the colony should respect her — from the Commandeur and 
liis officials to the Company managers and the private plantation people. 
One night, after a banquet at Mynheer de Veerman’s house, in celebra- 
tion of his election to the Governing Council^ — he had just been 
appointed manager of one ot the Company plantations — the Captain 
of the troops attempted to be familiar with her on the back veranda 
where he had followed her. She slapped him and told him: ‘Please 
remember in whose presence you are. Captain!’ 

‘No harm meant, Mevrouw. I’ve been told that your husband is a 
rather incapable fellow. And being a handsome woman ’ 

‘Captain, you’re drunk. Had it been otherwise I should have reported 
this to the Commandeur.’ 

The next day he had written her a letter apologizing. She had replied 

^ The Governing Council was composed of the Commandeur and the six 
Company managers. 
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immediately forgiving him and asking him to come and dine. For 
while she was determined to command full respect from the officials at 
the fort, she was equally determined not to lose any of her popularity 
with them. 


IX 

Comelis and Adrian were both good swimmers, though Cornehs was 
a coward and afraid to venture too far out for fear oiperai, the vicious 
sword-fish that abounded in the river. 

^Perai won’t harm you if you splash about and make a noise,’ his 
mother told him. One day she made liini swim into midstream and 
back despite his fears. When he scrambled ashore he was pale and 
shaky, and she gave him a look of contempt and struck liim across his 
legs with her whip. 

One day when he was ten she said to him: ‘I can note a tendency in 
you to be soft, and I’m going to thrash it out of you. Rabonne says you 
refused to row yesterday when he told you to. You sliipped the oar and 
said you were tired. A healthy boy Hkc you tired after a few minutes’ 
rowing!’ 

‘Mother, we were going against tide.’ 

‘And what of it? Don’t you want to develop the muscles of a man?’ 

He was silent, hanging his head and smootliing down bis clothes. 

‘That’s another thing. You’re always concerned about your clothes. 
Your clothes and your person. Your clothes must never be disarranged, 
and your hair must always be brushed and combed. I don’t like it, Cor- 
neUs. It’s a sign of effeminacy.’ For an instant a thoughtful look settled 
on her face, then she turned off and crossed over to the dressing-table. 
She stood surveying the toilet articles with a contemplative air. 

The following day when he went to brush Ids hair, he found that the 
toilet things had vanished. He uttered an exclamation of dismay, then, 
in the mirror, saw his mother. She was standing at the door regarding 
him. 

‘Mother, I — I was going to comb my hair, but I don’t see any of the 
things.’ 

‘No, Tve put them away,’ she said quietly. 

‘Put them away?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Oh. But — mustn’t I Jtidy myself to-day?’ 

She did not reply at once, then started and said: ‘Yes. Yes, of course. 
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She came over to the dressing-table and unlocked a drawer. ‘The comb 
and brush are in here. I put them away because I had intended to have 
the room cob webbed to-day.* 

He gave her a suspicious, wary look, but her face was blank. When 
she left the room he felt uneasy, but went about his toilet as usual. After 
combing and brusliing liis hair, he looked at himself in the mirror, tilt- 
ing his head tliis way and that. He smoothed his clothes down fastidi- 
ously and smiled at himself, standing back a pace and turning his head 
so that he could view liis face at half profile. He touched his eyebrows 
delicately. 

By now he had completely forgotten his mother. He became so 
absorbed in examining liiinself that he did not observe in the mirror 
that the door had opened silently and slowly. He patted his shoulder, 
smiled at his reflection, took up the brush and set to work again on his 
pale yellow Bright sunlight shone in at the window to his left. He 
adjusted the mirror an J moved into the sunlight, watching his hair gleam. 

The door opened wider and liis mother came in. 

He started round. 

She was smiling. 

T didn’t — you c..iiie in so suddenly, Mother/ 

T startled you, didn’t I?’ 

‘Yes, Mother.’ 

From the next room came sounds indicating that Ignatius was get- 
ting ready to work. A paint-brush fell to the floor with a sharp clatter. 

‘ Why were you startled, Cornclis?’ 

‘Notiiing, Mother. I was just startled.’ 

‘I came in too suddenly?’ 

‘Yes, Mother.’ 

‘Are you sure you didn’t feel you were doing something you ought 
not to be doing?’ 

‘No, Mother. I was only combing and brushing my hair.* 

She looked about her slowly. In the next room a stool was shifted. 

‘You were not by any chance preening yourself, Comelis?* 

‘Preening myself?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

He said notiiing. 

‘Preening yourself. Admiring yourself in the mirror as though you 
thought yourself a pretty little girl. Your complexion is lovely, isn’t it?’ 

He began to squeeze liis hands togedicr. 

‘It’s a pity,’ she said, ‘it didn’t occur to me to keep an eye on you two 

207 



children of Kaywana 

boys when you make your toilet.’ She glanced out of the window. *Is 
Adrian still bathing in the river?* 

‘Yes, Mother, I tliink he is.’ 

They could h^ar splashes. And shouts. Two slave boys were with 
Adrian. They swam' about and pelted each other. Adrian was a normal, 
healthy boy. He liked the open air, and was never in a hurry to leave 
the river. He was not afraid of perai. He played games with the slave 
boys. It was only in the house that he grew shy and quiet — and fearful. 

Hendrickje considered Cornclis. She had an air of appraisal, as though 
she were noting every detail of liis person and his mood and trying to 
form an estimate of his worth. At length she said: ‘Cornclis, are you 
afraid of me?’ 

‘No, Mother.’ 

She began to pace about. ‘I know you are. Both of you. All three of 
you. You fear me. Every time I appear you grow silent and look 
guilty.’ She laughed: T’ve written telling your grandfather Laurens 
about it, and he replied saying that he expected it, that the three of you 
have his pity. He doesn’t spare me in liis letters — and I don’t spare giv- 
ing him the details about our life here. It satisfies my soul to let him 
know what a bitter home we have and what a bitter, calculating woman 
his eldest daughter has grown into. I believe that deep down in me I 
hate Father. He has a streak of softness, and I hate softness in people. 1 
know it hurts him to read in my letters how I treat you three, but I want 
to hurt him. I want to hurt all soft and weak tilings. Only the strong 
and the hard deserve to populate this earth. The weak should be 
crushed out.’ She stopped pacing and looked at him, and he trembled. 

‘You are soft, Cornclis.’ 

‘Yes, Mother,’ he whispered. 

‘You admit it?’ 

He said notliing, on the point of tears. 

‘Look up. Look up at me.’ 

He glanced at her — aiad glanced away. 

‘ See it! Fear. Your own mother, and you’re afraid of me. Terrified of 
me as if I were a horrible monster from the bush. 1 merely have to Uft 
my hand and you wilt and cower. Like your father in there. It’s so 
plain to see that you’ve taken after him — the weaker side. Y our Grand- 
father Reinald. Your Great-grandmother Grisclda. Let me tell you this, 
Comelis, I’m not going to tolerate weaklings for sons. If yon can’t fight 
against this effeminacy 1 see coming out in you, if you can’t crush it out 
of your system, life is going to be terrible for you. I shall hound you 
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down, nag at you, thump you about, flog you into pulp until you either 
change or you break — and if you break, then I have no use for you. I’ll 
get rid of you — in some fashion. I won’t tolerate weakhngs. Your father 
has liis uses, that’s why he’s still here. I would have done away with him 
long ago if I didn’t need him as a husband — and need him to write up 
the records and to make himself useful in other ways about the house. 
To me, your father has come to mean notliing more than a special kind 
of^slave whom I employ to satisfy my physical desires at night and to 
do^odd jobs. That may sound ugly, but there are many ugly tilings in 
tliis hfe, and we must face them. I'he truth. Let’s look at the truth as it 
is. That lias always been my philosophy. But what I want to tell you in 
particular is tliis. Don’t you ever let me come into tliis room and fmd 
you admiring yourself in the mirror or being fastidious about your 
person. Are you listening to me?’ 

‘Yes, Mjciici ’ 

‘Only a woman is :upposcd to preen herself and admire her face in 
the mirror. You arc a man. You must be rough and unconcerned about 
personal appearances. Are you paying attention to me?’ 

‘Yes, Mother.’ 

She caught him by his coat-front. She shook him and rumpled his 
clothes, ripped down one of his pockets. She tumbled his hair into con- 
fusion, and releasing liini, said: ‘Now you look as a boy ought to look. 
Unkempt. You’ll remain like this for the rest of the day. After meals 
you will refrain from wasliing your hands. Do you understand?’ 

‘Yes, Mother.’ 

Ignatius, in the next room, listened and smiled. He had cultivated a 
secret cynicism, an introspective calm and indifference, a sniggering 
callousness. Safe and at ease in his studio, he sneered and muttered. Self- 
abasement gave liim no ecstasy now. 

X 

Life for Cornclis became a precarious affair of minor terrors and 
alarms and revulsions. Om day Henwah took him out in the coridl, and 
when they were nearing the shore Henwah suddenly shouted, leaned 
sideways and overturned the small craft. Comelis shrieked and : warn 
ashore in a trembling fright. His mother, watching from a bedroom 
window, smiled and nodded approval. Some minutes later she told 
Henwah: ‘That was well man'anivrcd, Henwah. Next time let it happen 
when you’re furtlier out in the stream.’ 
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There was the day, too, when his mother sent him to the tool-shed 
for a shovel. As he pushed in the door he set off a booby-trap and 
brought down a deluge of soft mud and filth upon his person. His 
mother laughed and told him: ‘A most unfortunate accident. Now you 
can walk around the compound and let it dry a little, then it would be no 
harm if you took a dip in the river. Swim a httle distance out and return.’ 

She saw to it that he remained in the compound for over an hour, 
filthy and blubbering. Saw to it, too, that he swam out into the stream 
despite his terror of perai. 

Another day she had Henwah chain his feet to the two heavy stones 
which the slaves had to drag around the compound as a punishment. 
Cornelis was made to walk around the compound three times as a 
punishment for having spent too much time washing his face after the 
morning meal. When the ordeal was over, he whimpered so much in 
the bedroom adjoining the studio that Ignatius shook off his fear and 
went in and comforted liim. 

Hendrickje had gone off to the fields. Adrian unlocked the studio 
door. Comehs was very grateful. ‘ I won’t tell her you came in to me. 
Father,’ he said. T wish you could speak to me sometimes. I’d keep it a 
secret. Adrian, you won’t tell her, will you?’ 

Adrian, standing by with a solemn face, shook his head. T won’t tell 
her a word,* he said. T hate her. I hate her terribly. One day I’ll ram a 
stone down her throat and choke her to death.’ 

‘She’s not human, my boys. She’s a monster. But this won’t continue 
for ever. One day it must end. In the meantime, we must hold together 
and endure it.’ He started, rushed to die door, opened it and peered out 
into the corridor. But there was no one diere. Once she had been in the 
habit of sending up a slave to listen at the doors. 

‘I’m mistaken,’ he said. T thought I’d heard a sound.’ 

He cautioned them to be careful not to mention his coming in to see 
them. ‘Lock me in again, Adrian, and hang the keys on the peg from 
where you took them.’ He patted their heads and smiled. ‘My poor 
boys. Never mind. Now and then we’ll have little chats together as 
we’ve had this morning. But secrecy must be our watchword. I think 
you’re old enough to be trusted.’ 

That was how the alliance between the three of them was re-estab- 
lished — and this time the secret was well kept. Every morning after 
Hendrickje had left for the fields one of the boys would unlock the door 
of the studio and the morning’s ‘conference’ would begin. ‘Our little 
daily conference,’ their father simperingly called it. ‘This proves,’ he 
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said to them one morning, ‘that tyranny and brutality can be defeated. 
Your mother thinks that “hard” methods can conquer the world. By 
“hard” she means cruel, heartless. But despite her attempt to segregate 
you from me, despite her ruthless and despicable methods of crushing 
the humanity out of you and infusing fear and brutahty into your inno- 
cent souls, we have found a way of commiming, and communing in 
safety.’ 

‘We’ll fool her every day,’ said Adrian. ‘She doesn’t hke me to read 
exce^jpt at lesson times, but I readjust the same. I go over to the fort, and 
one of the soldiers lets me read a book he has.’ 

‘Good. Good. Your mother is an imbecile in many ways, my boy. 
She doesn’t know human nature. She imagines she docs, but she’s blind 
and ignorant. Her egotism has grown into a mountain that obscures her 
view of the finer qualities in men. What of you, Cornelis, my boy? 
Have you a soldier friend at the fort, too?’ 

‘Yes, Father. His name is Fran(^ois.’ 

‘Francois?’ 

‘Yes. Fran<;:ois Tirol. Flc’s a Frenchman.’ 

‘I didn’t know there wcie Frenchmen among the military over 
there.’ 

‘He’s the only one. He’s very nice. He can read poetry beautifully, 
and — and he sometimes lets me brush my hair.’ 

‘Poor lad! To think of it! He sometimes lets you brush your hair! 
You aren’t even permitted to do that in your home. If tliis isn’t down- 
right wicked madness!’ 

In spite of their elaborate precautions against discovery, there were 
anxious moments. One morning they heard footsteps on the stairs. The 
boys scampered into the next room and locked the door, pretending to 
become engaged in a game with pebbles and palm seeds on the floor — 
a game they had played three or four ycar^ ago but wliich still held some 
interest for them occasionally. 

It turned out to be Pardoom. His mistress had sent him for her 
medicine box. A slave had hurt his foot — hacked a piece out of his 
ankle with a cutlass. Pardoom explained tliis to them when they, in very 
self-conscious voices, asked liini why he had come to the house. 

‘We can never be too careful, my boys,’ their father said when they 
returned into the studio. ‘Arc you certain you didn’t let him see the 
ke^ys? Did you hide them carefully?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Cornelis. ‘1 liid them under the bed as soon as I locked the 
door. There wasn’t time to hang tliem up on the peg.’ 

2II 



children of Kaywana 

These meetings benefited them, brought cheer and good fellowship 
into their Hves. They discussed each other’s sufferings. 

‘Remember how she made me walk up and down the stairs two 
hundred and seventy times ! At one time I thought I was going to faint. 
And just because I told Pardoom he was a fool. Pardoom wanted me to 
use die big oar and he the small one, and I said no, and I called him a 
fool, and he complained to her. . . .’ 

‘She made me kneel down for an hour and a half on those sharp 
pebbles near the old tool-shed. Look at my knees — bruised and cut up. 
A few nail-heads were with the pebbles, and because 1 picked them out 
she purposely put them back and made me kneel on them. I hate her,’ 
said Adrian. ‘I hate her terribly. When I grow up I’m going to choke 
her to death with my bare hands. Just wait. Just wait and see.’ 

‘No, my boy. Don’t entertain such feehngs against her. That would 
harm you more than help you. Hate and fear arc the emotions that have 
the most damaging effect on the soul. Leave her to run her course. 
Submit to her and try not to hate. Instead, pity her. She deserves pity, 
my sons. She’s an unfortunate woman. Didn’t you hear what she told 
me yesterday? She admitted that she is bitter and frustrated. Simply 
stand by and wait, and watch her travel down the road to destruction. 
Let that be your revenge. Indifference, passivity. It hurts her that I have 
drawn into myself and treat her as 1 do — with aloofness, with silent 
contempt.’ A purring chuckle escaped him, and his eyes glittered with 
the hate that could not be concealed. ‘Within her she knows that I 
laugh at her in secret. That adds to her bitterness a hundredfold. Adds 
to her frustration.’ He patted their heads, moistening his hps with a 
simpering, gloating contentment. 


XI 

Their secret meetings continued for nearly a year. Then Hendrickje 
awoke one morning and was sick. ‘Such a thing,’ she said, ‘hasn’t 
happened to me since I was pregnant with the child I lost.’ 

‘Your body must be undergoing a change,’ Ignatius said. 

She gave him a quick glance, as though detecting a subtle note of 
mockery in liis voice. She smiled. At tlurty-three she had lost none of 
her freslmess. Her beauty had simply hardened; her lips were thinner 
and her eyes more penetrating in their stare. Her figure and shape re- 
mained perfect; her carriage erect, graceful, her movements well co- 
ordinated. 
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On four successive mornings she was sick. 

‘This is looking very odd, Ignatius. I don’t know what to think, but 
— but, well, it’s not usual for me to be sick hke this.’ 

‘Not usual, I agree,’ Ignatius nodded. 

‘You must go to the fort and ask the surgeon to come.’ 

‘Do you tliink he will be able to tell so soon?’ 

‘Tell what?’ 

‘What is the matter,’ he said, his face blank of expression. 

She gave liim a hard stare, grunted and said: ‘There’s no harm seeing 
him now. These spells of nausea must mean some tiling. Some — some 
change must have occurred in me.’ 

‘Indigestion, perhaps.’ 

She laughed. Her manner contained a nervous excitement; almost a 
buoyancy. Her eyes seemed a trifle softer. 

That morni’if; she did not ride the mule. She made Rabonne get out 
the chair — the ‘lift-up chair’, as Rabonne called it. ‘I don’t feel very 
well this morning, Rabonne,’ she said, trying to make her voice as 
casual as she could. ‘A temporary disorder.’ 

The surgeon, when he came, told her that she would have to wait. 
Perhaps in six weeks he would be able to let her know what was wrong. 
‘It could be pregnancy, Mevrouw, but I would not like to be definite.’ 

In his studio Ignatius told the boys: ‘Your mother tliinks she’s going 
to have another child. I’m afraid the Fates have, indeed, selected her as a 
target for a dastardly game.’ He sniggered. 

‘It will be funny,’ said Cornelis, sniggering too, ‘to see her swell up.’ 
He added with a sniff: ‘ I don’t tlniik I’d want to go near to her. She 
would repulse me.’ 

‘Repulse you? Why?’ 

‘1 can’t stand ugly sights. Father. I like nice, soft, beautiful things.’ He 
stroked his hair and rubbed his hand along his neck. ‘That’s why I like 
Francois. He’s so clean and soft and refined. And he has a lovely voice. 
You should hear liim reading poetry. Oh, it’s wonderful!’ He hugged 
himself. 

His father shrugged. ‘Anyway, my boy, I don’t tliink there will be 
any need for you to avoid her. In two or three weeks’ time she’ll dis- 
cover, as she did some years ago, that it was a false alarm — then God 
help the poor field slaves! And ourselves! She’ll be like a wild beast in 
her frustrated fury.’ 

‘I feel like poisoning her,’ said Adrian. 
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This time, however, it was no false alarm. She was pregnant. One 
morning she said to Ignatius, in a voice shaky with excitement: ‘It*s 
true, Ignatius. It seems Hkc a miracle, but it’s true.’ She paced about the 
room, naked, cupping her breasts and examining them. ‘See! They’re 
fuller, and the nipples have got darker. A sure sign.’ 

She came to a halt and looked out at the river. A sluggish mist was 
drifting in wisps over the surface of the black water. The morning air 
felt chilly and water-vapourish but cxliilarating, fresh and leafy. She 
uttered a whine of ecstasy. 

‘I feel great, Ignatius. Tliis is a revolution. Tliis means that my 
dreams may stiU come true. I’m only thirty-three. I still have ten or 
twelve years of child-bearing before me.’ 

Her exuberance, that morning, was so great that she did not lock 
him into his studio. She said: ‘This morning you can all do as you 
please. There’s too much in me, Ignatius. I can hardly contain myself. I 
feel as though I’m going to explode from joy.’ Her eyes softened. She 
approached him suddeiJy and kissed him. 

He did not respond. His face remained inpassive. 

She recoiled. ‘I don’t matter to you now.’ She stared at liim, a look 
of dismay on her face. A slow remorse seemed to stir within her. ‘ I sup- 
pose I’ve brought it on myself,’ she said quietly, ‘so I mustn’t grumble. 
I can’t expect you to share my joys nowadays.’ 

XII 

During the weeks and months that followed, as her body filled out, her 
attitude toward them underwent a complete change. She softened and 
tried to win their affection. She bought new clothes for Coniehs, taking 
him to the Company store-house to select the materials himself. She 
allowed Adrian to read outside of lesson-time, and wrote to Essequibo 
to ask that some of her old books be sent as she would hke Adrian to 
have them. 

‘I feel’, she told her father in a letter, ‘that something new and im- 
portant has entered me. 1 feel almost superstitious. I can’t believe this 
miracle yet. A spirit of generosity has taken hold of me which I find it 
hard to control. It makes me want to be easy with the slaves, and I often 
have to be stern with myself, for, of course, with them there must be no 
softening up. That would be a fatal mistake. The punishments must go 
on as before. I still make them walk around the compound dragging 
those two heavy stones. I still flog them myself, though not so often, for 
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I want to do nothing that might cause me to lose this child. And the 
other tortures like the broken glass and the hot stone and the ants’ 
nests, all these continue; other planters favour them, too, so you 
needn’t imagine I’m the only brutal one in these parts. However, I’m 
telling you about this new spirit that has come over me. I do my best 
now to be kind to Ignatius and the boys, but I fear my efforts meet 
with little response. They are cold toward me — cold and suspicious. 
Indeed, Adrian frequently gives me openly baleful glances. I can sense 
he ha^es me with a hate I wouldn’t have thought possible in liim at his 
age. But I admit that I have given them all reason to hate me. I don’t 
mind. I’m hard, Father. I can take anything that comes to me. All I 
want in life is to get what I have planned to get. Love and tenderness 
can go. I’m prepared to live without them. So long as I have my 
cliildren as planned, so long as I have them established in the country 
and the most po verful family, all else can go. . . .’ 

But though she wr('»tc this, the actuality was different. 

One morning before setting out for the fields she paused at the 
studio door and regarded her husband at work. Suddenly she moved 
toward him and put h r r.? ms about him. 

‘Ignatius, please, my dear. Give me a httle affection. Please.’ 

He went on painting, liis only response being a shghtly surprised 
look. 

She stepped back and gazed at him with a numbed inarticulation. It 
was a long time before she was able to say: ‘Ignatius, surely you must 
be a httle pleased that I’m going to have this child. Aren’t you?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Doesn’t it affect you at all?’ 

‘It does,’ he said. 

]WelI?’ 

‘It saddens me and depresses me.’ 

‘Why?’ 

He gave a vague smile but made no reply. 

After another silence she said: ‘ You don’t think that at a time like 
this I’d need some tenderness ^rom you?’ 

‘No, I wouldn’t have thought so.’ 

Another silence. 

‘Ignatius, do you really hate me?’ 

‘It takes,’ he told her, ‘strong people to hate, and I confess I haven’t 
that strength.’ 

‘You don’t love me any more? Not — not even a trifle?’ 
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‘Not even a trifle.’ 

She went back to her room and sobbed. That morning she did not 
go into the fields. She sent a message to Rabonne and told him to see 
after things for her and come at noon with a report. 

» 

It was from that day — she was nearly seven months in pregnancy — 
that a tension came aHve in the house. 

One morning, when she was away in the fields, Adrian said to his 
father: ‘Something feels wrong these last few days, Father. It’s as if at 
any instant the walls of the house might cave in upon us.’ 

His father nodded. ‘You’ve felt it, too, have you, my boy? Yes, it is 
as though a spell has been cast on us and at any moment some unspeak- 
able horror will break and overwhelm us.’ 

There would be lengthy silences between them sometimes, and while 
their father painted the two of them would gaze out at the river or at 
the bush, or at the ships in the stream opposite the fort. 

‘Father, Dirk says he believes in God. I told him you don’t!’ 

‘It’s not bad if he does, my boy. Oft-times 1 do wish I had something 
to believe in — even if it were a myth like God. There’s a great deal of 
consolation in believing in something.’ 

‘I believe in beauty,* said Cornehs. ‘Francois says that’s what he be- 
lieves in — beauty and truth and nature. Oh, Francois is lovely. He has 
beautiful hair and blue eyes — like the sky.’ 

A corial with Indians was going past on the river. Two women were 
paddling; they could hear the bump-bump of the paddles against the 
sides of the craft. 

A few shouted orders came from the fort. The guard was being 
changed. They heard the tramp of boots and the clink of swords and 
sabres. Far away over the jungle in the west there arose a soughing 
noise, but it was not rain. Only the wind. In a few seconds it had died 
away. 

The sun shone with a glaring intensity, but the morning was not very 
hot. Rain had fallen heavily during the night, and in the shade here they 
could feel the water-vapourish coolness of the trees, as though the 
trees were puffing waves of moisture at them out of the mystery of 
their depths. 

‘Father, would you like to go back to Essequibo to live?’ 

‘ It’s a matter of indifference to me, my boy.’ 

‘Don’t you write to*thcm as Mother does?’ 

‘I have written your aunts once or twice. When your mother and I 
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first came here. But that was over ten years ago. These days I have no 
heart for letter-writing. And, in any case, I shouldn’t like having to dis- 
cuss the kind of life we lead here. Your mother docs the letter-writing. 
She writes to your Grandfather Laurens, and, from what I can gather, 
she enjoys telhng him of the many pleasant incidents that occur in our 
home.’ 

‘Does Grandfather Laurens believe, as Mother docs, that the family 
must be powerful?* asked Adrian. 

‘No,’ said liis father. ‘Your Grandfatlicr Laurens is a balanced man. 
You would have liked him. It was your Great-grandfather Willem who 
began this power campaign. But even he was not tlic fanatic that your 
mother is. He was human despite his obsessions. He had a sense of 
humour your mother lacks, and that excused in great measure his 
heroics and liis bombast. He never took much notice of me, but I was 
fond of him.’ 

‘I don’t believe in power and glory,’ Adrian frowned. ‘I’m not going 
to teach my children anything like that.’ 

‘Nor I,’ Cornehs nodded. ‘I’m going to teach my clnldren about 
beauty and poetry and lovely diings. If I can bring myself to have any 
children,’ he added in a thoughtful, slightly troubled manner. 

Ignatius nodded pensively. 

They heard the wind again. Far away in the jungle. 

Hendrickjc was taking the boys with their lessons after the midday 
meal when she complained of not feeling well. 

‘I think that will do for the day,’ she said. T don’t feel up to con- 
tinuing.’ She was pale, and her eyes lacked their usual fire. She looked 
tired and foiled. 

As the boys were leaving the room she said: ‘Could one of you stay 
with me in here in case I need to send across to the surgeon?’ She spoke 
tentatively, without self-confidence. ‘Cornelis, would you stay with 
me?’ 

‘I wanted to go over to the fort to Frain^ois, Mother.’ 

‘What of you, Adrian?’ 

‘I was thinking of going to the van Dooms, Mother. Claas and liis 
sister arc digging a duck-pond. I promised to help them.’ 

‘In that case, Ck^rnclis, you’ll have to remain.’ 

‘Very well, Mother.’ 

He sat by the window, but after a wliilc she told him: ‘Pull your 
chair up and sit by me here.’ 
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He obeyed, drawing nearer to the bed. He sat, silent and uncomfort- 
able, his head bent, as though in punishment;. 

After a long interv^ he heard her take a sharp breath. He frowned 
shghtly, but other than that made no response. 

‘Cornclis.’ 

‘Yes, Mother?’ 

‘I’ve^ust had a pain.’ 

‘Yes.^ 

‘Didn’t you hear me gasp?’ 

‘Yes, Mother.’ 

‘And it never occurred to you to ask what was the matter?’ 

He was silent. 

‘ Cornehs.’ 

‘Yes, Mother?’ 

‘It wouldn’t matter to you if I died, would it?’ 

He said nothing. 

‘Comelis, I spoke.’ 

‘I heard you, Mother. I — I don’t know.’ 

‘You don’t know what?’ 

He made no reply. 

‘I understand. You wouldn’t mind. Neither you nor your brother 
would mind — nor your father.’ 

A few minutes later another spasm of pain attacked her. 

‘Motlier, must I go and call the surgeon?’ 

‘Not yet. Not yet. I don’t tliink it’s any tiling serious. I’m only seven 
months pregnant. These are false pains. They’ll pass.’ 

But the pains did not pass. They grew in frequency and in sharpness. 
She clenched her hands and moved her head from side to side in a dis- 
tracted manner. ‘It mustn’t be. It mustn’t be. It’s not time. I’m not 
going to lose it. I won’t.’ 

Comehs fidgeted. 

‘Get me some water.’ 

He got her the water, glad and reheved to be able to leave the chair 
for a few moments. 

She muttered to herself, staring at the roof: ‘If only I knew what to 
do. What to appeal to. Whom. God? Bah! I don’t believe in God. Only 
fools do. For me the truth. 1 won’t submit to delusion. ... Yet it may 
live. At seven months. ... It may. CorneUs, go and call the surgeon.’ 

‘Very well, Mother.’ 

He sprang up, and was at the door when she called him back. 
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‘You’re glad to be rid of me, aren’t you?’ she scowled. 

He stared at her and gulped. 

‘Aren’t you? Answer me!’ 

‘No, Mother,’ he murmured. 

‘You can’t deceive me. You hate me. It’s plain on your face. Little 
rat! Be off! Go and call the surgeon!’ 

He had hardly left the house when Ignatius entered the room. ‘What 
is the matter, Hendrickje? Do you think your time has come?’ 

Sb® nodded, her eyes shut. 

He regarded her, liis face impassive. 

Abruptly she opened her eyes. ‘Ignatius, do you think it will live? It 
may. Sometimes they do at seven months. What do you think?* 

‘I couldn’t say,’ 

‘Reassure me. Please. Say it will hve and be strong. Please. I’m des- 
perate, Ignatiir. Give me a httle affection. I . . .’ 

It was another pain. 

After she had recovered from the spasm she said: ‘You don’t care, I 
suppose. You must wish it would die. Do you?’ 

I-Ie smiled sHghtly and ^urned away, began to move toward the door. 

‘Do you, Ignatius:'' 

He paused. ‘For its own sake, yes, Hendrickje,’ he said, a look of 
great pain passing over his face. He went out. 

Later that day — dusk was gathering — the cliild was bom. It was a 
blue lump, and the surgeon pummelled it about and did all he knew to 
give it hfe. But no cry came from it. It was a girl. 

XIII 

On the fourth day after the dchvery they thought she was going to die, 
too. A temperature set in. Traces of the afterbirth, the surgeon con- 
fessed, liad been left behind. He was not a capable fellow, and admitted 
the poverty of his medical knowledge. 

Rabonne, undaunted and unchallenged, went up to her room every 
day at noon to report. He w.'^s soft-voiced and sympathetic, and one day 
she smiled and touched his wrist and said: ‘Thank you for your good 
wishes, Rabonne. You’re the only one who has expressed the genuine 
hope that I may recover. Tliank you.’ She was greatly moved, and shut 
her eyes tight after he liad left the room. 

Ignatius attended upon her in-a spirit of rigid duty. He made the boys 
come into the room every morning and every evening to inquire of her 
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how she was feeling. They, too, acted as though impelled by a spirit of 
rigid duty. 

On the sixth day, when the temperature had passed and it was certain 
that she had overcome the threatened infection, she told them: ‘Don’t 
bother to come ini and inquire after me, boys.’ She spoke in a hurt 
voice, almost with a note of self-pity. To Ignatius she said: ‘ I know now 
that I assessed your character badly, Ignatius. I never dreamt that you 
could have kept up such a cold face toward me indefinitely — and under 
such circumstances.’ 

He made no comment, his face stony. 

A few weeks later she began to make love to him again at night. She 
told him: ‘I’ll conceive again. You needn’t gloat over my disappoint- 
ment. Nothing will ever break my spirit, Ignatius. Not you and your 
passive cynicism con bincd with a thousand disappointments will smash 
my will. I’ll never admit defeat.’ 

One night, a month or two later, when he refused to respond to her 
overtures, she threatened to make the boys suffer. ‘ I’ve been letting you 
three have a pretty easy time of late, but I can start again to flay your 
souls. I won’t hesitate to make those boys pay for your sins. I know how 
you dote over them — and I’m not blind to the confederation which has 
sprung up between you three.’ 

After that he never refused her, and events began to repeat them- 
selves. Witliin four months she was pregnant again. Her spirits rose. 
She paced about the room admiring her naked body, revelling in her 
invincibility and in her physical constitution. 

‘I’ll never be beaten. You doubt me, Ignatius? But you’ll see I’m 
right. Tliis time there won’t be a liitch. The last time I must have done 
too much. This time I’m going to rest every day after meals. You’ll 
have to take the boys with their lessons. You’ll go downstairs into the 
dining-room and take them. I’m feeling grand again. I’m a fighter. 
Blood must out. Circumstances won’t defeat the van Groenwegcls — 
not the ones with fire! I defy the world! The sky!’ 

Now and then, however, her flow of dramatics would abruptly ebb 
and a look of fear would settle on her face. She would stare before her 
as though hstening to some warning music in the distance. 

One night she woke liim and told him that she had had a terrible 
dream. She was trembling. She behaved like a girl. ‘ I’m afraid, Ignatius. 
I’m afraid. Comfort me. Please. Don’t be so cold.’ She pressed her face 
against him and sobbed. ‘Notliing will happen to my baby this time. 
Tell me nothing will happen to it. Please, my darling. Say it once/ 
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‘No, notliing will happen to your baby,’ he said, but said it as though 
it were a recitation he had learnt. Close against liim, she watched the 
moonlight on the river. They could hear the water sucking at the bank. 
The water in the little creek on the Essequibo often made similar sounds 
in the quiet of the afternoon. The Httlc creek up which the two of them 
used to go secretly to make love. The moonlight looked silver-chilly. 
Fireflies flashed in white bright blobs amid the low-hanging fohage 
of the trees on the opposite bank. The whoof-whoof of a baboon 
sounded very remotely up-river. They did not hear it again. 

Another night it was not a dream. She woke liim and said that she 
had felt the cliild throb in her and wondered whether she had hurt it, 
for she had awakened and found herself in an awkward position. When 
he told her sleepily that it was very unlikely that she had hurt it she 
snapped: ‘I know you don’t care what happens. It could die in me and 
I with it, and it \v v»uld be a matter of indifference to you!’ Then violent 
sobbing. 

She rested every day after eating, but when her pregnancy was about 
six months old she got restless and could not keep in bed. She would 
walk up and down i^ th ' room, a harrowed look on her face. One day 
he came in and found her naked, examining herself, anxious-faced. She 
insisted on liis putting liis ear against her to listen for the baby’s heart. 
When he told her that he could hear it beating, a look of great relief 
came to her face, and she dressed and sighed and lay down. 

Approacliing seven months, she began to suffer from insomnia. 
Some nights she hardly slept as much as two hours. She was in a frenzy 
of anxiety, wondering whether she would have another miscarriage. 
She had the surgeon over every week to examine her and to ask his 
opinion. But it was always the same. He w ould smile and shake his head 
and tell her that he could not express any definite opinion. ‘ What hap- 
pened last time may not happen again, Mevrouw. We can only wait 
and see.’ 

‘She’s a tortured woman,’ Ignatius told the boys in his studio. ‘I 
don’t believe she’s perfectly sane. It isn’t normal that any woman 
should behave like this ovei a cliild she is expecting.’ 

‘It’s tliis family idea, Father,’ Adrian frowned. ‘Didn’t you hear what 
she said once? She’s determined that wc must spread. That’s why she 
wants to have a lot of children. She w^ants one of us to go to Suriname 
and one of us to Cayenne to start branches of the family there. Isn’t that 
stupid?’ 

‘Most certainly it is, my boy. I’m glad you think so. Power and glory 

221 



children of Kaywana 

arc illusions. It’s* being content with a few things of value that matters 
in this hfe. A good companion — a kind, soft woman; a good wife and 
mother — and congenial occupation; doing what you want to do and 
like doing. You don’t need more than that to be happy.’ 

‘I agree with that,’ Adrian nodded. ‘No power and glory for me 
when I grow up. I’m going to get away on a sliip and go to sea. I think 
I’d like the sea. Great-grandfather Willem was a seaman. I’m going to 
travel round the world as he did.’ 

‘If that will satisfy your soul, by all means, my boy.’ He grunted 
ominously. ‘I have a strong feeling, however, that your mother’s ideas 
won’t coincide with yours. What you’ll have to do is to fight her.’ He 
glanced toward the door and lowered his voice. ‘Fight her, Adrian. 
Fight her with determination. Don’t be weak as I have been. Stand up 
to her. Defy her and show her that you won’t be bullied. You have a 
stronger spirit than I have, my boy. I can see it in your eyes. You can 
defeat her if you wish.’ 

He glanced round quickly. Footsteps had sounded on the stairs. 

But it was only Cornelis. He said that he had just come from the fort 
where Francois had been reading liim poetry. His father smiled: ‘Is that 
what you want to be when you grow up? A poet?’ 

Before he could answer, Adrian pointed out of the window and ex- 
claimed: ‘Look! Look what Henwah is going to do! Make that poor 
old fellow walk around the compound with those heavy stones. And 
he’s not well. He had fever yesterday.’ 

‘Henwah only obeys orders, my boy.’ 

They stood in silence, watcliing the old slave slowly dragging the 
stones around the compound, the cliains that secured them to his ankles 
clanking depressingly. Once he stumbled and collapsed, and Henwah 
slashed at him with his wliip and pulled him up with a jerk. ‘ Get going ! 
Get going!’ Henwah shouted. ‘More delay longer time you stay!’ 

‘I sometimes feel like that,’ Ignatius murmured. ‘As though two 
heavy stones were shackled to my ankles.’ 

‘I have actually had them shackled to my ankles,’ said Cornelis. 

‘Yes, I remember,’ growled Adrian. ‘That’s one of the things I’m 
going to make her pay for when I grow up.’ 

The following week labour pains set in. Hendrickje behaved as though 
demented. But, though premature, the child was not still-born. It lived, 
and though weak, seemed as though it would survive. Furthermore, it 
was a boy. Hendrickje was hysterical with joy and triumph. 
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‘You sec what I told you, Ignatius! I must win! Nothing can stop 
me! It’s the wUl. My will can do anything!’ 

She could hardly he still. Every few minutes she would shift and 
raise herself on one elbow to look at the tiny red face of the baby which 
was all of it that was visible, for the surgeon had had it wrapped up in 
warm woollen cloth because of its prematurity. 

Three days after its birth, Ignatius was taking the boys with their 
lessons in the dining-room — they were doing Virgil — when they heard 
her “Scream. Ignatius lowered the book. 

Adrian grinned: ‘Perhaps the baby said something in Latin and it 
frightened her.* 

‘Ignatius! Ignatius! Come quickly. Come!’ 

They all went upstairs. 

She was sitting up in bed, her face pale, her eyes wide and distracted. 
She was squec'^ing; her hands together. 

‘Ignatius, go and get the surgeon. Adrian, run off. Don’t stand there 
staring at me. Go! Quickly!* 

None of them moved. Ignatius asked: ‘What’s the matter, Hen- 
drickje? Arc you ill?’ 

‘Look. Look and see. Go and call the surgeon. Don’t stare! Don’t 
stare! Call the surgeon!’ She began to tear at her nightgown. 

Comehs moved off nervously. Adrian stood firm, an aggressive look 
on liis face. 

Ignatius took a pace toward the bed and looked at the baby. Its face 
was blue, and its eyes stared rigidly from the slit-hke openings. He 
touched its cheek, and said quietly: ‘Tliis cliild is dead, Heiidrickje. 
There’s no necessity to send for the surgeon.’ 

She struck liiin in the face. 

‘Get off! Go! If you won’t go I’ll get up and go myself.’ She made an 
attempt to get out of bed, but he grappled vith her and pushed her back. 

‘Don’t be a fool. You can’t move about in tliis condition. One of the 
boys will go for the surgeon. Adrian, go and call the surgeon.’ 

‘Yes, Father.’ 

After the surgeon had come and gone, she lay on her back beside the 
dead lump that had once been a living cliild and gazed blankly at the 
rafters. For more than an hour she lay like this, without uttering a 
sound. Ignatius remained in the room with her. The boys had wanted to 
remain, too, out of morbid curiosity, but he had made them go out. 

Evening had come down before she stirred. She said: ‘Are you still in 
here?’ 
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‘Yes. In case you needed anything/ 

‘I had decided to call him Willem — after Grandfather/ 

Ignatius made no comment. 

‘ Perhaps he had my strengtli. Grandfather’s strength. Kay wana’s fire. 
We’ll never know now.’ 

‘No.’ 

‘What?’ 

He was silent. 

‘A lump. Cold and dead. What’s the matter with me that I can’t 
bring a healthy child into the world? 1 brought two. Why not more?* 

They heard shouts and the tramp of feet over at the fort. The guard 
was being changed. The mght-time wheeze of insects was rising. 

‘Another smashed dream. It’s like a game. I’m being played around 
with. The Fates are having fun at my expense.’ 

‘I’m glad you’ve begun to reahze that, Hendrickje.’ 

She half-raised herself on to her elbow. ‘You’ll pay for that remark.’ 

The room was very dark. They could barely make out each other. 

After a silence he heard a soft thud. It was the corpse of the baby. She 
had pushed it off the bed on to the floor. He half-rose and then sat down 
again. She was laughing softly to herself. Malevolently. 

One morning, about two weeks later, when she had gone off to the 
fields, the boys and himself were in the studio discussing her and the 
grim silence that had,comc upon her. 

‘She looks mad to me,’ said Adrian. ‘Do you notice the way she 
keeps glancing at Father? As if she’s tliinking out some scheme against 
him.’ 

‘I’ve noticed it,’ Cornclis nodded, stroking his hair and fondhng his 
neck. ‘I get a little frightened myself sometimes.’ 

‘I think I have passed that stage now,’ said liis father. ‘I’m simply 
resigned to whatever happens.’ 

‘Then do you think something is going to happen, Father?’ 

His father shrugged. ‘Your mother is an uncertain person, Adrian. 
It’s hard to predict. But should she attempt anytliing drasuc again I’ve 
already decided what I shall do.’ 

‘What will you do. Father?’ 

Ignatius shook his head and went on painting. 

Cornehs, after a wliile, looked outside and exclaimed: ‘She’s come 
back from the fields already — and it’s not even eleven o’clock!’ 

Nowadays, they did not have to hurry out of the studio in fear, for it 
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was no secret that they gathered in the studio to talk. So they remained 
and watched her get out of the chair and move toward the house. She 
moved with grace and dignity, her face coldly beautiful in the bright 
slanting morning sunshine. 

Cornehs murmured: ‘ She does walk beautifully. Don’t you think so, 
Father?’ 

‘ Certainly, my boy. She has poise.’ 

They heard her footsteps downstairs. Then on the stairway. There 
weft other footsteps, too. 

They looked at each other. Adrian said: ‘She’s bringing up those 
three fellows with her.’ 

Cornelis nodded, going pale. ‘It sounds so. Rabonne and Pardoom 
and Henwah.’ 

Ignatius stood with his brush poised above liis palette, gazing toward 
the door. ‘P^-.l^'^ns she’s going to have some heavy piece of furniture 
moved in the next ro^ ni,’ he said quietly. 

‘Yes, it must be that,* murmured Cornehs. 

‘Father, did I tell you about the toucan Claas caught?’ 

‘I think you did it mtion something about it, my boy.’ 

‘I told liim I’m ^.i.e you would hke to paint a picture of it. The 
feathers are of aU colours.’ 

‘Is it a toucan or a macaw? I think that is what I’ve heard it called,* 
said Cornehs, squeezing liis wrist slowly. ‘A macaw.’ 

‘A macaw?’ 

‘Yes,’ wliispercd Cornelis. 

The footsteps paused outside the studio. The door opened, and they 
saw Hendrickje appear in the company of the three big black fellows, 
Henwah, Rabonne and Pardoom. Her Icadcr-bulhes. In an even, 
chppcd voice she said: ‘Ignatius, stand aside from that easel. Boys, stand 
by the windows.’ 

Cornelis began to move towar j the door that gave into the next 
room, but she stopped liim. ‘Don’t leave the room, Cornehs. Stand by 
the window there. Ignatius, that applies to you, too.’ 

Ignatius obeyed. He had just noticed that Pardoom carried an axe. 

Adrian uttered a growhng noise as he moved over to a window with 
Cornelis. Rabonne’s gaze strayed in liis direction, bearing a threat. 

Hendrickje took the axe from Pardoom and set to work. Without a 
word; with clean, precise movements. 

The three black men stood aside in stohd, waiting postures, like 
guards in the event of trouble. 

H 
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One canvas after another she hacked down. She perspired, for there 
were many canvases to destroy, but she went on. 

Comelis sobbed sofdy. 

Adrian was pale, but he did not cry. Once, when the axe ripped 
through the reds and greens of a flower study he himself had asked his 
father to paint when he was three years younger, a glint came into his 
eyes and his hands clenched. 

Ignatius stood gazing out at the river, his palette resting on the 
window-sill. His brush, wet with paint, he held poised in liis right hand, 
as though waiting patiently to be allowed to continue work. 

The canvas on the easel depicted the head of a slave boy — a boy of 
about Adrian’s age, tliirteen. His name was Jeremy, and he and Adrian 
had often disported themselves together in the river. It was Adrian’s 
idea that Jeremy should come up to the studio to pose for his father. The 
portrait was complete. Ignatius had been putting the finishing touches 
to the background when the studio was invaded. It was the last thing 
Hendrickje hacked dowm. Adrian turned away his face. Suddenly, un- 
able to control himself, he broke out: ‘Mother, you’re a beast! A ter- 
rible black, dirty beast! I hate you! I hate you hkc the worst thing in the 
world!’ 

She was almost breathless from exertion. She handed the axe back to 
Pardoom and said gaspingly: ‘Seize Massa Adrian, Rabonne!’ 

As Rabonne moved toward liim Adrian rushed for the door that 
gave into the other room. He was through in a second. 

‘After him, Rabonne!’ 

Henwah cut him off as he was darting through the door of the next 
room into the corridor, Rabonne close behind him. He struggled and 
struck out fiercely at the two men. ‘Don’t touch me, you black brutes! 
Don’t touch me!’ Henwah held liiin with case and pinned his arms 
beliind him. His mother appeared. She slapped liim twice across liis 
face — with all her strength. He glared back at her in defiance. He 
blubbered. 

‘Wait until I grow up! I’m going to make you pay for this! You 
beast! You black, stinking beast! I hate you! Hate you!’ 

‘Henwah, take him to the tool-shed and lock him in.’ 

‘I don’t care. I’m going to kill you when I grow up. Kill you! I’m 
going to make you suffer. Wait! Just wait!’ 

In the studio, Ignatius was sitting on the stool. Cornclis, after Adrian 
had been taken away, came in and went up to liis father. ‘I’m sorry. 
Father,’ he said. ‘I’m terribly sorry.’ 
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‘Your pity is misplaced,’ smiled his father. ‘Weaklings should be 
spurned. For me you ought to feel only contempt.* 

XIV 

It was four days after this event that Hcndrickje received the letter from 
her father dated the 9th of March 1709. She smiled at the last part of it. 
She read over certain sentences. 

^ . . I fear 1 could never bring myself to feel any tenderness toward 
you again. The love I once had for you and the pride I felt in you are 
completely dead. That is why corresponding with you has come to 
mean to me nothing but a mere duty. ... If there is any undercurrent of 
sadness beneath our happiness it is you, Hcndrickje, and your letters 
describing your life these past fourteen or fifteen years in Berbice that 
have brougl’l tliis alloy of gloom. . . .’ 

Two days later she rephed, saying: ‘Your letter was full of interesting 
meat. Vague rumours of the raids you spoke of did reach us here, but 
up to now I had he- r(l no details, and, to be truthful, I made no effort 
to inquire. I have ) ^ J too much to occupy my thoughts these past few 
months. In October when you were being raided I was just about two 
months pregnant with my last child. It was born alive, but died a few 
days later, 

‘ In your letter, you refer to my bitterness and frustration. What I was 
when I wrote that about myself, Father, cannot compare with what I 
am now. Since the death of that last cluld I have been a Fury. I hate the 
world now with a hate that Tm sure has never existed before. I hate 
everything: men and dumb tilings ahke. Bitterness! You’ll never in 
your most desperate nightmares experience such bitterness as simmers 
in me to-day. Six days ago I hacked eveiy canvas in Ignatius’s studio to 
pieces — in great measure to rchevt my feelings, and, in small measure, 
to punisli him for a remark he made after the cliild died. A trifling re- 
mark, but it stung me, and I vowed I’d make him pay for it. 

‘You say that correspo^^ding with me has become for you a mere 
duty. I smile, for I’m sure that after tliis letter you’ll probably never 
write me another as long as you live. What I have to say won’t raise 
your opinion of me. Not that I care. Your opinion never mattered, nor 
the opinion of anyone. However, let me say what I have to say. As I 
mentioned before, I hacked -to pieces every canvas in my husband’s 
studio. That occurred six days ago. On the night of the occurrence he 
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vanished. I woke the following morning to find that he was not in the 
room with me. As I may have mentioned before, we have always slept 
together in one bed. In the morning there was no sign of him, and he 
has been missing ever since. Not that there can be any doubt what his 
fate must have been. At noon on the same day Rabonne, one of my 
head slaves, discovered our corial drifting on the river a little way up- 
stream. Furthermore, the two stones with the chains which we kept in 
the compound for punishing the slaves were missing, and it seems fairly 
obvious what must have happened. Up to now we have found no trace 
of his body, but this river is very deep, and with stones chained to his 
ankles there is Httle hope that he will ever be found. 

‘I can see now that he must have premeditated this deed a long time 
before. He has done it out of sheer spite, to be revenged on me. He 
knew that henceforth I should be a tortured woman — tortured because 
I should never marry again; there arc no more eligible van Groenwegel 
males for me to marry — and he knew that my pride would never allow 
me to be sexually intimate with a man unless he were my husband in 
the legal sense. Yes, he knew that robbed of physical relations with a 
man I should be a bitter, wretched creature in my starvation. But what 
he didn’t know was that his revenge would convert me into an abso- 
lutely inhuman fiend, a being without tenderness or regard for any 
living creature, cliild, slave or acquaintance. 

‘I was glad to read of Rosa’s behaviour. She’s a true van Groenwegel. 
She^ has lived up to our traditions. She died well, and you have no 
cause to be sorrowful. If I ever do have grandchildren — I can be certain 
of nothing now, in the face of the calamities I have suffered — but if I 
ever do have grandchildren I shall drill that into them, that above 
every tiling else they must five to uphold our traditions. Yes, even now 
I will not admit defeat. Even now I will not give up my ambitions. I 
have these two boys, and I shall make them, mould them, into what I 
want them to be — or break them. I will never surrender. . . .’ 





Oedipus 


I 

We’re both going to come to bad ends, but hers will be worse than 
mine. . . . 

‘Adrian! Pay attention to what’s being done here.’ 

He said nothing. 

‘Baccam! Dig up that sucker and plant it again so that Massa Adrian 
may see how you did it.’ 

‘Yes. missy. 

‘Adrian!’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘Yes what? Is that how you address me?’ 

She slashed at ^ I'* legs with her wliip. He sat on the mule, his dark 
eyes dull with the hate in him. 

‘Yes what, Adrian?’ 

‘Just yes. I don’t have to say “yes, Mother” to you. I told you yester- 
day I’ll never address you as Mother again, and I meant it.’ 

She doesn’t know how I keep burning to strike her, to drag her off 
that mule and stamp on her. Beat her, pound her face into a pulp, tear 
her hmbs apart. . . . 

‘You tliink you can defy me openly, do you?’ 

‘I mean to defy you. Every day, every day!’ 

Let her stare at me. That won’t cow me. I’m not Father. She could 
frighten Father, and she can frighten Cornehs. But I’m not afraid of her, 
and she knows I’m not. . . . She’s smiling now. That’s always the sign 
that she has backed down. One day it will be more than a smile. I’m 
going to make her whimper and beg for mercy. This can’t go on every 
day. She has a strong wih, and my will is just as strong. I mean to fight 
her, as Father said I should do. I’m only waiting until 1 get a few more 
years older, then I’m going to harrow her soul. I’m going to hurt her 
and hurt her. Only yesterday I was looking at that black hairy spider in 
the wild pine-clump. I hate it. It made me shudder. But even that 
doesn’t make me shudder and hate as much as she does. I feel a dry, 
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bitter taste at the back of my mouth whenever I think of her. She wants 
me to go up the Canje Creek to manage that new plantation she pur- 
chased last year. That’s why I have to go through this training in the 
fields with her. But I don’t mind. I want to learn about planting. I told 
Father that when I grew up I’d run away to sea, but now I know I’ll 
never do that. That day when she smashed up his pictures I swore that 
the rest of my life must be spent in notliing but hating her and doing 
what I could to make her suffer. Let me become manager of that plan- 
tation up the Canje. I’m going to take pleasure in disregarding her 
wishes. I’m going to plan to do everytliing to thwart and disappoint 
her. If I marry and have children I’m going to teach them the things I 
know she wouldn’t like me to teach them. Power and glory? I’m going 
to teach them to be dissolute and weak. I’m going to teach them how to 
bring down the family name — disgrace it, make it the most despised 
name in the colony. I shall pay her back for what she did to Father. 
Four more years and I’ll be twenty. I’m almost as tall as she already. . . . 

When they got home he went to the room he and his brother shared. 
Cornclis was reclining in bed reading a book Fran(;:ois Tirol had lent 
him. He put it down at once, liis face taking on a worried look. 

‘Adrian, something terrible has happened.’ He spoke in a lowered 
voice. ‘ Can we take a stroll in the compound and have a chat?’ 

‘Yes, come on,’ 

Look how he limps, poor fellow. Through that fall he suffered last 
year when she made, liim climb to the top of the big wild cacao tree. 
Because she knew he was afraid to chmb she forced liini, threatened to 
lock him in the tool-shed for a fortnight. So he did it and fell and hurt 
his foot — injured the tendon in the left heel. All that I’m going to make 
her pay for. . . . 

‘What’s the trouble? What’s this terrible thing?’ 

‘Adrian, Henwah saw us.’ 

‘Henwah? Saw what? Saw whom?’ 

‘Francois and me. He saw Fran<;ois kiss me.’ 

Adrian gave him a blank look. ‘ Francois? How could Fran(j:ois kiss 
you? Why should he kiss you?’ 

Cornelis blushed. T’m going to tell you a secret, Adrian, dear.’ 

‘Don’t call me “Adrian, dear”. I’ve told you before I don’t like it. 
I’m not a girl.’ 

‘You’re so good to me, Adrian. I always feel I must call you some- 
thing affectionate.’ 

‘Very well. But go on. You were telling me about Francois.’ 
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‘Adrian, I’ll tell you a secret. I know I can trust you. You’re so sweet 
and good to me. Adrian, Francois and 1 are in love.’ 

‘In love!’ Adrian gave liim another blank look. ‘But you’re men. 
How can you be in love with each other?’ 

‘You wouldn’t understand,* Cornehs said quietly, hanging his head. 
‘Our love is a rare kind of love — a pure, sweet, clean love. 

Adrian shook his head. ‘I certainly don’t understand it. I don’t see 
how you can feel hke that. If he were a girl, of course.’ 

'’Women are gross. I’ll never love a woman. Look at Mother! Is she 
a person anyone could love!’ 

‘All women aren’t like her. She’s a brute. There arc others who are 
good and kind. Like Claas van Doom’s mother. And Mevrouw de 
Vervuyt. And Mevrouw Hcyn. They’re not pretty, hke Mother, but 
they’re soft and kind.’ 

‘Adrian, Henwah saw us kissing. We were boating, and we went in 
by that little alcove near the creek-mouth, and we didn’t notice that a 
corial was behind us. Henwah was in it. He came round the bend sud- 
denly and saw us kissing.’ 

‘Kissing hke two lo^' crs!’ 

‘But we arc lovers, Adrian, dear. Please don’t tliink ill of us, please. 
It would grieve me dreadfully. It’s a clean, pure love.’ 

‘I can’t sec it that way. It seems to me most unnatural.’ 

‘It isn’t. Oh, but, Adrian, tell me. I’m so worried. Do you think 
Henwah will tell Mother?’ 

‘Is it that you’re afraid of?’ 

‘Yes. If he did she might want to stop me seeing Fran(;-ois, and I tliink 
I’d die, Adrian. I’d die.’ Tears began to gather in lus eyes. 

Adrian stared at liim, puzzled, thinking: T liis is most odd. I couldn’t 
sec myself being friendly with another man in tliis way. It would be 
revolting. I wonder if he could be losuig liis wits. It w^ouldn’t be sur- 
prising. Mother gives him such a liellish time. Poor fellow. . . . 

‘Adrian, you think Henwah will tell her?’ 

‘He might. He’s such a disgusting spy. AKvays telling tales on us. Not 
that I care what he tells h^r about me. I defy her. I’m not afraid of the 
tool-shed. She can lock me in there a month, it won’t get me dowm.’ 

‘You’re brave. I wish I could be brave like you.’ He glanced timidly 
toward the house. Tf she should stop me from seeing Francois, hfe 
would be empty.’ 

‘It would be your fault if you let her stop you. She couldn’t stop me 
from seeing my friends. How I hate her, Cornehs! How I hate her!’ 
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‘You shouldn’t hate, Adrian. It isn’t good. Remember what Father 
used to tell us. He said hate damages the soul. He said we should be 
sorry for her.’ 

‘Father only said that, but he hated her, too. Hated her bitterly. He 
told me to fight her,»and I mean to do it. When I grow up I’m going to 
make her sorry she brought me into die world. I’m going to be cruel to 
her, make her suffer tortures.’ 

‘She’s our mother, Adrian. You shouldn’t say that.’ 

‘ She’s no mother to me. She’s a beast. Sometimes I feel as if I’ll go 
mad if I don’t spring on her and choke her. I beheve I’m mad already. 
Claas van Doom thinks as you do — that I shouldn’t feel this way about 
her, but I can’t help it. When I remember what she did to Father, how 
she made Father drown himself— and all she’s done to both of us — I 
tell you. I’m going to be revenged on her. One day I’m going to torture 
her to death. One day I’m going to stand by and watch her die in a slow 
fire. And I’ll chop her up piece by piece. I’m going to be a murderer.’ He 
began to stammer incoherently. He made choking sounds, trembUng. 

After a moment he told himself: I’m sure now I’m not sane. She’s 
made me into a mad beast Hke her. All I want to do is to kill — hurt and 
kill. If only I’d been a van Doom instead of a van Groenwegel. Claas 
and Karena are so happy with their parents. I envy them. They laugh 
and talk with their father and mother. They don’t have to hate like me. 
They don’t have to defy their mother and wish her dead, or want to 
strike her down and ^amp on her. . . . Father was right. Hate is damag- 
ing my soul — damaging and damning my soul. But I can’t help it. I 
can’t help it. . . . 


II 

At meal time she gave no sign that Henwah had told her anything, 
but it would be just hke her to leave Cornchs in a suspense of dread for 
days, to lull him into the behef that she knew notliing — then suddenly 
pounce upon him. 

Three days later she had still given no sign. Then letters arrived from 
Essequibo, and the news contained in them put the subject of Francois 
well into the background. 

It was Adrian who brought the letters from the fort. There was one 
for him, for he corresponded with his cousin, Jabez, Aert’s son, who 
was a year and a half his junior. The other one, which was for his 
mother, was not addressed, as usual, in his grandfather’s handwriting; it 
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was an unfamiliar handwriting, and Adrian examined it curiously, 
thinking: I wonder whom this could be from. Why hasn’t Grandfather 
Laurens written to her this time? Something must be wrong. I won’t be 
surprised if he’s decided not to write to her any more. She was boasting 
the other day how he said in a letter that she has the heart of a reptile. . . . 

When he opened his letter from Jabez, however, he knew the real 
reason. Jabcz told liim: ‘First, I have very sad news for you. Grandfather 
Laurens died yesterday. He had been ill for several weeks, and we were 
more or less expecting it. The surgeon from the fort said that liis kidneys 
and liver were bad. We’re going to miss him very much, because he 
was such a nice, pleasant old fellow; he was sixty-two, born in 1650, 
exactly the middle of the last century. I wonder if I shall live to such an 
old age, but Great-grandfather Willem lived to a much greater age. He 
was over seventy when he died, and I believe, from what Father has told 
us, that Gr^at-^i*eat-grandfather Adriansen lived to eighty-three or 
eighty-tour; I will never live to that age, I’m certain. I’m going on for 
fifteen now, and if I lived to eighty-four that would be 1782. Can you 
imagine hving to 1782? When we tliink that tliis is only 1712, 1782 
seems hke a millior /eais off. 

‘Father is writing co your mother. He says the last time he wrote to 
her was when you were about two years old. He hasn’t written since 
then; the work here keeps him so busy. Father thinks my handwriting 
the best he has ever seen, though Samuel de Haart, my good friend, can 
write almost as well. I’m sorry your mother w^on’t consider your com- 
ing here to spend a few months with us. We have such good times 
trapping birds and tapirs. Sometimes Flora and Mathildc come with us. 
Samuel likes Flora, but he won’t admit it. Wc tease him about it and 
sometimes he gets into a temper, because he has a bad temper when he’s 
roused. He kills ducks and fowls for liis aunt when she wants to roast a 
duck or fowl, and Mother says he has a cruel streak, but that’s silly; his 
uncle and aunt are both very kind people. Why should Mother think 
he’s cruel because he likes cutting the throats of ducks and chickens? 
Ducks and chickens were made to have their throats cut when you’re 
going to eat them, though, I admit, I can never bring myself to do it. I 
don’t like seeing blood. And I can’t beheve what you said in your last 
letter that your mother is so cruel to you all and that it was she who 
caused Uncle Ignatius’s death. How could you have said that, Adrian? 
I’m sure Grandfather Laurens would have mentioned it, because he 
always corresponded with her, and he never once said anything about 
her cruelty — not to Father or any of us. We used to hear him talking 
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about her, and he only spoke of how your plantation was getting on, 
and he said that she had bought another plantation up the Canjc last 
year and that you would manage it when you get older. But he never 
said that she was cruel. Father was very puzzled when I told him, and 
Mother, too. They say you must be spinning tales. . . 

At tliis point ComeUs, who was reading the letter with him, inter- 
rupted. ‘Adrian! Mother is going to be furious when she reads this. She 
has particularly told you that you must never mention anything about 
her in your letters to Jabez. How could you have toldjabez that she’s 
cruel and that it’s she who caused Father’s death?’ 

‘Because it’s the truth!’ 

‘Don’t shout like that. She’s in her room.’ 

‘I don’t care! I’m not afraid of her! I’m not afraid of her!’ 

‘Sssh! Quiet, Adrian!’ 

‘I won’t be quiet. I’m not a worm.’ 

The door opened and their mother came in. ‘Haven’t you finished 
reading the letter you received from Jabez, Adrian?’ 

‘Yes, I have — nearly.’ 

‘Then bring it to me the instant you’ve finished.’ 

‘I’m not letting you see it.’ 

She stretched out her hand. ‘Hand it over. At once.’ 

‘You’re not having it. Get out of the room, you stinking bitch!’ 

Comehs gasped. 

Their mother turned and went out. 

‘Adrian! You told her to get out! You called her a bitch!’ 

‘That’s the way to speak to her.’ 

‘I believe she’s gone downstairs to call Rabonne and the others.’ 

‘Let her go. She can’t break me. She’ll never break me.* 

He began to walk up and down. 

They heard their mother’s footsteps approacliing along the corridor. 
Unhurried. They watched her appear at the door. She had her whip. 
She advanced into the room and made a slash at Adrian. Adrian dodged 
and sprang at her. He struck her in her face with his clenched hands, 
and a tiny trickle of blood ran from her nose. He snatched the whip 
from her, muttering obscenities — obscenities he had heard the soldiers 
using. She caught liim by the collar and sent him hurthng from her. He 
fell with a heavy thud and skidded a foot or two. His mother advanced 
upon him as he was rising and grasped him again by liis collar, yanked 
him up. But he struck out and caught her a blow in the face that made 
her nose bleed more profusely. 
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Comelis whimpered. 

Adrian struggled and tore at her. His white lace collar was off, and 
his coat ripped down. His mother’s hair had fallen in two loose plaits 
behind her back. 

One of the kitchen slaves appeared at the door. 

Hendrickje’s will and strength told. She forced him to the floor and 
held him down despite his furious struggles. But he went on struggling, 
pinged down though he was. 

Pardoom appeared at the door. ‘Missy, stand away, let me hold him.’ 

‘Get out, Pardoom! Get out! I’m handhng tliis alone. To-day it’s one 
thing or the other. Either I am mistress here or he is master. We’ll sec 
which it is.’ 

Adrian’s struggles ceased abruptly. His mother crouched over him, 
her mouth and cliin bloody, her hair in a brown, shifty mass about her 
shoulders. But ^he relaxed too soon. Without warning, Adrian heaved 
himself up, and, freeing liimsclf at one wrench, smashed liis fists into 
her face. The attack took her by complete surprise. She tried to rise, but 
before she could do so his fi^t landed in her left eye and she stumbled 
and fell. He was up 'ii ijer like a wild beast. lie seemed to lose all sense 
of fair play and judgment. He grasped her hair and tugged at it, blub- 
bering and calling her a bitch, a bitch, a bitch! He pummelled her head, 
pummelled her face, kicked her throat, her temple, her ear. 

‘Bitch! Bitch! I’m going to kill you! Kill you!’ 

Pardoom moved forward into the room, liis face anxious. Rabonne 
came in after liim. ‘Missy, let me hold him for you,’ Rabonne said. But 
Pardoom put out a barring arm, murmuring: ‘No. She say not to 
interfere, Rabonne.’ 

‘He beating her,’ Rabonne murmured back. 

The doorway was crowded with black faces. Henwah, who had 
arrived late, was puslung through the lot of them with snappish growls 
of rebuke. 

Hendrickje rallied and succeeded in hurling Adrian off. Her left eye 
was half-closed and getting blue-black. Her hair kept threatening to 
tumble forward and obscuie her vision. Her throat was bruised where 
Adrian’s shoe had landed. Her bodice was torn down. 

Before Adrian could recover she snatched up her whip and rose. As 
he was rushing at her she slashed at him and caught liim across liis face, 
a red weal springing up on liis right check. He staggered, and she 
slashed at him again. He came at her with a blubbering wliine, but she 
retreated and slashed and slashed. 
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He staggered back under the fury of the attack, his hands pressed to 
his face. She moved forward, slashing; panting and putting all her 
strength behind the lashes. 

The faces of the slaves at the door were rigid. 

Cornelis had hidden his face behind his hands. 

Hendrickje never stopped until Adrian stumbled against a chair and 
collapsed near it. Then she stood, whip raised and ready, dominant, 
dignified despite the blood and her disarray. She prodded him with her 
foot to make sure that he was not shamming, then turned off. She 
flicked her whip and snapped: ‘Make way there! Make way there!’ 

The slaves fell back to make way for her to pass. 

Ill 


But she had not broken him. 

Not yet, he told liimsclf, as he sat on a box in the tool-shed where she 
had had him locked up. She’s had me put in here because she wants 
me to feel she won that struggle upstairs. But she hasn’t won. This 
tool-shed can’t hold me. Watch and see what’s going to happen in a 
minute. 

There were several implements lying around: axes, hatchets, ham- 
mers and mallets, hangers, cutlasses. He took up an axe and in less than 
a minute had hacked-away two boards from the door. 

Henwah came running up and called: ‘Massa Adrian ! You gone mad ! 
Stop dat! What you smashing up dc door for!’ 

Adrian ignored Iiim. In another minute another board went. He 
threw the axe aside and passed through the aperture into the open. 
Henwah and Pardoom — Pardoom had just come up — made a rush at 
him, and he slipped back into the shed, snatched up a cutlass and 
emerged again. 

‘Come near to me now,’ he told Henwah and Pardoom. ‘See if I 
don’t slice your black heads off!’ 

‘Massa, put down dat cutlass. You only making more trouble for 
yourself. Why you must behave so bad?’ 

Adrian began to walk toward the house. 

‘Massa Adrian, drop dat cutlass!’ Rabonne had come up. 

The three men moved after him — cautiously. Rabonne spoke in a 
voice of entreaty. ‘Massa, where you going? You can’t go in de house 
wid dat cutlass. De missy not well. You hurt her. She in bed. Come, 
Massa Adrian. Put down de cutlass and behave yourself.’ 
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Adrian turned his head and growled: ‘Tm warning you. If you 
approach too near to me I*m going to hack you to pieces. 

The three men followed liim into the house. The kitchen slaves 
joined them, and they all moved after him up the stairs. 

They must imagine I’m going to attack her. I will — if she comes to 
me with her imperiousness. I’ll cut her to pieces. Both she and I arc 
destined for bad ends. I can see it every day. . . . 

When he entered the room he and Cornelis shared ComeUs gasped: 
‘Adrian! You broke out of the tool-shed 1 ’ 

‘I did. And I’m keeping this cutlass in here, and anyone who comes 
in to interfere with me is going to get murdered.’ 

No one came in. Rabonne and the others, after hesti taring at the top 
of the stairs, decided to go down again, Pardoom muttering: ‘He gone 
into his own room. I don’t think he go in to trouble Missy.’ 

His mo*^hv.i tvjok no action, did not attempt to have him locked up 
again, bhe kept to her room for days, permitting only Rabonne to go 
in to her to make his report, and had her meals sent up. Many rimes the 
two boys heard her pacing slowly about the room. 

She’s a beaten w Adrian told himself. She knows I’ve got too 
big for her. She kiuvvs she could never hope to control me after what’s 
happened. She must see that I’m only sixteen by age but otherwise I’m 
a man. The van Groenwegels have fire-blood in them. She has said so 
often. Well, I have fire in me, and it’s going to be used against her. All 
those talcs of the old days she used to fill us up witli. Violence. Nothing 
but violence. Great-great-grandmother Kaywana and Wakkatai. And 
the raid of 1666. And Aunt Rosa three years ago. Yes, Aunt Rosa is the 
latest family heroine. Violence, violence. She’s brought us up on viol- 
ence. She mustn’t be surprised now if she gets violence directed toward 
her. . . . 

One morning — it was two days after the incident in the bedroom — he 
got out his riding kit, and Cornelis asked him where he was going. 

‘Into the fields,’ he said. ‘I’m going to see after the work — and keep 
the slaves in order.’ 

‘Adrian! You’re only sixteen. How could you go out into the fields 
alone! They won’t obey you.’ 

‘They’re going to. I’m going to make them.’ 

He did. He took a four-thonged wliip and a loaded musket. His voice 
had already changed, and when he shouted at them they knew that 
he was their master. Rabonne and Pardoom and Henwah gave him 
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astonished stares, then smiled sheepishly and carried out his orders. 

When Rabonne reported to Hendrickje at noon, Hendrickje smiled. 
Her left eye was still blue-black. ‘So he went into the fields, did he? 
And how did he get on?’ 

‘He get on good, missy.’ 

She looked thoughtful, then said: ‘Let him carry on. Tell the others 
to co-operate as much as possible.’ 

‘You letting liim take charge, missy?’ 

‘Yes. And why not?* 

‘But he only a boy, missy!’ 

‘Not now. Not within this past week. He’s a man, Rabonne. And a 
van Groenwegel. I hope you’ll bear that in mind when addressing him. 
He must have absolute respect from you and from the others.’ 

‘Yes, missy.’ 

Before he left he asked: ‘Missy, we never going to see you in de 
fields again?’ 

She smiled. ‘ Occasionally I’ll come and have a glance round, Rabonne.’ 

It was Jeremy, one of the slave boys who liad swum and frolicked with 
him in their younger days, who stopped Adrian as he was crossing over 
to the fort and said: ‘Massa, I glad for you.’ 

‘Glad for me? What do you mean?’ 

‘I mean, I glad you make big massa now.’ 

Adrian frowned, ‘l^m afraid I don’t understand.’ 

‘You not big manager since yesterday? You go out in fields alone on 
mule.’ 

‘Oh, you mean that. Well, why not? I’ve got to be in charge some 
time. I see no reason why it shouldn’t be now.’ 

‘I hear Missy glad. So I hear Rabonne saying.’ 

Adrian gave liim a sharp glance. ‘Missy is glad? You heard Rabonne 
saying that? When?’ 

‘Dis morning he say it. And he say it yesterday, too. He say Missy 
tell him dat in future you manager, and wc must respect you and work 
for you good, and we must obey you.’ 

‘ She said that, did she?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. I glad for you, Massa Adrian.’ 

Adrian smiled uncomfortably. ‘Thanks, Jeremy. It’s a surprise to me. 
I didn’t know she had said that about me.’ 

That was April. By June a close understanding had sprung up between 
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him and his mother. He told himself: Six weeks ago I wouldn’t have 
believed this possible. She’s a clever woman. She knew it was hopeless 
resisting me, so instead she has given me authority. Nowadays she 
talks to me and discusses the plantation business as though she con- 
sidered me a man of twenty-five. She doesn’t try to flatter me, because 
she knows it wouldn’t be effective. She knows that that method might 
antagonize me, so she treats me with a kind of formal respect, and now 
and then drops a comment to make me know in a subtle way that her 
formal airs are only for effect and that at any time I felt like being out- 
rigl t friendly she would be willing to let the past be forgotten Some- 

how I can’t resist her wiles. I’m beginning to feel a sort of friendliness and 
devotion toward her. My hate seems to have melted away during the 
past few weeks. It’s still there; the slightest thing can rouse it up in full 
fury. I mustn’t deceive myself; I can’t ever forgive her for what she did 
to Father. still, something has happened to me since that day when 
Jeremy told me that she had spoken well of me to Rabonne. She’s win- 
ning me over to her side in spite of myself, in spite of my desperate 
vows to be revenged on her. I try to lash myself into a fury and hate 
her as I did a few v^-eks ago, but I can’t. It seems like a waste of energy 
trying to hate hei .nd as if to go on trying would be silly and boyish. 
I feel as though I’ve got past that stage; got past what 1 was six weeks 
ago. Now I ought to think differently, look at everything anew" and be 
less impetuous. Even toward Cornelis I’m beginning to feel contemp- 
tuous — especially since he’s told me what he did about that French fel- 
low. In love with each other! It disgusts me. And he’s so effeminate. 
Always preening himself He even talks hke a girl and walks with a 
girhsh swing. 1 can’t imagine what has happened to him. I can see now 
why Mother despises him. She must know of his relations with Tirol. 
Henwah must have told her what he saw^ on the river that day. She 
ignores liim, and she’s right. I feci I ought to do the same. I’ve told her 
I want a room to myself Can’t go on living in the same room with that 
girlish fop. . . . Yes, I’m looking at things differently now\ And 
Mother, I’ve discovered, is not such a bad person, after all. I’m finding 
much in her that I w'asn’*^ aware of before; much that I couldn’t appre- 
ciate before. She has some admirable qualities. She has dignity. She’s 
hard, but it’s a healthy hardness; she has strength. That counts in the 
long run. Strength. . . . And she’s handsome. Sometimes she gives me a 
look that makes me feel that if I weren’t her son she might try to make 
love to me. And I feel that way about her, too, many times. She doesn’t 
look thirty-nine. She might be no more than twenty-five. I haven’t 
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seen a woman in this colony who can equal her for beauty. . . . Strange 
that I should be thinking of her like this now. Is it possible I coiJd have 
changed so much in these few weeks? . . . 

One day she stopped him in the portico and said with a slight smile: 
‘Commandeur de \^aterman has invited me to dinner to-morrow 
night, but I told him I couldn’t very well go without the master of the 
house. Would you like to take me?’ 

He avoided her gaze and mumbled: ‘Certainly — if you like.’ 

So they went together, and Mynheer de Peer smiled: ‘He’s as tall as 
you, Mevrouw. You haven’t a boy any more.’ 

‘He’s my manager, Mynheer.’ 

On the way home, on the path, she made him take her arm. It was 
nearly eleven o’clock, and there was moonhght. She said quietly: ‘I’m 
getting very proud of you.’ 

He said nothing, uncomfortable — especially at the closeness of her 
body. It gave him queer, sliivery feelings. She might have been a strange 
woman. ... In a way, he thought, she is a strange woman. The touch 
of her in an intimate way is foreign to me. I have no memories of her 
ever having held me in an affectionate manner. I have memories only 
of blows. . . . 

‘Do you still hate me so much?’ 

He shook his head. ‘Not now.’ 

After a silence she said: ‘Do you know what I just felt? That you’re a 
strange young man I’-m about to be very friendly with.’ 

‘That’s odd.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘I was thinking the same about you.’ 

‘I’m afraid the blame rests entirely on me. I’ve never shown you any 
affection — not even as an infant.’ 

‘I know.’ 

They could hear the river sucking at the bank. She said: ‘Let’s stop 
for a moment and look at the river.’ 

They stood in the moonhght near some plumbagoes and looked at 
the water with the stars and the moon reflected in it. Fireflies flashed on 
the other bank among the low-hanging foliage of wild cacao and 
young niora. 

Behind them the plumbagoes looked like pale ghost-coins. Around 
them, intensifying the silence of the night instead of disturbing it, the 
insects churred in high»-pitched monotony. The water kept sucking at 
the bank. Sillip-siUip, it went. 
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He felt her hand tighten on his wrist, and sensed her breathing. She 
was dressed in style, the neck of her dress low so that he could see the 
freckles on her throat and on her bosom. 

‘Would you like us to be friends?* she murmured. 

He could feel the blood creeping up into his cheeks. His heart did not 
seem to be beating any more. It had travelled far off into the night. 

She said: ‘Why don’t you answer?’ 

He nodded and mumbled: ‘Yes.* 

‘f.et’s go inside now.* 

He had his own room, and before undressing he stood at the window 
a long time looking out at the moonlight. His face was warm, and he 
had to keep massaging his wrist. He could not tliink at all. Every 
thought that tried to settle in his mind darted off like a scarlet spark. 

IV 

Early in July, during the thunderstorm period, Comelis came into his 
room after the midday meal and said: ‘Adrian, dear, you keep avoiding 
me so much now. E an ’^tiling the matter?’ 

‘If you can’t stop using those endearments to me, don’t address me. 
I hate to hear them. I’m not your Fran(^ois.* 

‘Adrian, why must you speak so roughly to me? It isn’t like you. 
You seem quite changed these past few weeks.* 

‘I have changed. 1 thought that would have been obvious to a fly.’ 

Cornelis glanced timidly tow'ard the door and lowered his voice. 
‘You seem to get on very well with Mother nowadays — ever since that 
terrible tussle in my room. You don’t hate her any more?’ 

‘I don’t want to be questioned.* 

His brother gazed at liim in a troubled, perplexed manner. ‘Yes, 
you’re a changed person. You’ve got so cold toward me — almost as 
cold as she is. You say hardly any tiling to me. You don’t love me any 
more, Adrian?’ 

‘Oh, get out! You make me sick, Cornelis! Can’t you be a man?* 

Cornelis looked hurt. ‘T^^at isn’t like you, Adrian, dear. You used to 
be so sympathetic — so kind and brotherly. Like Father. But of a sudden 
you’ve become a different person. If you turn against me, too, I’d have 
no one but — but Francois to care for me.’ There were tears in his eyes. 

Adrian said notliing. 

‘I tliink I see what’s happening,’ said Cornelis. ‘It’s Mother. She’s 
taken you over. You’re speaking like her. Saying the things she used to 
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say to Father and to us. You’re getting hard and cold like her. Oh, 
Adrian! Why did you have to change like this!* 

‘Get out! Get out, I say! You’re making me angry now. I don’t want 
to hear a word more. Get out!’ 

Cornclis uttered an aggrieved, girlish sound and went out. 

I don’t like treating liim like tliis, Adrian told himself, but he gets on 
my nerves — and I’m in such a turmoil with myself these days. Some- 
times I feel I’ll go out of my mind. But I mustn’t think. I’m trying to 
train myself not to think. It’s bad for me. It’s damaging me. . . . 

He had the room next to his mother’s; the room that used to be his 
father’s studio. He could hear his mother moving about in her own 
room, and in his mind he saw her, tall and graceful. Her hair must be 
hanging in two loose plaits down her back. She must be preparing to 
rest. 

He began to walk aimlessly around the room. 

Next month I’m seventeen. On my last birthday I remember how I 
told myself I wished I were twenty so that I could hurt her with all my 
strength — with the strength of a man. I Iiatcd her so much then. Now 
. . . no, but I can’t understand why I sliould feel like this. Sometliing 
must be the matter with my mind. It isn’t natural. But, of course, 
nothing has been natural in this house. We haven’t grown up like other 
children. She is not to me as Claas van Doom’s mother is to him. 

In the south-east a rumble of thunder \dbrated. The air was still, and 
the sun shone down with a spiteful intensity. 

He fanned himself with liis hand, letting liis gaze move out of the 
window at which he had stopped in his pacing. . . . The compound, the 
water-tanks, the slaves’ logics; beyond the indigo fields, the cane-ficlds 
— his eyes took them in and roved round toward the edge of the up- 
river jungle. Beyond this jungle there were more fields — fields of an- 
other plantation. Then more jungle. More fields . . . more residences, 
water-tanks, slaves’ logics. . . . 

Suppose I had been a slave and not a Dutch master. . . . 

Lightning over the indigo fields. He heard it click. 

About a second later came a softer, nearer click, and he knew that the 
connecting door had opened. He turned and looked, and it was as he 
had thought a few minutes ago. The two loose plaits hung down be- 
hind her. 

She smiled and said: ‘You keep walking up and down.’ 

‘It’s the heat,’ he mumbled. ‘A storm seems to be coming.’ 

She moved over to a window — ^not the same one at which he had 
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paused. She looked shapely and elegant in the house-gown she wore; it 
was of silk and glimmered dully with a look of affluence. She might 
have been a queen. 

God, I wonder if it couldn't be my hatred for her that makes me feel 
like this. 1 do hate her still now and then. I feel a kind of grudge against 
her — a resentful fechng, as though I should rush at her and strangle her 
or beat her. Yet 1 know tliat before I could do that Td be wanting to . . . 

He would not complete the thought, but the rest of the thought 
mo^^cd like thin flames througli his brain. 

‘It's coming over from the south-east.* She glanced at him and 
smiled: ‘l\it on your nightshirt. It will be cooler.' 

‘I'd intended to. In a few minutes.’ 

She moved back toward her room, paused at the connecting door 
and looked back at him. ‘Something is on your mind,’ she said. 

‘No, no.' 

He looked outside again, pretending to be interested in the thunder- 
clouds piling in the south-east. 1 le heard her utter a soft sound, and 
detected a tender note in it. 

Why doesn’t slic ^o I sick into her room? Why is she staring at me 
and trying to see into me? 1 know' that that is what she’s doing. Trying 
to discover how I'm feeling about her. 1 can kill her tor not going back 
into her room. She has no right to do this. She ought to know it upsets 
me. It’s that old hardness ot hers — that lack of sympathv. She doesn't 
care about other people’s feelings. One day I’m going to throttle her. . . . 

Yet the instant he heard the door shut he was sorry that she had not 
stayed. If only she had come to him here at the w indow' and asked him 
what was the matter. She could have said. ‘ What’s the matter, Adrian? 
Has anything happened to put you m a mood^’ In a soft, half-breathless 
voice like tlic voice she had used that night when they stood in the 
moonlight and looked at the river. 

I’ll never forget that night. 1 can hear the water making a sucking 
sound. I can see the fire-flics on tlie opposite bank. And the plumbagoes 
were beliind us. She w^as pressed clc:>se against me. 

He started. The thunder as getting louder. That last peal W'as like a 
hundred cannon gc^mg off at once. 

Rabonne w'as collecting some agouti-hides which had been drying in 
the sun. The sun had gone. A gloom was setthng rapidly over every- 
thing. The clouds looked slate-grey and ominous above the fields. 

Rabonne is not such a bad teilow — nor Pardoom and Henwah. Now 
that I've come to know them better I even admire them. They’re efii- 
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dent and loyal. I can’t imagine why I couldn’t sec that before. Or is it 
that I’m biased in favour of everything and everyone that she is in 
favour of! I wish I could confide in somebody. If Father were aUve I 
might have been able to tell liim about it. He would have understood, 
I think. I wonder, though. He was so afraid of her. And he hated her 
under his fear. He never let slip an opportunity to speak against her. 
It’s he who helped me to hate her so much. ... I’ll go mad if I remain 
in this room thinking about tilings Hke this. I’d better go for a walk 
along the Company path. I’ll go and see Claas and Karena. 

He moved toward the door that gave into the corridor, then hesi- 
tated. He heard her footsteps in the next room. She seemed to have got 
out of bed. She suddenly appeared and said in surprise: ‘You’re not 
going out, Adrian?’ There was a breatlilessness in her manner that 
puzzled him. 

T wanted to go for a walk — perhaps to the van Dooms. It’s so hot in 
the house here.’ 

She came close to him and held liis arm. ‘Don’t go. The thunder- 
storm will overtake you.’ She spoke quietly. There was a tenseness in 
her manner that reminded him of the night in the moonUght. 

‘I don’t care about the storm. A wetting won’t harm me.’ 

‘The hghtning will be dangerous. Why must you go? Couldn’t you 
stay and talk to me?’ 

He said nothing. 

‘Come into my room.’ 

‘No, Mother. No. I think I’ll go out.’ 

‘You called me “Mother”. Call me Flendrickje.’ Her grip on his arm 
tightened. ‘You’ll feel better if you come in and talk to me. There’s 
something on your mind.’ 

He allowed her to lead him in. He began to tell himself that he should 
defy her and tell her that he had decided to go out for a walk, and she 
would not stop him. No matter what she said, he was going. She must 
remember that she had no authority over him now. His will was as 
strong as hers. Stronger. He would kill her if she tried to resist him, 
hold her and strangle her. . . . But he sat down on the edge of the bed 
without any attempt at argument. He saw the sudden brassy glare of 
the hghtning outside. The thunder tumbled down upon them, making 
the very foundations of the house vibrate. 

‘And you wanted to go out in that. Adrian, I want us to be friends — 
real friends. Not as we arc now, casual and pohte. I’m lonely. I want 
someone to talk to and to be affectionate to, and someone to be affec- 
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tionatc to me.’ She spoke in an impulsive burst and with agitation. Her 
face was troubled and human. She sat beside him and put her arm about 
him. ‘I’m not really a dragon. I’ve tried to fool myself that I am, but 
I’m just a woman — a human being. I have my soft side. You must be- 
lieve me, dear. Please. Try to forget what’s happened between us in the 
past. I’ve been a brute — to all of you. But I’m not a brute all through. 
If I were only given the chance — if hfe would only be kinder to me, I 
couy be very tender. And I like people being tender toward me. 
Adrian, what’s the matter? You’re trembUng, dear.’ She began to stroke 
his hair. 

He rose and said: ‘I think I should go out. I want some fresh air. It’s 
— ^it’s really hot in the house.’ 

‘No, please. The rain will soon be down. Sit and talk to me. Please, 
Adrian. Don’t go out. Sit and tell me about yourself— what you’ve been 
thinking. Tell me any tiling ’ 

‘I can’t stay. You don’t understand. I can’t explain. I must go.’ 

‘Is it something I’ve said?’ 

‘No, no.’ He turned and looked at her. ‘I wish I could tell you, but — 
but — heavens! No, i can’t. I’m ashamed. It would be terrible to tell you 
that. You wouldn’t understand.’ 

She held his arm, a faint gleam in her eyes. ‘ I think I do understand. 
I’m much older than you. Sit down,* 

He sat down beside her again, liis eyes with a dazed look. He was 
trembUng again. She drew close to him, put her arms about liim and 
pulled his head against hers, and he remained quiescent. 

‘You mustn’t be upset, dear,’ she said. ‘I’m glad you feel this way 
about me. It gives me hope again for myself. I’d begun to fear I’d never 
get anyone to care for me. I’m not really a fiend, Adrian. Circumstances 
have contributed immensely to my hardness. I’ve been thwarted so 
often in my ambitions, and I’m not a good loser ’ 

They both winced at the startUng crack-crack and boom. She got up 
and hurried over to the windows and drew down the bUnds. Rain 
came down in coarse, dense drops. He shut the two southern windows, 
and she shut the three eastern ones. The damp chill from tlie rain struck 
through the room. The roof seemed as though it would cave in under 
the spiteful drops. 

The diversion restored some of liis self-possession. 

‘ One or two of the logies are leaking,’ he said. ‘ I was looking at them 
yesterday. We’ll have to see after them.’ 

‘Yes, Henwah did mention it,’ she said. ‘We’ll have to get some 
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sliinglcs and materials from the Company store, and Hebban can get to 
work next week. Take off your shoes and make yourself comfortable. 
Let’s have a nice long talk.* 

He took off his shoes and they squatted on the bed, hugging their 
knees and talking. She asked him about Jabez. ‘Did you write liim 
recently?’ 

‘Yes, about a fortnight ago.’ He felt at ease now, though he knew 
that the tenseness was still beside liim Ukc a ghost waiting to envelop 
him. His inside felt cool Hke the rain and pleasantly aching. I feel good, 
he told himself. I thought it would be awkward being alone with her 
in here. So long as she sits near me without toucliing me, hke this, it 
will be all right. I wish 1 could remain here and talk for ever and ever. 

‘He seems to be growing into a fine fellow.’ 

‘Yes. He says he’s going out in the fields now with Uncle Aert. 
Grandmother has gone to live with them up tlie Mazaruni.’ 

‘Your uncle mentioned that in his last letter to me. They’re sclhng 
the Essequibo plantation and extending the one up the Mazaruni.’ 

‘I’m sorry Grandfather Laurens had to die off'. It’s strange. Why 
couldn’t Grandfather Reinald have died instead? He’s older, and he’s of 
no use to himself nor to anybody, and yet he still hangs on to hfe.’ 

‘That’s the way of hfe. Everything is blind and haphazard. That’s 
why I have no faith in religious practices. No one who thinks and 
observes what goes on around us can believe in such a myth as God or 
in the teachings of the Church. Life is brutal, Adrian. The stronger sur- 
vive, the weaker get crushed. It isn’t pleasant to think of it, but it’s the 
truth, and one must not avoid the truth. Deluding ourselves with 
soothing myths won’t help us to solve the mysteries of tliis existence — 
and the problems that persistently assail us.’ 

‘1 beheve that, too. lliere isn’t any God. People are simply born any- 
how, hke the animals, and if they can fight their way through the 
world they get on. If they can’t, they get beaten and die.’ 

‘Listen to the thunder and lightning going on over us. It’s only 
Nature. If it were being controlled by some God up in the sky who 
could hear us speaking now and be offended we’d have been struck 
down already.’ 

‘That’s true. Mother, about the family — do you still tliink as you did 
before? I mean, that we must be powerful and spread?’ 

She said quietly: ‘Yes, I haven’t given up. I won’t ever give up that 
ambition. My plans get frustrated and smashed with every move I 
make, but I haven’t given up.’ 
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‘I think ril help you in whatever way I can.’ 

‘You will?* She touched his knee impulsively. 

He looked away and said in a mumble: ‘I’d do anything for you.’ 

‘Thank you.* Her voice sounded a little husky. ‘Just at present,’ she 
went on, after a silence, ‘it isn’t power or the family I’m concerned 
about. It’s having someone close to me — someone to whom I can say 
things to, so that I can feel I’m a woman. I’m starved for affection, 
Adrian. I can be just as warm as I can be cold and hard. That night 
when we stood in the moonlight I began to hope desperately that we 
could be good friends — in spite of what has happened between us. I 
wanted to hug you and tell you I was sorry we were strangers and ask 
your forgiveness for being a brute and for not being the mother I 
should have been. I’ve felt very humble these past few weeks — humble 
and ashamed. Since that night I’ve gone down very much in my own 
esteem. Befv-re Juen I was a callous, conceited girl. I’ve only now begun 
to grow up. I’m seeing myself much more clearly, and the revelation 
frightens me. That’s why 1 need a companion with w^hom 1 can discuss 
myself intimately and frankly — a companion I can be soft with and get 
some softness fron* m return. You don’t know how' much happiness 
you’re giving me by sitting here with me. You’re trembhng again. 
You’re pale, Adrian.’ 

‘I think I’d better go now.’ 

‘No, stay,’ 

‘I can’t — I must ’ 

‘Don’t think of me as a strange w'oman.’ 

‘But you arc a strange w^oman! You make me feel — you make me 
want to do what 1 shouldn’t. 1 can’t explain — don’t touch me! Don’t 
touch me, please! It isn’t natural. I can’t stand it. Let me go.’ 

She held his wrist and said: ‘Don’t be foolish. You’re so wild and un- 
controllable. It must be the firc-blood — and the way I’ve brutalized 
you. Well, tliink of me as a strange w^oman, then. Since we can’t sit and 
talk like two good friends, then do wdiat you must. Do anything, but 
don’t leave me. Call me Hendrickje. It will make it easier for you.’ She 
glided her hand along h: ■ cheek, smiling at him as though he were 
really a stranger — a man with wdiom she had only just become intimate 
and to whom she had taken a fancy. She sidled up against liim and let 
the softness of her shoulder rest on liis arm. He drew away the arm, 
muttering: ‘I can’t believe tliis. No, I can’t beheve this.’ He seemed in a 
stupor. 

She buried her face in liis lap. It was as though she had begun to 
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fight an unseen presence. He could hear her breathing in agitation. She 
seemed afraid to raise her head for fear of seeing the phantom adversary 
— as though seeing it might weaken her defence. 

When he made an attempt to get off tlic bed she resisted him, curled 
one of her arms arodnd his waist and pressed her face harder into his 
lap. ‘Don’t leave me, Adrian. Don’t go. I can’t believe it, too, but I 
can’t help myself.’ She said something else, but it was muffled and un- 
intelligible. She was in a trembling fever, and there was sometliing of 
the spirit of the rain in her quick breathing and soft grunts. The rain 
had thinned. It swished in uneven hissing bursts against the windows, 
and the thunder and lightning came at longer intervals, the lightning in 
brassy silence. 

She raised her head and looked up at his face. Strands of her hair 
made a fuzzy network round her temples and forehead, and the tiny 
brown freckles stood out against her pink, smooth cheeks. She might 
have been twenty-one instead of nearly forty. She smiled and mur- 
mured: ‘I think I’m feehng shyer than you are, Adrian. Look at me. 
Don’t frown so. Look at me. Look in my eyes.’ 

But he kept looking straight before him, his lips set together tight. 

‘Look in my eyes.’ 

He kept on staring before him. 

‘This is wicked of me, but in a way you’ve brought it on yourself. I 
would have been content to sit and talk in innocence with you — hkc 
two good companions. But you will remind me that I’m a woman and 
still young and warm. It’s your mascuhnity — you have an animal mas- 
culinity. You make me forget that there is blood between us and that 
this is something that should seem unnatural. You will treat me as a 
stranger, and when you do I want to respond. I can’t help it. I don’t 
believe in repressing myself. I know my weaknesses and I indulge them. 
If you behave toward me as a son toward a mother I’ll be only too 
pleased and content to let it rest at that, and I’ll welcome your com- 
panionship. But I can be your mistress with equal wilhngness. Don’t 
blush. It’s the truth, my dear. We can’t help how it sounds. It is the 
truth. Let’s see it in a balanced way ’ 

‘I can’t see anything in a balanced way when I’m with you. I feel 
sometimes hke kilhng myself so as to be rid of the whole problem.’ He 
made another attempt to get off the bed, but she stayed him again, 
holding his wrist and twisting herself into a new position that she 
could rest her head in Kis lap and look up at him. There was a reckless 
determination in her manner, a feverish intensity, as though this were 
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some game she was engaged in: a serious, earnest game with a stake 
that was high. In changing her position her gown had come open, ex- 
posing her bosom, and automatically her hand moved to adjust it, but at 
the last moment she seemed to change her mind. She let it stay as it 
was. 

‘You’re making yourself believe it’s a problem,’ she said. ‘Nothing 
should be a problem, my boy. It’s only your attitude toward it that 
makes it seem so difficult and insoluble. Would you hke me to solve it 
for you? Have you enough confidence in me, Adrian?* 

‘You coiddn’t help. You couldn’t do anytliing for me.’ 

‘Look at me.’ 

‘I’m afraid to. Don’t ask me to.’ 

‘Look at me.’ 

‘No.’ 

They hstened to the rain. It was falUng softly now. 

‘You’re afraid to look at me?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Please don’t be afraid. Look at me.’ 

]No.’ 

‘Look at me.’ 

There was too much insistent demand in her tone now. The power 
in her told. He looked down into her grey-green eyes staring up at 
him. And he saw how she was lying with her gown open. It was too 
much. His restraint went. She did not stop liim. She let him kiss and 
fondle her, responding with as mucli warmth and unrestraint. Abruptly, 
however, she gripped his exploring hand and hugged liim to her, say- 
ing: ‘I think you must go now. This is so good of )'ou, Adrian. 1 don’t 
deserve it. You make me feel wicked and small.’ She sounded sincere; 
sounded deeply moved: the way her eyes narrowed and the way she 
moved her hand over liis back and shoulder proved tliis beyond doubt. 
If she were an evil person the evil in her was, in tliis moment, at its 
lowest ebb, Adrian felt. . . . She couldn’t be evil. She’s a queen. The 
most perfect creature. I’d die for her. . . . 

He behaved as though she had not spoken. He persisted, kissing and 
fondhng her in a trance of passion. She resisted very gently, saying; 
‘You must go now. Go for a walk in the rain. It hasn’t stopped yet. It 
will do you good. You’ll be refreshed, and then when you come back 
we can have another long chat. Please. Go now. Beheve in me and I’ll 
see you don’t have any difficulties. Adrian, please. You really must 

go-’ 
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*I can’t go now. You know I can’t. Why do you want to send me 
away? You’re making it harder for me.’ 

‘Will you beheve in me? Will you trust me?’ 

‘Don’t ask me that. I’d beheve in you if you were the worst thing in 
the world. You knoW I can’t do without you now. You’re purposely 
saying this to show me you’re invincible and — and powerful.’ 

‘I’m not. You mustn t misunderstand me. But you must leave me 
now, Adrian. Please. Do as I ask. Go for a walk — go anywhere, and 
when you come back we’ 11 both be calm and we can have a long talk 
together. Don’t spoil cvcrytliing. There’s a good boy ’ 

‘Don’t call me a boy! Don’t call me a boy! I’m not a boy. You’ll 
make me want to hate you again if you say that.’ He pressed his head 
against her in a groaning tremor of passion, but she would not respond. 
She pleaded with liim to go. There was a touch of distraction in her 
manner now. She said: ‘I’m just as eager for you to stay as you are, 
Adrian. It takes a lot for me to send you away. It takes strength. Don’t 
tliink I can’t feel as passionately as you can. But I want you to go. Show 
me you have as much strength as I have, dear. Please. You’ll respect me 
and I’ll respect you if we restrain ourselves for the present. But it will 
leave a bad taste if we give in rashly now. You must beheve in me, 
Adrian. I know more of these tilings than you.’ 

As at the outset, the power of her character told. He relaxed. 

‘Perhaps you’re right,’ he said. ‘Tliis does seem rash. I don’t beheve 
I’m sane. Hell, but I want you more than — more than . . .’ 

He broke off' and looked at her and looked away. 

‘I understand exactly how you feel. I feel the same about you. At tliis 
very moment. You can’t know how desperate I am, Adrian — how 
utterly agonized — and starved.’ He heard her breath whistle softly. 
‘But I’m keeping myself in hand. I’m almost dizzy, Adrian, from curb- 
ing myself. There’s hghtning in me. You couldn’t feel madder tlian 1. 
But I can master myself. This is where we can both prove we have 
character. We’re van Groenwegels — the strong ones. The hard ones. 
Go for a walk, and when you come back we’ll sit quietly on the portico 
and have a chat.’ 

When he was at the door she smiled and called: ‘Come. Come back 
and shake my hand.’ 

He retraced his steps, and saw that there were tears in her eyes. She 
was still smiling — a fixed smile of tenderness and admiration. She gave 
her head a slight nod as she squeezed liis hand. 

She sat and watched him go out, then got up and went to the win- 
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dow and saw him moving across the compound. The rain was a mere 
wispy drizzle, though the lightning still flashed sharply and the thunder 
boomed heavily. 

He looked back and saw her at the window. He waved, and she 
waved back. 


Whd?i he returned from his walk she was waiting for him in the por- 
tico, fully dressed and carefully groomed, and they sat and talked about 
the plantation and about Essequibo. Twilight found them still in con- 
versation. There was mauve in the west, the sky without a cloud, 
though the air was oppressive, and perhaps before midnight there 
would be another thunderstorm. Once, during a short silence, when 
they were lookir^g at the jungle on the opposite bank, he thought: This 
is hke something Tve planned, only much better. I feel that coolness 
inside me. 1 know it’s a coolness that won’t last, but I like foohng my- 
self that it will, and that she and 1 arc now above anytlung physical. 

‘In future,’ he said alo 'd, abruptly, T think 111 call you Ilcndrickje.’ 

She nodded. ‘Please. You must.’ 

I wonder whether she would prefer not to hark back to earlier to- 
day. She can be so inscrutable at times. I can’t always tell what’s going 
on inside her. Heavens! She has such poise! Just watch her now. I 
think I can worship her always. 

‘Hcndrickje.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘What are you thinking about?’ 

She shrugged. 

‘We’ve said not a word about what happened to-day.’ 

‘Do you want to say something about it?’ she smiled. 

‘I was wondering,’ he said. 

‘What’s going to happen eventually, you mean?’ 

He nodded. 

She said: ‘You could cor^c to my room to-night.’ 

‘To-night?’ 

‘Would you hke to?’ 

He hesitated, trying to pierce her mystery. ‘Would you hke me to? 
I think that’s more important.’ 

‘What you feel is equally important.’ 

They were silent for a long wliile. The insects were churring shrilly, 
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and the dampness rose from the earth and from the trees into the still 
air. The river never ceased to suck at the bank. 

‘You puzzle me a little.’ 

‘There’s nothing to be puzzled at, Adrian.’ She looked at him. 
‘Don’t let my silence put you off. Would you like to come to my room 
to-night?’ 

‘You speak as though you’re challenging me.’ 

She smiled, leant toward him and kissed him. Kissed him on his lips. 
‘Does that convince you now that I’m in earnest?’ 

‘Then I will come.’ 

Long before bedtime, however, he had made up liis mind that he would 
not go. He lay in bed and gazed up into the darkness of the roof, feehng 
unusually at peace. He said to liimself: I mustn’t take her at her word. 
To go in to her would be in bad taste. Perhaps it was that she wanted to 
imply by her reticence before she made the suggestion. She was saying 
to me in effect: T would hkc notliing better than to have you with me 
in bed, but it will be in bad taste for us to go so far in our intimacy. 
Though if you think it over and still decide to come to me I’ll submit.’ 
She told me what she wanted to without words and without rebuffing 
me and making me feel a foolish, ignorant, impetuous boy. I respect 
her for doing it Uke tliis. She is wise. Wise and perfect in every way. 

The following morning she asked him nothing, and he gave her no 
explanation. He foujid that he was perfectly at ease with her. 

Comehs gave them odd, troubled glances, his manner vaguely sus- 
picious. They ignored his presence. 

During the weeks that followed a softness came into her manner. It 
was obvious even in her attitude toward the slaves. Formerly she always 
made it a point to be present at floggings; now she avoided these occa- 
sions. She increased the house-slaves’ rations, and seldom shouted at 
them. Instead of using her wliip on them for misdemeanours she merely 
threatened them with a cut in rations. 

Every day she and Adrian had long chats in the portico, or in his or 
her room. They discussed the prospects of the plantation and their 
hopes for the one up the Canje. When letters arrived from Essequibo 
they read them together, lying on their stomachs in bed or sitting close 
together at the dining-table. 

In one of these letters Aert told them: ‘We have changed our plans 
about the Essequibo plantation. We intend to retain it, after all, and 
abandon the Mazaruni one. We’re doing this on the advice of Laurens 
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de Heere who has some excellent theories on the future of this colony — 
theories which, Tm convinced, won’t remain theories always, because 
it has been hinted that de Heere may succeed van der Heyden Resen as 
Commandeur. Resen is petty. I believe the trouble is that, while eflEi- 
cient and energetic, he doesn’t know human nature and doesn’t get on 
well with his fellow officials. He and Gelskerke, the Secretary — a fine 
fellow and a regular visitor at our home — are always at loggerheads. 
However, let me tell you sometliing of de Hcerc’s theories. De Heere 
feel?? that the coastal soil is far more fertile than our interior soil here. 
The coastal soil consists of oozy black mud and is often inundated by 
the sea at liigh tide, but it is rich soil and only requires proper drainage. 
De Heere feels that it would be possible to obtain as many as four succes- 
sive crops of equal tonnage from the coastal soil, whereas, as you know, 
up here with every crop we show a marked decrease in tonnage. Our 
fourth crop »*vt'rntly has amounted to hardly more than a thousand 
pounds per acre, as compared with a first crop of three thousand to the 
acre. In brief, then, de Heere is predicting a gradual migration toward 
the coast, and advises that we should abandon the Mazaruni plantation 
and hold on to the lo' /c plantation on the Essequibo. Indeed, he thinks 
that even the Essequibo plantation we shall soon have to dispose of in 
order to go still nearer to the coast, as the land around the fort area is 
becoming rapidly exhausted. . . .’ 

Jabez, in the course of his letter, said: ‘The de Haarts have bought the 
plantation next to ours on the Essequibo, so Samuel and I will still see 
a lot of each other in future. I’m beginning to believe wdiat Mother said 
about him. He has a cruel streak. Last week he caught eleven of those 
wriggly, sliiny black lizards that you sec in the sand sometimes, and he 
killed every one by putting a noose around its neck with a piece of 
grass and then holding it over a fire and watching it sizzle and die. I 
told him he should never have done such a tiling, that it was unneces- 
sarily brutal. We had an argument ever it, but he laughed at me finally 
and said I’m jelly-hearted; he said there’s nothing wrong in killing wild 
creatures. 1 disagreed. I said I saw no harm in killing wild creatures that 

! ^ou can use as food, but harmless creatures that you can’t eat should be 
eft alone. . . .’ 

T used to think so about you — that you have a cruel streak.’ 

‘Now you don’t think so?’ 

He shook his head. ‘I know you haven’t,’ he said. ‘It’s only circum- 
stances that have made you appear cruel.’ 

She sniiled. ‘You must be careful you don’t exaggerate my nobility. 
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I am cruel, Adrian. I have a streak of brutality in me. I was born with 
it. You mustn’t harbour false ideas about me. That would be almost as 
bad as hating me as you once did.’ 

That was the first disturbing note. It sounded in September, more 
than two months after the incident during the thunderstorm. But it was 
shght. It did not upset him as much as the incident a week later when 
Cornelis said to him: ‘She’s a terrible woman, Adrian, dear. She 
couldn’t win you over by opposing you, so she has sold herself to you 
by guile and soft words and glances.’ 

He caught Cornchs by the collar and shook him. Threw him to the 
floor. ‘You dirty beast! Fancy saying that of her! I could kill you. You 
don’t know what you’re saying. Can’t you look at her and see she’s a 
changed woman! She’s noble and upright and strong. A goddess. She’s 
genuine. If she wasn’t genuine I’d have discovered her long ago. Our 
friendship is a pure and beautiful one. The kind of fricndsliip you could 
never know. You and your dirty Frenchman over at the fort!’ 

‘He’s not dirty! I won’t have you say that!’ Cornelis rose, liis girhsh 
frame in a spasm of rage. ‘Fran(;-ois has been tlic only person to show 
me any affection — except Father, and even he could only be sparing 
because of the kind of life we’ve hved under her. She’s been no mother 
to me. She’s never once kissed me, never once put her arm around me. 
Do you think I could feel tenderness for her! And now you call 
Francois dirty because he loves me as she has never done. She’s the 
dirty one! She has seduced you! I know she has! Your own mother! 
You make love together at night ’ 

‘That’s a disgusting lie! Take it back or I’ll kill you!’ 

Hendrickje came in to them. ‘Adrian, you should know better than 
to take notice of this piece of trash. Shove him out of the room, dear, 
and let him go. Please. For my sake.’ 

After he had put Cornelis out and slammed the door, she came over 
to him and gave him a hug and stroked his hair, murmuring: ‘Don’t let 
what he said upset you, my darling. And in effect he spoke no untruth. 
I have seduced you. Nothing actually physical lias taken place between 
us, but in my imagination I’ve been to bed with you every night since 
that day of the thunderstorm.’ Her eyes narrowed with desire as she 
regarded him. She kept stroking liis check and liis hair, and made a soft 
passionate sound, biting her lip in a tortured way. 

‘You mustn’t get annoyed and furious when he drops remarks like 
that, Adrian. What does it matter what others say? It’s what we feel 
about each other and how we behave toward each other that counts. 
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So long as we respect each other and love in the way we do, you should 
have nothing to get into a temper about. Don’t ideahze our love too 
much. That would be a mistake. Remember my old adage. Face the 
truth, no matter how ugly it may be, or how much pain it may give. 
Don’t let’s have illusions about ourselves. We’re mother and son, but 
we’re in love like two animals. Wc want to be in bed. That’s what will 
give us the greatest satisfaction. But because of the blood between us 
wc feel it would be distasteful to be phy:>ically intimate, so we deny 
ourselves tliis ultimate satisfaction and content ourselves, instead, with 
a deep, close companionship, and, as a result, wc not only retain our 
self-respect and respect each other but in the very fact that we deny 
ourselves w'e feel that wc arc doing something strong — something even 
superhuman — and tliis gives us an ecstasy few' people know. That’s all, 
darling. That’s the situation between us summed up in as frank and 
accurate a ’iiai :.cr as it can be. Don’t build anything more on it, 
Adrian. Don’t fly int( a tcmpci when anyone taunts you or accuses you 
of being physically intimate with me. Simply smile it oflF and say to 
yourself: ‘T can’t deny that, because it’s virtually true. In effect, she is 
my mistress.” ’ 

On another occasion— an evening in early October w^hen they were 
sitting in the portico— she said to liim: ‘CHir cluef difficulty is one of 
faith, Adrian. Having faith in each other and ha\'ing faith in ourselves. 
If I didn’t feel as deeply as I do about you it w ouldn’t matter, but being 
sincere — perhaps nn^rc sincere than I was wirh your farher in our early 
days — I keep dreading that I may do or say* something to shake your 
faith in me. 1 often find myself lacking faith m nn sclf— m my ability to 
hold you. And 1 can sense that y^ou must have the same problems, for 
despite your strength of character you’re immature ’ 

‘I’m not! You mustn’t say that, Hendrick jc. I hate to hear you imply 
that I’m still a boy. 1 read a lot, and I think a lot. That boc-ik you got for 
me the c:)thcr day — Spinoza’s hfLics — I’ve studied it through and 
through, and there are others I’ve read that have given me a thorough 
understanding of human nature and higher thought ’ 

‘No book could ever tea h you alxmt human nature, darling. You 
must hve before you can know- liuman nature thoroughly, and what you 
mean by liigher thought is merely ordinary thought made my stifying 
and complicated. Philosophers are vain people — people wdth an in- 
flated opinion of their mental powers. That is why they try to baffle the 
layman and make him feel they arc so much higher in thought ’ 

‘Hendrickje, you’re a cynic! I don’t hkc that. You shouldn’t scoflf at 
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things like that. According to what I’ve heard you saying from time to 
time, there is no nobility at all in human nature.’ 

‘There isn’t, Adrian. Nobility, like God, is an idea that we have in- 
vented in order to delude ourselves that we are immensely better than 
the beasts.’ , 

‘We are better than the beasts. Immensely better ’ 

‘Don’t let us discuss it any more, dear. We’ll soon be quarrelling.’ 
She patted his wrist. ‘This is what I dread. Saying sometliing that might 
cause friction and upset your ideas about me and make you lose faith in 
me.’ Her voice became husky. She gripped his arm. ‘Adrian, it would 
be a major tragedy for me if this friendsliip of ours were to come to 
grief. You wouldn’t guess how important it has become to me. Don’t 
let us argue. Don’t tliink ill of me because I’m cynical sometimes. I 
can’t help it. You know what I have suffered during the past ten or 
fifteen years. Try to be understanding and forgive me when I seem 
ironic toward the tilings you hold sacred. Please. Please, my darling.’ 

VI 

The loth of November dawned with light mists on the river. The sky 
was cloudless, except .low in the east where the pink and purple clouds 
that generally appeared as though on purpose to greet the sun still 
loomed like remote cupolas over the jungle. 

After Adrian haddeft for the fields Hendrickje sat down to write up 
the records. 

* November jth. Hebban, the carpenter, fell ill. The fort surgeon sum- 
moned. He tliinks it is black water fever. The surgeon is most incom- 
petent. Note: We must have a surgeon for the Canje plantation. 

‘Work on Field 6 and Field ii continued to-day. Balsam patches in- 
spected; all in flourishing state, despite dryness of weather. Provision 
fields 7 and 9 reaped. Bi-weekly rum ration served to slaves. Double 
rations to No. 2 Gang for the work they put in on cotton fields. Men 
on punishment — three. Petty theft and laziness. . . .’ 

She wrote from notes made by Adrian on slips of paper. 

Presently she put aside the record-book and began to make her 
toilet. She sat before the mirror in the sunlight that came in at the 
eastern windows, and regarded her reflection. Her cheeks were smooth, 
and there was no surplus flesh under her chin. About a month ago she 
had discovered a single grey hair in her head — the first. She smiled and 
told herself that she might have been twenty-five to judge by her 
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appearance. No one who did not know her could have guessed that she 
was nearly forty and had two tall sons eighteen and seventeen. 

She was nearly dressed when she heard hurried footsteps on the 
stairs. It sounded hke Cornclis, and she tilted her head with a puzzled 
air. It was not often that Cornelis moved with such speed. She turned 
as he came bursting into the room. 

‘Well, what’s happened?’ she asked coldly. 

‘Mother! I’m just from the fort!’ lie was blowing as though from 
ruitffing. ‘They’ve just received a message that French sliips have en- 
tered the river — ships of Jacques Cassard!’ 

‘What’s that?’ 

‘Yes, Mother. They’ve landed on Plantation Hooft. The Comman- 
deur says I must tell you to get ready to go up-river or flee into the 
bush. lie says the house here will be in danger when the French open 
the attack on lijj, fo»'t.’ 

She stood up. 

‘Mother, must I tell the slaves to begin to pack our valuables in the 
jars? The jars you have in the pantry?’ 

‘You’ll tell the sla" es l o tiling. Go to your room.’ 

‘But, Mother * 

‘Go to your room. Tliis instant!’ 

She finished her toilet hastily and went do w^n stairs. She sent off a 
message to the fields by one of the kitchen slaves. ‘Be sure you deliver 
the message to the baas liimsclf. There’ll be ten lashes for you and short 
rations if you don’t. And hurry!’ 

Within half an hour Adrian w^as back. The liorns were cooing in the 
fields; the horns that would have sounded at noon to call the slaves in 
for the midday meal. Adrian was puzzled. ‘What’s the matter, Flcn- 
drickje? Why such an urgent call? I thought you must have lallcn ill, 
but when the message said 1 must order the gangs in ’ 

She interrupted and told liim the news. 

‘French ships! But how is it the news has only just got to the fort if 
they have already made a landing on Plantation Fiooft? Take care, 
there’s some mistake. I’d bccter go over to the iort and find out for 
certain. Perhaps Cornclis misconstrued ’ 

‘ I doubt he has. At the back of my mind I’ve been expecting this. Any- 
way, go over to the fort and speak to the Commandeur. Hurry, Adrian.’ 

He was back in less than twenty minutes. He told her: ‘Yes, they've 
landed on Plantation Hooft. The Redoubt Samson^ w^as not gar- 

^ Guard-house midway between Fort N.issau and die mouth of the river. 
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risoned, that’s why they came up without any alarm being given before. 
Commandeur de Waterman says they’re advancing alon^ the bank to- 
ward the fort.’ He was a trifle breathless from running. ^What are we 
going to do, Hendrickje?* 

‘That’s what I want you to tell me, Adrian.’ 

He gave her a look of surprise. ‘I don’t understand.’ Suddenly: ‘Oh, 
I see what you mean. The family motto.’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

He shrugged. ‘Well, let’s remain — if you think you can brave the 
danger. They’re going to bomb the fort.’ 

‘I’m willing to brave the danger. But are you? Be honest, Adrian.’ 

‘Most certainly! Why should you ask that? You don’t tliink I’d run 
off and leave you here alone, do you?’ 

‘No, I didn’t think you would do tliat.’ She hesitated, then said 
quietly: ‘Adrian, tell me this. Do you feel you ought to remain and 
fight because of our family traditions — because we’re van Groenwegels 
and don’t run from danger?’ 

He shook his head. ‘I don’t care one jot about our family traditions. 
I’ll stay because you want me to stay.’ 

I see. 

‘It’s no use my pretending, Hendrickje,’ he said. ‘This family pride 
you’ve always tried to instil into us is nothing to me. I tliink it foolish 
and small — unworthy. Why should we consider ourselves better than 
other people? It’s 'not right. I haven’t forgotten what wx all had to 
suffer at your hands because of your obsessions. You yourself mean a 
lot to me. I’d do anything for you — bring down the stars if I could — 
but I’ll never forgive you for what you did to Father — and Cornelis. 
And when I remember that it was because of this fanatic ambition of 
yours to uphold our name and acliieve power for tlie family I detest the 
idea of family superiority more than ever.’ 

‘You speak sensibly. It hurts — but it’s the truth.’ She turned away, 
blinking rapidly. He moved after her and put Iiis arms about her. ‘Don’t 
let it hurt too much, he said. ‘You know I don’t like hurting you.’ 

She nodded, and seemed to steel herself. ‘Come, let’s get busy,’ she 
said. ‘Go and get Rabonne and the others here as quickly as you can. 
There are the muskets to sec after — and the barricades. We mustn’t 
waste time.’ 

‘I’ll go now and get them.’ 

About an hour later the house was in a ferment. In the middle of their 
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preparations a soldier arrived from the fort. He wanted to know why 
they had not left yet. ‘The bombardment may begin at any moment, 
Mevrouw. The enemy is throwing up earthworks in readiness to lay 
siege to the fort. The Commandcur has sent me to inquire why you 
and your people are still here.’ 

Hendrickjc told him: ‘ Wc are defending. Go and tell the Comman- 
deur that. T ell Ihm we in this house are van Groenwcgels, and it’s our tra- 
di|ion that we never run from an enemy. That’s why we’re not leaving.’ 

‘But, Mevrouw, do you realize the danger? The French have mor- 
tars. They are going to hurl explosive bombs at us. Some of the bombs 
will fall around the house here.’ 

‘Very well. That doesn’t intimidate us. You go and give the Com- 
mandeur my message. Tell him we’re van Groenwcgels and we never 
run. Tell hip'* that if wc have to die, then we’ll die. We are not afraid.’ 

‘I shall deliver your message, Mevrouw.’ 

Cornclis, to the surprise of them both, was in no way upset about 
their decision to remain and fight. He said: ‘I think it’s the best thing to 
do. We have the muskets and the ammunition. Why should w’'e run?* 

Adrian and bis "’other exchanged glances. 

Cornclis, his gaze averted, said: ‘Franc^ois was telling me what these 
bombs arc like. He says they arc hollow, spherical things with gun- 
powder inside and a combustible substance that burns down to the 
powder and sets it off after it has been ejected from the mortar.’ 

Adrian and Hendrickjc were silent. Later, when they were alone, 
Adrian commented: Tt doesn’t seem hke him. I don’t feel easy about it.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ 

‘Well, is it natural that he should take the situation so calmly? He’s 
always been so girlish and hysterical over the slightest danger, and now 
that we’re faced with this supreme danger he behaves as though he’s a 
general in command, smiling and complacent and brave.’ 

She smiled. ‘Perhaps it’s blood, my boy. Wc never know. Even he, 
weak as he is, may still feel the surge of pride that is part of his hereditary 
background. Blood will always out, Adrian.’ 

‘I can’t see it that way. I have an instinct in these things; and I feel 
there’s more in it than wc can see on the surface. He can be deep, 
Cornclis. Very deep.’ 

‘Don’t be imaginative, dear. There’s work to be done. Come.’ 

He grunted. ‘Tn many ways you can be surprisingly insensitive, Hen- 
drickjc. Especially for a woman. You’re a strange mixture.* 

She laughed. There was die old britde note in it, ‘Don’t let’s stop to 
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analyse each other now, Adrian. We’re at war. Come, let us see about 
the barricades in the dining-room.’ 

As they worked they could hear a jabber of voices out in the com- 
pound where the ^slaves were gathered in frightened groups discussing 
the situation. Some of the women whimpered. One wailed: ‘French- 
man coming to take us all away. We going to punish. We going to 
punish.’ Another squatted on the ground, her two small cliildren 
hugged close; she kept moaning and wagging her head. An old man 
slapped liis wliite woolly head distractedly with the palms of his hands. 

Hendrickje moved upstairs and downstairs in a fever of activity, her 
eyes bright and hard. She issued orders in a clipped, curt voice. The 
softness of the past few months had left her, and Adrian thought: You 
can see this is an occasion she has lived in lier imagination time and time 
again. She is an obsessed being. She must feel she is fulfilling herself. 
The belligerent ideas Great-grandfather Willem put into her head are 
flamingly ahve to-day. The firc-blood of Great-great-grandmother 
Kaywana is blazing magnificently. Perhaps she tliinks she is Kaywana 
reincarnated. Poor thing. I do hope she won’t meet the same end. If she 
got killed I’d have to die with her. 

Once, when they happened to be alone in the corridor, he told her: 
‘Tliis is not the fort. This is our home. And these fellows are only 
slaves. They’re not soldiers. You can’t treat them as if they were 
trained military njen. You’ve lost your sense of balance, Hendrickje. 
Why don’t you go to your room and rest? There’s nothing more you 
can do. The barricades are in place now, and Rabonne and Pardoom 
and Henwah have the muskets and ammunition in readiness, and the 
men seem keen up to now, so what’s the purpose in your marcliing up 
and down the house snapping at them?’ 

She nodded and smiled. ‘I tliink you’re right. But I couldn’t help it, 
Adrian. I’ve lived tliis occasion so many times in my dreams. A few 
years ago I envied them in the Essequibo when they were attacked by 
Ferry and liis lot. By Ciod! But it would have been good to have stood 
by Rosa’s side and fired out upon the demons ’ 

‘Aunt Rosa was shot dead before she had got started.’ 

‘Adrian, I can’t help it. The fighter-blood is strong in me. There is 
nothing that elates me more than the prospect of a battle. I should liave 
been born a man. Nature made a gross mistake.’ 

He hugged her and laughed. ‘ Yes, I agree. You ought to have been ’a 
man.’ Musket-fire came in a spasmodic pop-pop-pop from the fort. He 
felt her body tense against his own. 
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‘Let’s go up into your room,’ she said. ‘We’ll be able to see better 
from there.* 

The house vibrated as a cannon boomed over at the fort. 

The slave women, locked in the logics, set up a wailing. 

‘Those cowardly black sluts!* 

‘You can*t expect them to be like you, Hehdrickje.* They were in his 
room. He pointed. ‘It*s beyond those bushes the enemy is building his 
earthworks.* They saw a bluish-wliitc puff of smoke rising above the 
fort buildings. A boom shook the house again. 

When a kitchen slave came up and informed them that it was time to 
eat, Hendrickjc did not want to go downstairs. ‘ Send up something for 
me,* she told the girl curtly. T can’t be bothered to come down.’ 

Adrian said: ‘Jarra, your mistress and I will be down at once. Bring 
up nothing.* 

‘Yes, Massa.' 

The afternoon was quiet. When dusk was coming down, Hendrickje 
said: ‘That’s odd. What could have happened? What arc they waiting 
for?’ 

The night was .uict, too, and it was not until about eight the follow- 
ing morning that Rabonne, who had been scouting m the vicinity of 
the fort, came in and told tliem: ‘A soldier tell me they trying to settle 
de matter without fighting, Massa. De French send a messenger wid a 
flag and say if de C^oinmandcur wish they can hold parley, but dc 
French say Commandeur de Waterman must strike his flag and sur- 
render first, and dc soldier say de Commandeur say he not surrender- 
ing. He just send off dc messenger to tell dc French dat he will defend 
dc fort to dc last.’ 

‘I should think sol’ Hendrickjc exclaimed, ‘The impudence! Why 
should they imagine the fort would gi^a' in without a fight!* 

Adrian chuckled. ‘Everybody isn’t as blood-tliirsty as you, Hen- 
drickje. I suppose they thought it would be a good plan to offer peace 
first and so save bloodshed.’ 

‘A weak pohey! We can only get what we want by fighting for it.’ 
Even as she was speaking spasmodic muskct-fire broke out beyond the 
bushes, and the house throbbed to the boom of a cannon in the fort. 
Then from beyond the bushes came a roar and then a loud explosion 
witliin the palisades of the fort. 

All that morning and afternoon the boom-boom went on. Shortly 
before noon a bomb lobbed over the fort and crashed down not far 
from the small water-tank. They saw it on the ground sending up a 
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white column of smoke, then it exploded and they heard the ping of 
the fragments against the cast-iron water-tank. During the afternoon 
another fell in the compound, and tliis one smashed several windows in 
the dining-room. 

Adrian said: ‘I think we ought to get those women and cliildren out 
of the logics and send them up-river.’ 

‘Why?’ asked his mother. 

‘The logics are only wooden. It isn’t fair to have them locked up like 
cattle in them.’ 

His mother shook her head. ‘It’s too late to tliink of that. They will 
have to remain.’ 

‘That’s a heartless attitude to adopt.’ 

‘They must take their chance, Adrian. The fact that we are in a brick 
building does not mean we arc not in danger. At any instant one of 
those bombs can crash in upon us. If we can take a chance, why can’t 
they?’ 

He gave in. ‘I suppose there is some sense in that. I don’t tliink it’s 
fair, all the same, to have them herded together in four logics and 
locked in. At least the doors should be unlocked.’ 

‘And in a trice they’ll be out and bolting off into the bush.’ 

Instances of frictioil between them were frequent. Sometimes he held 
out bitterly and had his way; sometimes he gave in. Once he told her: 
‘I can see you as you really are now — an icy monster!’ 

She rapped back: ‘I’m content to be so. I was born a monster.’ 

There were moments, however, when they softened. 

‘I don’t mean to be churlish, darling, but my nerves arc on edge. I’m 
eager to see what will happen — if they’ll launch an attack on us here. 
Do you tliink they will, Adrian?’ 

‘We just have to wait,’ he said, stroking her hair. 

‘They keep bombarding the fort. Why don’t they make a rush?’ 

He chuckled. ‘Make a rush and get mown down by the musketeers 
behind the pahsades? You think they’re fools?’ 

‘You don’t feel afraid, do you, dear?’ 

He shook his head. ‘As long as I’m with you I feel perfectly safe. 
They couldn’t kill you. You’re immortal.’ 

‘It’s nice hearing you say that. I do wish I were in a position to pro- 
tect you. Look! That one fell among the provision patches!’ 

‘I saw it. Hendrickje, I’m getting suspicious of Cornelis.’ 

‘Suspicious of him?*’ 

‘Yes. He keeps looking out toward the fort in a most peculiar way. 
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It isn’t usual. It’s as if he were expecting something — or someone.’ 

‘ What arc you trying to say?* 

‘I’m not certain myself. 1 suppose it’s my imagination — yet, some- 
how, I’m not satisfied that his behaviour is normal.’ 

‘The subject of Cornclis doesn’t interest me in the shghtest, Adrian. 
He might not exist so far as I am concerned.’ 

‘That’s how I feel, too — though now and then I do find myself a 
little sorry for him. Indirectly you are to be blamed for much of his 
eiftfminacy. It’s the way you brutalized him that made him turn to the 
Frenchman for affection.’ 

‘You may be right, but please don’t let us go into that now.’ After a 
silence, liowever, she went on: ‘His effeminacy was born in him. It’s the 
weak strain in our family. Grandfather always told me about it. He said 
that liis brother Aert was soft — a dreamer and a book- worm. And 
Grandmot^:er J^is^dda’s father was much the same: the weak, dreamy, 
artistic type. That’s where the weak vein comes from.’ She spoke seri- 
ously. ‘But thank lieavcn for you. You belong to the hard side — you 
and I.’ He felt her hand moving slowly along his arm and shoulder, not 
in the usual sensuc is v/ay but with a tense suppressed agitation. He 
could feel the vitahty of her as though it were a palpable, tingling thing. 

‘That’s why I haven’t given up hope,’ she said. ‘You have a lot of me 
in you, Adrian. You’re even precocious as 1 was precocious — old in 
mind before your time. If we both work together W'e can achieve big 
conquests. In time you’ll see with me and my ambitions for the family. 
Power matters, my boy. It makes a difference whether you’re simply an 
under-dog or whether you tower over the heads of your fellow men 
and can control tlicm at a gesture of your hand.’ 

He gasped and ducked aw^ay from tlie window^ dragging her with 
him, as a bomb thudded in the compound hissing and smoking. It 
roared, and the house sliook. There w^as the tinkle of glass downstairs. 

‘Let’s go down and find out if they suffered any casualties in the 
dining-room,’ she said. When they w^rc hurrying along the corridor, 
they happened to glance into the room Cornelis occupied. The door 
was wide open, and they :,aw liim. He was standing by a window, 
gazing intently outside. 

Adrian muttered: ‘See w^hat I was telling you? That’s what he has 
been doing since yesterday. As if he’s on the look-out for something or 
somebody.’ 

‘He’s watching the fort as we do ourselves. What’s strange in that?’ 

He shrugged but did not argue the point. 
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They discovered that two men had received cuts from flying glass, 
neither very seriously, though. 

All that night the bombardment continued. The house rocked as 
though in a perpetual earthquake. Sleep was almost out of the question. 

Shortly after midnight, when Adrian was on liis way upstairs, he 
happened to glance toward the sideboard wliich was barricading one of 
the dining-room windows. He saw a figure, uncertain and shadowy, 
standing as though on watch. He went down again and approached the 
sideboard. There was a gasp. ‘Who is that? Oh, it’s you, Adrian! You 
startled me.’ 

‘What are you doing here?’ 

‘I couldn’t sleep. I can’t sleep in this noise, Adrian, dear. Oh, it’s 
dreadful! I think I’ll go off my head if it doesn’t stop.’ 

‘Why have you come downstairs? If you couldn’t sleep, you could 
have got into bed, at least, couldn’t you?’ 

‘I’m going up in a little while. I — I was tired of the room. I was up 
there all day.’ 

‘It’s unsafe to stand by the window.’ 

‘Yes, Adrian. I’m going upstairs in a few’ minutes.’ 

As Adrian went upstairs he thought: More and more I don’t like his 
behaviour. He’s up to some trick, though what it could be baffles me. 

His mother was dozing in a chair when he entered the room. She 
looked unreal in the reddish crepusclc that pervaded the room. Every- 
thing in the room looked unreal — and sinister — in tlic reflected glow 
from outside. The big four-poster registered most clearly the flashes 
that heightened the general glow. The tester’s billowing whiteness 
turned red and dimmed off and on. 

He heard the heavy brcatliing of liis mother: a sound that contrasted 
strangely with the background boom of the guns and the roar of ex- 
ploding bombs. He sank down into a chair and was soon dozing, too. 
Almost at once, however, he was wide awake again. He heard Cornehs 
shouting. 

‘Adrian! Mother!’ 

Comelis came bursting in. ‘Mother! A bomb has struck one of the 
logics! I beheve some of the women and children have been killed!’ 

Henwah and Pardoom accompanied Adrian and Hendrickje out 
across the compound to the damaged logic. It was not as serious as it 
had seemed. They found that part of the roof and a few boards had been 
shattered, but none of the occupants had been hurt. They were in a 
screaming, sobbing terror nevertheless, and Adrian said: ‘We must let 
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them out and find other quarters for them, Hendrickje — the store- 
house or the carpenter’s shed. They’re in misery in there, poor people. 
Henwah, go and open the store-house.’ 

‘Do notliing of the sort, Henwah. Adrian, are you mad? The store- 
house would be in a fine condition if we put them in there ! And the 
carpenter’s shed, for that matter.’ 

When they had returned into the house she said to him: ‘It’s no use 
tsying to be generous in the matter. Softness doesn’t always pay.’ 

‘Always? Never, according to your way of looking at things. You 
should have had a son like that fellow in Essequibo — Samuel de Haart.’ 

‘jabez’s good friend?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

She laughed shortly. ‘The boy who kills lizards by danghng them 
over a fire. Well, v/hat’s a lizard! Others are coming into the world 
every ininate. Like men. You can wdpe out as many as you like, others 
keep being born to replace the losses.’ She clutched his arm. ‘What’s 
that? Did you see?’ 

‘Sec what?’ The’'' were standing at the window. 

‘Over there.’ f. e pointed. ‘Someone darted from behind the large 
water-tank and ran toward the provision patches.’ 

‘1 didn’t notice.’ 

‘I’m sure of it.’ 

‘I wonder. ... Wait a moment. I’m going downstairs.’ 

‘Don’t go out into the compound, Adrian.’ 

‘I’m only going down into the dining-room.’ 

On the stairs, he encountered liis brother coming up. 

‘Cornelis! Have you been out?’ 

‘Been out, Adrian?’ 

‘Yes. Have you been out in the compound?’ 

‘No, Adrian! No, no! Why should you think I have!’ 

‘Come upstairs w'itli me into Mother’s room.’ 

‘Adrian, I didn’t go out. I swear it. You must believe me.’ 

‘Come with me. Com^' on.’ lie tugged his brother’s arm roughly, 
and, despite his protests, took liim into their mother’s room. 

‘What’s tliis, Adrian? What have you brought him in here for?’ 

‘He’s up to some queer business. Earlier to-night I caught him at the 
window where we’ve put the sideboard. He was on the look-out for 
something or somebody we don’t know about.’ 

‘No, Adrian, no! I swear it! I was watching the battle. I haven’t been 
out of the house. You must beheve me!’ 
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‘What necessity is there for you to swear so vehemently?’ said his 
mother. ‘That’s always a sign of guilt. Adrian, release liim. Let him go. 
Go back to your room, CorneHs — and see and remain there for the rest 
of the night.’ 

‘I haven’t been out. Mother. I’m speaking the truth. I was watching 
the battle. Nothing more.’ 

Hendrickje flashed him a look as he was going. ‘Did anyone come to 
the window down there and speak to you?’ 

‘No, Mother! No, no. I swear. No one came to me.’ 

She waved liim off. ‘ Get out. Get to your room.’ 

After he had gone she said: ‘I agree with you. His manner seems 
pecuhar. Don't say anything to him again. We’ll keep an eye on liim in 
future. Tell Rabonne and the others.’ 

VII 

Shortly before dawn Henwah went out scouting and, on his return, told 
them that the enemy had almost completely surrounded the fort. ‘They » 
plenty, Massa. They plenty. Dc fort can’t hold out long. And some o’ 
dem gone off on de plantations and raiding de store-houses. I meet two 
slaves from Plantation Hooft, and they tell me so. Bcrbicc finish. Missy.’ 

His mistress nodded. ‘The van Groenwegels aren’t finished yet, 
though, Henwah. They’ll reaUze that when they attempt to attack us 
hcr6.° 

Adrian smiled. ‘Do you tliink we could hold them off indefinitely, 
Hendrickje? With mortars and bombs against us?’ 

‘We shall!’ 

‘This isn’t 1666. Great-grandfather Willem didn’t have to cope with 
bombs. It might have been a different ending to that story if he had.’ 

‘Bombs or no bombs, Adrian, we’re standing up to them. If we have 
to go down then we go down. Very well, Henwah. Go and have some- 
thing to eat. You’re a brave fellow to have ventured out.’ 

‘Yes, Missy,’ smiled Henwah, content on his face; he seemed to have 
been waiting for the compliment. 

After he had gone, Hendrickje said: ‘Those three men have blood. 
Pity they are not van Groenwegels. I can depend upon them — more 
than I can‘depend upon you and your brother.’ 

]Me?’ ^ , 

‘Yes, you. You’re too casual. You hold our blood in contempt, 
Adrian. You would let us down if I didn’t stand behind you.’ 

266 



Oedipus 

He laughed. ‘Most certainly I would. Tve told you already I care not 
a jot about the family. I hate the idea — and you yourself are responsible 
for that. Deep down in me I still hate you for what you did to Father. 
Deep down in me I want to see you disappointed in your ambitions. It 
would be a fitting punishment for your sins.’ 

For a moment they stared balcfully at each other. It was his gaze that 
faltered first. He turned off, thinking: Inside me tlie old hate is still 
there. Those early years can’t be wiped out. 

Ifhe house jolted. There were shouts downstairs. 

T think it’s the kitchen.’ 

They hurried downstairs. They heard Pardoom saying: ‘Messab and 
Herruff was inside dcre. Come wid me, Rabonne. Help me move away 
dc bricks.’ 

‘Pardoom, don’t venture in there until the smoke and dust clear!’ 

Adrian I jok^. J out of the window and saw a hole in the kitchen roof. 

Pardoom and P.abonne had already gone into the kitchen. Presently 
Rabonne emerged cougliing and gasping, a limp figure in his grasp; a 
figure dripping blood. Then Pardoom emerged bearing another figure. 

On examination the y found that Herruff was dead, his head smashed 
in. Messab was alive, his legs and dim badly bruised, a cut on his wrist. 

All that night the bombardment continued, and throughout the next 
day, the tliirteenth, but no more bombs fell in their vicinity until 
shortly after seven o’clock in the evening when the darkness near one 
of the logics suddenly spurted red and roared, and there was the sound 
of splintering wood and the shrieks of the women and cliildren. 

Tliis time there were three fatal casualties, a woman and a boy of 
about eleven and a two-year-old baby. Two women and a child re- 
ceived leg and face wounds, and Adrian dressed the w^ounds and had 
them brought into the house. 

‘The survivors must be put in the carpenter’s shed,’ he told Pardoom. 

Hendrickje raised no objections, but her lips tightened. 

A httle later, when they were eating, Adrian remarked to her: ‘Some 
of the men are beginning to lose heart. That bomb on die logie 
frightened them a lot.’ 

His mother murmured: ‘I’ve observed that.’ 

He glanced at her. ‘I believe you’re afraid, too.’ 

She said notliing, continuing to eat. They were upstairs. 

He stretched out and patted her arm. ‘It shows that you’re still a 
woman, after all. I so like to see you behaving hkc a human being, 
Hendrickje. Why can’t you be human always?’ 
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They started up. It was a bomb in the provision patches. 

‘Why can’t they do something besides bombard?’ she said, as they 
resumed their seats. 

‘It’s getting on my nerves, too,’ admitted Adrian. 

‘Since the eleventh. To-morrow will be the fourteenth.’ 

‘You should try to get some sleep to-night,’ he said. ‘Last night you 
hardly slept. You look older now, Hendrickje.’ 

‘Older? She glanced at him sharply, almost with alarm. 

‘Yes, you look older. You look your true age. It’s the strain of things. 
This bombardment. I myself feel ten years older.’ He got up and went 
to the window. Looked outside. 

‘Beyond the trees over there they’re throwing up fresh earthworks. 
The fort must be completely surrounded now. Surrender is only a 
matter of time.’ 

‘Don’t say that! Don’t say that! Never talk defeat!’ 

‘The truth, Hendrickje. Remember your old saying.’ 

She began to walk up and down. Once she paused by the cupboard 
and pressed her hands to her face. He went up to her and patted her and 
fondled her — in silence. She began to sob, but by an effort controlled 
herself. 

He watched her with admiration, liis face pink with the reflection of 
the glow outside. He thought: She has a will — a terrible will. One can’t 
help being impressed when one watches her. She’s no ordinary person. 
She has strength. Sh£, at least, of us van Groenwegcls can afford to feel 
conceited about herself. She’s an exceptional human. . . . 

It must have been about two o’clock when the alarm came. 

Henwah told them: ‘Massa Cornelisjump through de window down- 
stairs and gone off, Missy!’ 

‘Gone off where?’ asked Adrian. 

‘Weren’t you keeping a watch on him?’ 

‘Yes, Missy. We was watcliing Iiim. He come downstairs before mid- 
night and he stand by de window near de sideboard looking out. He 
tiot move from dere. But just sudden he force liimself past de side- 
board and jump outside before we can stop him. We didn’t expect him 
to do dat.’ 

‘Which way did he go?’ 

‘He go toward de fort way, Massa. Rabonne gone after liim.’ 

‘Rabonne has gone after him?’ 

‘Yes, Missy.’ 

‘But it’s dangerous venturing out that way now. They have earth- 
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works beyond tbe bushes over there. What could Comelis want to go 
that way for? Did you sec anyone come up under the window, Henwah?’ 

‘I wasn’t looking out at de moment, Missy.’ 

‘It’s that Frenchman, Hendrickje. I’m sure of it.’ 

‘But how could Tirol come here? He would have had to pass through 
the enemy lines. The fort is completely encircled.’ 

‘He could have got here by corial. The river side of the fort is not 
invested.’ 

They waited, their gazes on the provision patches. The guns boomed 
monotonously. They saw an awara palm shattered in the vicinity of the 
fort, saw its fronds in spattered silhouette against the glow. Then there 
was only the trunk jutting up ugly and frayed. 

After a long wliile Adrian exclaimed and pointed. ‘ I saw something 
move near the water-tank!’ 

‘Missy, let go out and take a look around.’ 

‘No, Henwah. We can’t risk both of you out there.’ 

‘Look! I believe it’s Rabonne!’ 

Footsteps drummed on the stairs and Pardoom appeared at the bed- 
room door. ‘Mass'’, T abonne coming back, but 1 beheve he hurt. I 
must go out and give him help?’ 

‘Go, Pardoom,’ said Adrian. ‘Hurry.’ 

‘ How do you know he is hurt, Pardoom?’ Hendrickje asked anxiously. 

‘He limping. Missy. He near dc large water-tank.’ 

‘My God! Poor fellow, Henwah, go with Pardoom Quickly!’ 

They all went downstairs. Hendrickje and Adrian watched the two 
men move swiftly across the compound toward the large water-tank. 
In the glow of the battle a dim humped figure was barely visible on the 
ground near the tank. Hendrickje was breathing quickly, her hand on 
Adrian’s shoulder, her body rigid. Adrian thought: I tliink if Rabonne 
had not been a slave she would have allowed lum to make love to her. 
I have noticed her eyes gleaming on many an occasion when she was 
speaking to him. 

Presently they saw Henwah and Pardoom returning. They were 
carrying something. Hc’^drickje shouted: ‘Bring him through the 
front door! Come round by the portico!’ 

‘Yes, Missy! Coming!’ 

‘Poor fellow. Poor Rabonne. He should never have gone after that 
piece of trash. He was a fool to have bothered about Cornelis.’ 

‘He went aTcr my brother — die trash you produced.’ 

She ignored him. 
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*I hate you, Hendrickje! Hate you!’ 

She said nothing. She might not have heard. She helped him to drag 
away the barricade from the front door. 

Rabonne was in a low state. He was bleeding from a wound in liis 
chest, and seemed iryured in his left leg, too. 

‘Didn’t you have a corial to follow them, Rabonne?’ Adrian asked 
him, and the man shook liis head feebly. ‘No, Massa. They not go by 
coriaL They join Frenchmen over that way.’ He pointed. Flis arm 
collapsed. 

‘Don’t question him, Adrian. He isn’t well. Pardoom, go and get 
some water and hnt and bandages.’ 

Adrian, ignoring his mother, said: ‘I don’t understand, Rabonne. 
They’ve joined the Frenchmen? What do you mean?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. They join Frenchmen. He and soldier-man Tirol. I see 
dem together and hear dem talk. They gone over to enemy’s side.’ His 
voice was very weak. He was evidently in great pain. His breath came 
in uneven gasps. He asked for some water, but before Pardoom could 
bring the water Rabonne had coughed and sagged limply over on to 
his face. 

‘Missy, he dead,’ said Henwah. 

Hendrickje bathed Rabonne’s face with water. She ripped open his 
overalls, felt for his heart, put her ear to liis chest. Henwah was right. 
He was dead. 

Hendrickje went upstairs sobbing. 

Adrian thought: What baffles me is what he said before he died. 
Cornehs and Francois have gone over to t!.c side of the enemy! He must 
have been mistaken. And yet, isn’t Francois a Frenchman? Is it so un- 
Hkely that he might have come to the decision to betray his fellow 
Dutch soldiers and go over to his countrymen’s side — especially as the 
fort is surrounded and the situation seems so hopeless for the defenders? 
But why did he have to involve Cornehs in liis desertion? Why 
couldn’t he have left Cornehs alone? I wonder if Cornehs knew that 
Francois had intended to desert. Perhaps he did know. Perhaps Francois 
took him into his confidence since the day the alarm came. Cornehs 
was over at the fort with Francois when the news reached the Com- 
mandeur. Or perhaps it was two nights ago that Francois came here 
and communicated to Cornehs what he intended to do. Poor Cornehs. 
He must have been overjoyed at the prospect of getting away from tliis 
house. He was only tolerated here. I wonder if he and Francois mean to 
go away with these privateers. Perhaps that is their plan. . . . 
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He went into his mother’s room and said: * You're sobbing for 
Rabonnc — a slave — and for your own son you don’t even enquire. I’m 
ashamed of you, Hcndrickje.* 

He left the room again and returned downstairs. He was crossing the 
dining-room when the roar came. The house seemed to tilt over. A fog 
of fumes and dust came billowing down the stairs. He heard a muffled 
scream. 

^Without a thought to danger, he went leaping up the stairs. Half-way 
up he stumbled and fell and rolled down three or four treaders, cough- 
ing and gasping. The stairs were strewn with bricks and mortar. He 
heard Henwah and Pardoom shouting up at him, heard their footsteps 
and the footsteps of tlie other men. He got up and tried to continue 
upstairs through the dense fog of dust. He called his mother’s name as 
he WTiit. Presently he collided with tlie wall in the corridor. Then he 
heard her voice and came into collision w ith the softness of her. 

‘Hendrickje, are you hurt?’ 

‘No, It wasn’t in my room. It fell in yours.’ 

‘Let’s go downstairs ’ 

‘No, no. Come into my room.* 

‘Missy! Massa! You all right?’ 

Adrian felt a groping hand on his chest. He grabbed it. ‘Yes, Par- 
doom, wx’rc safe. Bring up a lamp.’ 

There was a confusion of voices on the stairs. Thuds and coughs. 

Adrian found liimselfin his mother’s room. He saw' the tester glow- 
ing and dimming. A thin cloud of dust swdrled about in the room. He 
lit two candles that stood in brass holders on the table beside the bed. 

‘I thought you had been hit, Hcndrickje. I thought you had been 
kiUed.’ 

‘Adrian, you’re dusty.’ 

‘You, too. My God, but suppose you had been killed, Hendrickje!’ 

They heard bricks and dust and mortar coming down in the next 
room. 

‘We must get out of this house, Hendrickje.’ 

‘No. Never! Don’t say that, Adrian. Don’t say that!’ 

Pardoom arrived with a lamp. Adrian told liim not to bother. ‘Take 
it away. I forgot there were candles in here.’ His voice shook. Footsteps 
came. Henwah asked: ‘Missy, you not hurt?’ 

‘No, Henwah. Thanks for. asking.’ 

He and Pardoom and the others went. 

‘Hendrickje, we have to leave this house. The next bomb mightn’t be 
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so kind to us. We can’t stay. It’s foolhardy. We can’t fight against 
bombs.’ 

‘We’re remaining. Adrian, you mustn’t mention such a tiling to me. 
Don’t speak of running. We don’t run. We’re van Groenwegels. 
Haven’t I driven that into you time and time again? How can you 
suggest that we should flee!’ 

‘You’re a fool. If you don’t agree to leave I’ll go alone. We can’t stay 
here for the sake of a foohsh tradition. Why can’t you rid yourself of 
that absurd nonsense!’ 

She struck him in the face. ‘Don’t dare to say that again! It’s not 
nonsense, Adrian!’ 

‘I do say it. Nothing but vain, crass stupidity! You’ll leave tliis house 
now! We’ll all leave. It’s dangerous to remain. Common sense should 
tell you that.’ 

‘1 don’t care what common sense says. I remain. Go, if you wish. Go 
and leave me. I’m a van Groenwegcl, by God! I’m no poltroon. No 
bomb will frighten me from my home. I’ll stay here and die. You go. 
Take aU the slaves with you and go. I give you permission to take my 
lieutenants, too, if you wish. Take them all! Pardoom and Heiiwah! 
Go! Get out of the house!* 

‘Very well. The decision is yours. We remain.’ He spoke quietly, 
gripped her arm and told her to sit down and compose herself. She sat 
down and sobbed. 

‘If only they woidd stop bombarding! I feel distracted, Adrian. Dis- 
tracted. I didn’t anticipate this. I thought they would have attacked 
with muskets — as in ’66. 1 didn’t reckon with bombs.’ 

‘Never mind. Don’t let us tliink of it, Hcndrickje. Look, there’s dust 
in your ears.’ He gave a jerky laugh, soft and affectionate. 

A bomb exploded outside. 

‘It seems hke one of the logies,’ she said. 

T beheve they’ve changed their direction of fire. Why should the 
bombs be dropping here so frequently now?’ 

‘Let’s go downstairs. It will be safer in the sitting-room.’ 

‘Hendrickie.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘I wonder.’ 

‘ What do you wonder?’ 

‘I believe Francois has revealed the weak spots in the fort, and they’re 
concentrating on them. 1 here are one or two weak spots. Dirk has told 
me of them more than once when we discussed a possible attack on the 
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fort. It’s that, Hendrickje. That traitor Francois! He’s deserted to the 
enemy, and he’s told them, and now they’re centring all their fire on 
the vulnerable points.’ 

‘And that is the filthy rogue a son of mine has run off with! And you 
expect me to be sorry for him! Let’s go downstairs. Come on.’ 

Downstairs they found the men in groups discussing the situation. 
Many of them were in a funk. Henwah and Pardoom were shouting at 
t^em, telling them to get back to their places, threatening to have them 
flogged if they did not obey. 

In the midst of the shouting a bomb landed in the compound, and 
bricks and mortar fell in a prattling shower in the already damaged 
kitchen. Also upstairs in Adrian’s room. 

‘Missy, we can’t stay in here no longer. House soon smash up.’ 

‘We must go in bush and hide, Missy.’ 

‘Plenty danger now, Massa. Massa Adrian, let us go in bush. Please, 
Massa! No use stay here longer.’ 

Adrian’s only response was to smile vaguely. 

Henwah and Pardoom began to use their wliips. And Hendrickje 
shouted. 

The men moved back to their places at the barricades, but they 
grumbled. One of them said audibly: ‘ Missy never treat us good. Why 
we should stay in house and fight tor her?’ 

Adrian glanced quickly at liis mother to note her reaction to this 
remark. She remained unmoved. She had a strange, barbaric beauty, he 
thought, w^atcliing her as she stood in the middle of the room, dusty 
and unkempt, her hair in a shifty mass about her shoulders and fuzzy 
around her temples and forehead. She looks real and sohd in this dawn 
hght. But at this moment 1 feel nothing tender for her. I’m merely glad 
that she’s suffering discomfiture at the hands of these fellows. I won’t 
move a finger to support her. I hope they will continue to be unruly. I 
hope they insist on leaving the house and going into the bush. I want to 
see her foiled, humihated. . . . 

She said to him: ‘Adrian, go upstairs and bring my whip. Quickly! 
I’m going to show these brutes whether I’ll tolerate any insolence.’ 

He went off, smiling to himself. On his way down he heard the por- 
tico collapse with a rumble as a bomb exploded in its \dcinity. The 
house rocked. By the time he reached the dining-room many of the 
slaves were already througl; the windows and scampering across the 
compound. His mother shouted in vain. Pardoom and Henwah slashed, 
and bawled themselves hoarse, but to no avail. The stampede had 
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begun, and there was no stopping it. Within a few minutes only three 
of the slaves remained in the house besides Pardoom and Henwah. 
Discarded muskets lay at all angles on the floor. 

‘Get the barricades back into place!’ shouted Hendrickje. ‘We aren’t 
beaten yet.’ 

She herself helped to push the furniture back into place before the 
windows, her face pale and determined. Dust fell from her skirt and 
bodice in desultory dribbles. When some sort of order had been 
restored she said that she was going upstairs, but Adrian tried to stop 
her. 

‘You know it’s dangerous up there. At any moment a bomb can land 
on the roof and smash down into the bedroom.’ 

She shrugged offlus hand. ‘I’ll chance the bombs. Don’t try to stop 
me.’ 

He saw that it was useless to argue with her, so accompanied her up. 
She lay down on the bed and gazed up at the tester. The steady pink 
hght of dawn coated the tester’s billowing wlutencss. 

Outside, the boom-boom continued. 

Adrian lay down beside her, tclhng himself: I wonder what it would 
be like to see those rafters cave in and splinter and to have tliis whole 
room explode about us. At any instant it can happen, but 1 won’t be 
afraid. If it is destined to happen notlimg can stop it. I thmk Father 
became a fatalist before he died. . . . 

Whoo-oom! 

Another one in the compound. 

‘Hendrickje, arc you afraid?’ He touched her wrist. 

She made a sound in the negative. 

‘It’s nothing to be ashamed about. I am — a Httle.’ 

‘Wait — quiet. What’s that?’ 

‘What’s what?* 

‘Listen!’ 

They listened. 

‘It’s coming from the fort.’ 

‘It sounds like a drum.’ 

He sat up. ‘I wonder if it could be the chamade.’ 

‘The what?’ 

‘The chamade. Dirk has told me of it. He says that when a be- 
leacured fort decides to surrender the Commandcur gets the Drummer 
to beat the drum. It’s called a chamade, and it means that the Com- 
mandcur is ready to call a truce and discuss terms with the enemy.’ 
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She said nothing. 

‘It’s a drum,’ he said. ‘It’s the chamade.’ 

‘The cannon in the fort has stopped firing for some time now.’ 

After a while he murmured: ‘ Sec that? The French guns have stopped.’ 

The dull thump of the drum alone came now. It sounded lonely and 
portentous and sad. 

It might be speaking to us, thought Adrian, telling us that this is the 
beginning of a new phase for us. 1 wonder what’s going on in Hcn- 
driBcjc’s thoughts. I wonder if she knows now that we’re beaten and 
that she will have to behave from to-day like one of the vanquished. . . . 

‘Missy! Massal’ It was Pardoom. 

‘Yes, Pardoom?* 

‘Massa, de guns stop yonder.’ 

‘Yes, so I’ve observed.’ 

‘Massa, I ^ai* go out and hear what happen?’ 

Hendrickjc sat up. 'No, I^ardoom. It w^ill be dangerous. Wait until 
later. They may launch an attack against us. We haven’t surrendered 
yet.’ 

After the man had [^onc Adrian smiled: ‘Flendiickje, do you still 
insist in thinking tliat we can hold out here?’ 

She said nothing. 

‘Surely you must know^ that we are beaten.’ 

‘1 know nothing of the sort!’ she snapped. ‘What I know* is that we 
are van Groenwegels, and we never surrender.’ She gc't off the bed and 
began to pace about with firm, precise steps. 

He smiled and thought: She is certainly not normal. Her mind is 
warped. Now^ I know" it w’lthout doubt. 

‘You’ll figlit without me,’ he told her. ‘You and your heroes down- 
stairs. I’m not ready to die for the family traditions.’ 

‘Do you mean that, Adrian? You wnuld w'alk out of tliis house and 
leave me?’ 

‘1 do mean that. You seem surprised, but I’m serious. I spit on the 
family traditions. I’m glad to see them in the dust.’ 

VIII 

The test did not come until some time after tw^o o’clock that day. A 
soldier came from the fort and told them: ‘The colony has capitulated, 
and the Commandeur requests that you gather your valuables to- 
gether, including slaves and all other effects of any worth. The French 

275 



children of Kaywana 

officers will call at any moment to take tally, and the Commandeur re- 
quests that you will give them all help and not obstruct them in any 
way/ 

He dehvered this message to Hendrickje at the kitchen door, and 
Hendrickje told hinik ‘You may go back and tell the Commandeur, my 
man, that French officers will cross tliis threshold at their peril. You can 
tell him, further, that nothing belonging to us will be surrendered 
w’^ithout a bitter, bloody struggle. Tell Inm that van Grocnwegcls hve 
in tliis house, and it is our tradition that w c stay and defend our prop- 
erty to the last. Go and tell liim that.’ 

‘But, Mevrouw ’ 

He was silenced by Adrian, who called: ‘Just a moment, my man!’ 
and came toward them across the rubble on the kitchen floor. He said 
to the soldier: ‘You won’t dehver any such message to the Comman- 
deur. You’ll tell liim that we thank him for his message and would like 
to inform him that Ins instructions will be carried out and that we shall 
co-operate in every way possible. Tell him that the master of the house 
gave you that message. Go!’ 

The man looked from lum to his mother. 

Hendrickje turned. She called to Pardoom and Henwah, and they 
came at once. ‘Seize Massa Adrian and have him seairely bound. Take 
him upstairs into the south-eastern bedroom.’ 

Adrian laughed. 

Pardoom and Heirwah made no move to obey. 

‘Pardoom! Henwah! Did you hear me speak?’ 

Pardoom muttered something inaudible, burrowing a shallow hole 
in the dust with his big toe. Henwah said: ‘Missy, you can’t expect us to 
do dat. He Massa here. You always tell us obey Inm.’ 

Pardoom nodded agreement. 

‘Do I understand that you are refusing to obey me?’ 

They were silent. Pardoom was still making holes in the dust with 
his big toe. 

Adrian stood leaning against the doorpost, his arms folded. 

The soldier gazed from one to the other of tliem. 

Adrian turned Ins head slightly of a sudden and jerked his thumb in 
the direction of the dining-room. ‘Pardoom! Henwah! Get back in- 
side. When I want you I’ll call you.’ 

The two men went in. 

Hendrickje followed them but said nothing to them. She went 
straight through the dining-room and up the dusty, brick-strewn stairs. 
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Adrian smiled at the soldier and asked: ‘What are the terms of 
capitulation?’ 

They haven’t been settled yet. Mynheer.’ 

‘Who is the commanding officer of the French ruffians? Have you 
heard? Is it Cassard himself?’ 

‘No. Cassard himself has not come. The force is under one Baron de 
Mouans. He and some of his officers arc over at the fort now conferring 
with Commandeur de Waterman and the Governing Council.’ 

‘l3y the way, have you heard any tiling of my elder brother, Mynheer 
Cornehs van Groenwegel?’ 

‘Isn’t he at home here with you. Mynheer?’ 

‘No. He disappeared from tlic house early tins morning.* 

A look of enlightenment came to the man’s face. ‘Then it was he who 
fired upon one of our scouts! Fran(;-ois 1 irol deserted us, Mynheer. He 
went over to tl-c enemy and gave away our weak points, and one of our 
scouts reported that he was in the company c>f a civilian whom he 
could not recognize in tlie dark. They both had pistols, and the civilian 
fired upon Jan, but fortunately missed.’ 

‘And you’ve heaid jiothing more of him?’ 

‘No, Mynheer. Nothing more.’ 

‘Very well. Ihank you. Go and deliver my message to the Com- 
mandeur.’ 

He watched the man go, then w'cnt upstairs, taking his time. He 
opened the door of his mother’s room and saw her. She stood by the 
window staring out. She did not turn to look at him. 1 le thought; This 
is my moment of gloating. How happy 1 am to see her beaten. Tliis is 
some of the revenge 1 have always wished for. Cruel, hateful bitch! Yet 
look at her! Like a goddess. So full of regal hgnity. So aloof and beau- 
tiful. She’ll never forgive me for w'hat I’ve done this day, but wdiat do 
I care about her forgiveness? I hold the wliip now. I’m master. She 
doesn’t dare treat me like a boy now. Pardoom and Henw^ah made her 
sec in very clear fashion how^ she stands in relation to me. Good fellows. 
Her own heutenants letting her dowm and supporting me. Yes, Hen- 
drickje, this is a moment i f triumph for me. Father is avenged in some 
measure. And Cornclis, poor fellow. . . . 

A few weeks later he wTote to Jabcz and told him: ‘She and I are mere 
acquaintances now. I'hc deep companionship I spoke of in my prc\ious 
letters is no mote. She is too bitter against me for having let dowm die 
family, for having surrendered our goods without a struggle. I admit we 
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had to pay heavily, for Baron de Mouans and his rogues were a greedy 
lot. The terms of capitulation were harsh. The demands of this French- 
man and his men were so hesLvy that Commandeur de Waterman and 
the Council at first refused to meet them. But Baron de Mouans 
threatened to bum e^^ery plantation down and destroy the whole colony. 
The final upshot was that it was agreed to pay the Frenchmen half the 
amount demanded — 300,000 guilders. But the difficulty was how was 
this sum to be paid, for, as you must know, there is very httlc actual 
cash in the colony, sugar being our standard of exchange most of the 
time. Eventually, de Mouans agreed to take all the Company sugar to- 
gether with some slaves, stores and a barque, all of which amounted to 
118,024 guilders in value. For the balance of the sum they have accepted 
a bill of exchange drawn by the Commandeur and the Council on the 
van Peeres in Holland to the order of Baron de Mouans. But this wasn’t 
the end of the affair, for de Mouans considered this 300,000 guilders 
merely a ransom on the Company plantations and the fort. For the 
estates and goods of us private planters he demanded 10,000 guilders in 
cash, this as prize money to be distributed among the officers and men 
of the squadron. Naturally, 10,000 guilders m cash could not be found, 
so we had to collect all the plate and jewellery we had in our possession 
and hand it over, the value of tliis coming up to about 6,000 guilders. 
The balance we had to pay in sugar and slaves. We of ourselves have 
lost a quarter of all the slaves we possessed before the attack (including 
the casualties we suffered dunng the bombardment). . . . 

‘At the moment we are preparing to leave for the Canje plantation 
which, as I have mentioned in a previous letter, is in a very poor state of 
cultivation. However, we still have Henwah and Pardoom and one or 
two good workers, and with the few on the Canje, it is hkely wc shall 
soon be on the way to recovery again. It is on my urging that wc have 
decided on this move. My argument is that wc arc too near the fort and 
I can see no sense in remaining here to be in danger again if future 
attacks should be launched against the colony. Our other plantation is 
on the upper reaches of the Canje and should be fairly safe from pillag- 
ing invaders. . . . She is hurt but resigned to the change, and now and 
then I feel remorseful when I watch her face. I want to console her, but 
I control myself, for I see now that I must never be soft toward her 
again. I must be firm and hard if I am to have my own way. I have my 
infatuation well in hand. . . . 

‘One day you must arrange to come and visit us on the Canje. I wish 
I could come and see you all in Essequibo, but the situation here 
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being what it is, I can never hope to be able to leave the colony. I must 
never give her the slightest opportunity to gain the upper hand over 
the slaves. I must always be on the spot to handle affairs. Already I can 
sec that the future will bring more friction and a continual battle of 
wits, but 1 mean to be the one who will triumph. . . . 

‘We have seen or heard nothing of Cornclis or Fran(;:ois Tirol since 
Cornclis disappeared. This is the one aspect of the affair that grieves me 
det^ply, but I try to console myself with the thought that the poor 
fellow is happier where he is now. As for Hcndrickjc, she is only upset 
because of the bad hght it casts on the family name ! Think of a van 
Groenwcgcl being party to such an act! A van Groenwcgel in the com- 
pany of a traitor and deserter ! People have dropped ugly remarks, and 
that adds to her bitterness. But how glad 1 am to see hci suffer. In future 
one of the [ shall work for is to destroy the memory of the old 

days and the deeds of our ancestors. I could never describe the terrible 
hate that boils up in me whenever I dunk of what Father and Cornclis 
and I had to go through at Mother’s hands because of this family superi- 
ority mania. I shall In : to wipe it away, to poison the nunds of my 
children against it. . . .’ 
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Cassard had not troubled Essequibo, and the plantations there were in 
a fair state of prosperity. Tlie epidemic^ which broke out in 1716 took 
off Gertruyt and Luise, though it helped to make Commaiidcur van der 
Hcydcn Resen decide to build lus new Colony House — the Huis Naby 
(the house near by), as he called it — at Cartabo, for Kyk-ovcr-al had 
become overcrowded and conditions on the island, generally, were 
definitely contributive to the spread of the epidemic. Katrina and Acrt 
also fell ill but recovered. 

‘Mother and myself are made of tough material,’ Aert wrote. ‘No 
plague can take us off easily. It’s extremely sad, all the same, about poor 
Gertruyt and Luise. Luise had practically made up her mind, at lo^ 
last, to marry. The bridegroom was to have been Set Roost from dovm- 
river. . . . Uncle Reinald was seventy last May, and is still very much 
alive, despite his vacant demeanour and his perpetual sohloquizing. One 
day last week we heard him shouting and rushed into the study to find 
him standing before the bookshelves waving his arms about and crying 
frantically; “Get back to your posts! They’re coming toward the tanks! 
Fire on them before they get bcliind! Quick! I beseech you! Quick!” 
Then of a sudJen he ceased liis gesticulations and smiled in liis dreamy 
fashion and wagged his head and turned off. . . .’ 

Reinald hved to see his eightieth birthday. He refused to die. He 
could recognize no one, and hobbled around the house as though he 
were the only occupant, but ate and smoked like a normal, healthy 
man of sixty. He reminisced aloud in his arm-chair, and, sometimes, 
did a httle rq|ding, for his sight remained perfect. 

‘I bcheve he will hvc to a greater age than old Adriansen,’ Jabez told 
Adrian in a letter. ‘Everybody else dies, but he goes on. Uncle Hendrik, 
Aunt Octavia’s husband, who died last year, was only forty-three, and 
if Grandmother Katrina had lived just seventeen more days she would 
have been seventy-five. Even Commandcur dc Hecre, who succeeded 
^ Probably typhus, though the records do not specify. 
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van der Heyden Resen, seems as though he won t last much longer, for 
he has cancer and offers a great deal of pain. All the elderly people are 
dying off one after the other, but old Great-uncle Rcinald survives year 
upon year like a sandbox tree, though, of course, he hasn’t the sturdy 
^look of a sandbox. Perhaps I should likcii him to one of those slim- 
trunked palms that grow to such a height and are supposed to hve for 
over a hundred years. . . .’ 

^s it happened, this was the last letter jabcz was to write to Adrian, 
for'^it was not more than three weeks after despatching it that a big 
event took place. An event vital in the history of the family. 

At twenty-eight Jabez was still an unmarried man, like liis good 
friend, Samuel de Haart. He was of medium height, with a round, 
cheerful face like his mother’s, and dark, sleek hair like Aert’s. At the 
time of the occurrence he was betrothed to Antonia de f niizt, a niece of 
Hendrik d^ Piuizt, Octavia’s second husband, now deceased, but as 
Samuel had remarked: ‘J^ibcz isn’t in love with Antonia. He’s marrying 
her because his father insists that he must carry on the family name. 
Jabez and myself were born to be bachelors. PoU gamy is our speciality.’ 

Jabcz and Samurl w^re notorious. 1 liere was hardly a young female^ 
slave on the tw^o plantations with whom they had not been intimate. 

It was Rosaria, a half-breed slave — half Carib, half Spanish — who 
caused the trouble. She had come from the Orinoco with five other 
slaves, for by a proclamation nine years before (in T7J7) each planter 
was allowed to have six Indian slaves who might be by purchase or 
barter from the Orinoco. Rosaria belonged to the de Haarts, and she 
was an unusually alluring girl. 

Jabcz was on liis way one aiternoon to the de I laart home (the two 
plantations adjoined each other). He moved along the track^ that led 
through the coffee fields, his pace leisurely and his round, pink face 
composed and content, for the day's work was over and he and Samuel 
would smoke a pipe and discuss the tiger ^ hunt they had planned for 
the following week (tigers had been worrying the livestock on the de 
Haarp* plantation). 

Abruptly, however, liis lacc lost its composure. 

Coming toward him was the half-breed girl, Rosaria.'iHc had seen 
her about the house at the de Haarts’, but this was the first time he had 
encountered her in the open. She had arrived only two or three weeks 
ago, and he wondered whether Samuel had tackled her yet. She looked 
extremely promising, and the calico smock she wore hardly concealed 
^ Called a tiger locally, but actually a species of tiger-cat. 
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the points and curves beneath. She had a lovely olive complexion. It 
was not often you saw that type of complexion among the slaves. The 
slaves of negro-white admixtures had a different kind of oHve — a muddy 
olive. But this girl had pink mixed with her duskiness. He decided to 
test her out. * 

This, as it happened, was not difficult, for as they were getting near to 
each other he saw her smile, her black eyes beginning to twinkle with 
a wanton invitation. 

‘Are you going to our house, Rosaria?’ 

She nodded and made a creamy sound. ‘Yes. I take the letter and this 
the bottle of wine to your father, the Senor van Groenwcgel. The 
Senor de Haart, he send it.’ She spoke a mixture of Spanish and Dutch, 
but he found it easy to understand. He hked it, and thought it extremely 
quaint. 

‘Yes, I heard your Massa when he promised to send my father a 
sample of the new wine he’s brewed.’ He smiled and fondled her under 
the chin. ‘Are you in a hurry to dehver it, Rosaria? Sit down with me 
for a while in the shade here and let’s talk. Tell me about hfc on the 
Orinoco.* 

She accompanied him to a secluded spot some distance from the 
track. The coffee trees made a cool shelter from the sharp four o* clock 
sun. He asked her whether Samuel had had anything to do with her, 
and she said no. ‘I not hke dc Senor Samuel. He too cruel. He beat the 
slaves in the fields wifli iron on the ends of Ins wlup. He very bad.’ She 
uttered her creamy sound, moistened her lower hp and murmured: 
‘But you, I hke you the plenty much, yes. You look like one man I 
know on the llanos. He make me the much-big sweet when he hold me.* 

Her quaintness fascinated liim, excited Inm more than he had ever 
known himself to be. Some minutes later she put up no resistance when 
he attempted to pull off her smock. She merely chuckled with a husky- 
mellow, exotic sound. Her long black hair smelt of ciimamon. It was 
obvious that tliis was notliing new to her. 

They spent a long time together, and she was hke a wrigghng snake 
of charm that had lured him into a magic valley. He kept breathing in 
her cinnamon fragrance. It ccHpsed the smell of the earth under them; 
the smell of the dry leaves and the leafy-chill in the air when twihght 
began to close around them. 

When, eventually, he parted with her, taking the letter and bottle of 
wine to dehver them himself to his father, he felt as though he had 
emerged from an enchantment. The ground seemed violet and blue and 
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mauve, the coffee trees a dazzle of emerald green in the reflected orange 
and pink in the western sky. And there was the scent of cinnamon on 
his hands and on his clothes. 

By secret contrivements they succeeded in meeting again and again 
under the coffee trees, meeting always in the day time, morning or 
afternoon, when Rosaria could slip away during an idle hour. Some- 
tirv^s it was only for a few brief minutes, for she had to be careful that 
her absence was not remarked. ‘The Senor Samuel, he give me the 
funny eye one time, two time,’ she told liim once. ‘I have to make my 
way the very careful.’ 

‘Don’t be afraid. The Senor Samuel doesn’t know wc meet. We’re 
good friends. He would have given himself away by now if he had sus- 
pected. But are you sure he has never attempted to take you into the 
store-house, Rosaria^ An attractive creature like you? I can’t under- 
stand Samuel being blind to your charms.’ 

She shook her head. ‘He never take me. He look at me that way the 
many time, but me^ No, no. I give liim back the bad look and move 
off quick, quick, quirk.’ 

Jabez, despite his experience with slave w^omcn, was a naive fellow. 
He believed her. It never occurred to liim that she could be a snake in 
mentahty as well as in bodily motions, tvery night she met Samuel in 
the de Haart store-house, and she surrendered herself to him with such 
eagerness and delight that Samuel gave Inmsclf the credit for having 
won her affections by sheer masculine technique and not by authority as 
her slave-master. She so enchanted liiin, too, that, hke Jabez, he would 
never have dreamt that '^hc could give herself with equal w^illingncss to 
another man, especially as she had particularly begged liim not to tell 
anyone that she met him in the storc-ho :sc. ‘1 not hke everybody know 
I make sweet with you. 1 he other slaves, they treat me not so good if 
they know. T hey turn jealous and give me the bad time without you 
know.’ 

Inevitably, however, Jabez and Samuel shocked each other. 

One day, after the love meetings had been going on for nearly a 
month, Samuel happened to let faU a hint to Jabez wliile he and Jabez 
sat smoking their after-lunch pipes on the back veranda of the van 
Groenwegel home. After seeing after the midday meals for the field 
slaves, Samuel generally dropped in at the van Groenwegel home. 

The two of them had been talking, as they not infrequendy did, of 
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their amorous experiences, when Samuel smiled his sly, thin-hpped 
smile and said: ‘I may tell you, however, that there’s one I never speak 
about. She’s sacrosanct. Believe me, Jabez, I think I’d commit murder 
for her.’ 

‘Is there anything you wouldn’t commit murder for?’ 

‘No, but I mean it. She’s something exceptional. I can’t explain it. 
And she never makes a fuss, that’s the best part of it. I have her every 
night in the store-house, and she’s always there waiting for me. She’s 
never failed me once.’ 

Jabez smiled. ‘Mine is like that — the present one. Luscious thing. I 
can honestly say I haven’t come across any like her before. Her hair 
smells hke a Persian garden.’ 

‘That’s an odd coincidence. Mine has a distinctive smell about her 
hair, too. A sort of cinnamon smell.’ 

Jabez started. ‘A cinnamon smell! I don’t believe it!’ 

Samuel guffawed. ‘You don’t? It’s true, though. I can’t imagine what 
she uses in her hair, but long after I leave her my hands and person 
retain that cinnamon smell.’ 

Jabez continued to stare at him. At length he said slowly: ‘Has she 
got long black hair?’ 

‘That’s right. How did you guess? What’s the matter? You’re as pale 
as a jumbie.’ 

Jabez smiled a sickly smile, and leaned back in liis chair. ‘ Samuel, I 
believe we’ve both been making thorough fools of ourselves.’ 

‘What are you driving at?’ 

‘Does the girl you meet in your store-house happen to be the half- 
breed one who arrived with that batch you people got from the 
Orinoco a month or two ago? The one called Rosaria?* 

‘That’s right, Rosaria.’ Samuel went grey. ‘What are you trying to 
tell me now, Jabez?’ 

‘Surely you’ve guessed. Rosaria is the girl I’m meeting, too. I’ve 
been having her in the coffee fields practically every day for the past 
three or four weeks.’ 

There was a silence. In the sitting-room Mathilde and Flora were 
laughing over some pleasantry. Outside, the river kept up its hollow 
murmur, and from Kyk-over-al came a dull sound that inight have 
been the carpenters at work, or packing-cases being moved from one 
store-house to another. A tent-boat was moving slowly toward Car- 
tabo, probably taking* an official to the Huis Naby. 

‘What right have you to interfere with our slaves, Jabez?’ 
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‘That’s foolish.’ 

‘It isn’t. You’re a miserable dog. I never thought you could have 
stooped to this, jabez. You have no honour.’ 

‘Who are you to talk about honour?’ 

‘You know very well that we have an unwritten law between us that 
we never trouble each other’s slave women except by special permis- 
sion.’ 

^‘Yes, I know. And have you always observed that law? How many 
times haven’t you poached on my preserves behind my back! You think 
Jalwa and Hannah and lictsy have never told me how you’ve waylaid 
them aback of our provision patches? I never said anytliing, because — 
well, you’re a friend, and I have a sense of humour.’ 

‘But Rosaria is new. She has just come. At least, you could have 
waited until I got tired of her. You must have known I would have 
wanted h^i u> myself fer a while.’ 

‘She told me thca you hadn’t tackled her, and that she didn’t like 
you.’ He fidgeted about in liis chair. ‘Anyway, she’s an attractive httle 
bitch, Samuel. 1 couldn’t resist her, and I’m certain if you had been in 
my place you wr dd have been just as lacking in scruples.’ 

Samuel rose. He was scowling. ‘ You’re a miserable dog, Jabez! That 
is all I have to say. Vrom this day you can go to hell. I’ll never set foot in 
this house again — and don’t ever come near me.’ 

‘All over that half-breed slut! Samuel, I’m surprised at you!’ 

Samuel left without another word. 

II 

From that day they ceased to be friends. But this did not prevent Jabez 
from meeting Rosaria in the coifee fields. On the very day following 
the quarrel he met her. She was frightened and tearful, and there were 
red weals on her back and a blue-black mark on her temple. She told 
him: ‘The Senor Samuel, he know wc come here to make sweet. He 
the very angry with me. I Ic nc^t tell me why, but 1 know it is because 
he find out wc conic her^. Somehow he make the find out, and he beat 
me and beat me and give me the hard blow in the face. He call me one 
big dirty slut, yes.’ 

Jabez consoled her. ‘The Senor Samuel is cruel. He has always been 
cruel. Since he was a boy. We had a quarrel yesterday.’ 

‘You tell him I meet you here, not so?’ 

He shrugged. ‘ It came out in the course of conversation. I didn’t tell 
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him purposely. He happened to mention the cinnamon smell in your 
hair and that caused everything to come out.’ 

She stared at liim. 

‘I didn’t think I would have seen you to-day. You’re brave, Rosaria. 
You’ve still come to meet me in spite of the beating he gave you?’ 

She pouted. ‘Me? I not afraid one tiling when I want to make sweet 
with the man. I walk in the danger tlic most bad to meet the man to 
make sweet. Yes, I say that true.’ 

‘You lied to me, though. You told me that the Senor Samuel had 
never troubled you and that you had never been with liim in the store- 
house.’ 

‘That’s because I afraid you not want me if I tell you about the Senor 
Samuel. When I want the man I tell any lie, yes. That true.’ She made 
a mellow sound, twinkhng at Iiini with her large black eyes and fond- 
ling him. ‘That’s how 1 make, Massa Jabez. Man all I take interest in, 
yes.’ 

He laughed. ‘Yes, I tliink I understand your outlook.’ 

So the meetings between them continued. Samuel made no attempt to 
stop them. He met Rosaria in the store-house every night as before, but, 
unnke before, was brutal. He was familiar with her responses, and knew 
what gave her pleasure, and when, and purposely, at the precise 
moment, would deny her, so that some nights when he left her she 
cursed liim in her frustration. She began to hate liim with a cold, 
animal hate. But still she never failed to meet liim. 

‘One night I kill liim, sure, sure, yes,’ she told Jabez. ‘He the very 
bad man. He take me and he do things to me and make me get the very 
hot, and then he not want to give me what I want. That I never pardon, 
no! I kill liim bad one night. Wait! Sure, sure I do it. I only meet him 
now because he massa.’ 

‘Are you sure that’s the only reason? Or is it that you secretly like 
his teasing and always live in hope that he will satisfy you?’ 

‘No. I hate him the most bad,’ she said, avoiding his gaze. Suddenly 
she smiled. ‘You. You give it to me good. I like you. When I come to 
you I forget liim far away, yes.’ 

Night after night she bore with Samuel, revelling^ in the perverted 
game of frustration, and hoping to outwit him and thereby extract a 
new ecstasy from her relation with liim. One night, however, when she 
imagined that she had won and her whole being was on the brink of a 
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tortured whine of pleasure, Samuel, with a technique perfected to a 
nicety, thwarted her. 

She flamed up savagely, crying: ‘I kill you if you let go now. I kill 
you!’ She fought to hold him, out his strength told. He uttered low, cold 
quarkings as he released her gradually and with a demonic calliusness. 

Suddenly she heaved herself up. Her jaws snapped shut to the accom- 
paniment of the snarl that gurgled out of her. She bit a chunk of flesh 
clean out of liis cheek. 

^Tearing herself from his embrace, she ran out of the store-house, the 
sobbing howl of pain trailing after her in the dark. 

That night Samuel did not sleep. He lay awake and planned. He 
hatched schemes of vengeance, trying to convince liimsclf that it was 
Jabez who had put Rosaria up to doing this injury to him. He swore to 
liimsclf that he would make Jabez pay for what had happened to-night. 
But for Jabr”^ she would never have dared to show such fury — she a 
slave. It wa^ Jabez wl^o had put rebellion into her. Jabez must be poison- 
ing her mind against liiin, the filthy cur! Meeting her every day in the 
coffee fields. Very well. He would give him something he would re- 
member for a long time, fie would teach him to interfere with other 
people’s slaves. 

Two days later, by a previous arrangement, Jabez and Rosaria met in 
the coffee fields. It was mid-morning, and the sky alive with large 
masses of grey- white clouds that drifted soutliward, dimming the sun- 
shine off and on. I'he coffee trees rustled in the wind, and the air was 
cool with leafy scents. 

T have exactly forty minutes, Rosaria. I’m in charge of two gangs in 
Fields Eight and Nine.’ He stopped speaking abruptly as he noticed the 
expression on her face. He frowned at her inqiuringly, and after a 
moment asked: ‘ What has happened now? Did he give you an extra big 
beating?’ 

When she told him what she had done to Samuel he exclaimed: ‘He 
must be like a tiger! He’s extremely vain about liis looks.’ 

‘He bad man,’ she said T make liim suffer every time he trouble me 
and not give me the sweetness I want. Last night I not go to meet liim, 
and tliis morning he not look at me or say notliing. He got big piece 
plaster on liis cheek.’ She laughed creamily. ‘My teeth, they leave mark 
on liis face for the always.’ 

In the shade of the coffee, trees it was pleasant. The fohage made a 
joyous sizzhng above them, and tlie sunsliine moved in small, sliifty 
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patches on their legs and feet. They saw no reason to anticipate danger. 

Jabez told her: ‘I could live with you for ever under these trees.’ 

‘I, too. You make sweet more sweet than any other the man 1 have.’ 

‘How many men have you had before, Rosaria?’ 

‘I not count. Onc-fwo-three all about. Man is all 1 want, yes. That all 
I take the interest in.’ 

‘I’ve noticed that. Perhaps one of these days soon I’ll talk to Mynheer 
de Haart and sec if I can’t arrange to buy you over.’ 

‘That the thing you say at tliis moment. The weeks go past and you 
get tired with me and take other girl, and I have to go about to look 
for the other man to give me the sweetness.’ 

‘No, I don’t think I could put you aside now. You fascinate me too 
much. This scent of yours. Who could ever forget it! It isn’t only cin- 
namon. There’s something else mixed with it — something that is you 
and only you. You’re the most singular woman I’ve ever met. I mean 
that.’ 

‘That talk, it is too far-away for me,’ she smiled. 

They were at the peak of their rapture when a crackle of dry leaves 
sounded on the ground. Before Jabez could turn Iiis head he felt a jolt 
and a flash of pain. Lights sparked, and a dull singing rocked liis brain. 
Then darkness. 

Rosana gasped, trying to scramble apart. She had a glimpse of 
Samuel’s plastered face hovering above her. A dark blot whizzed at her. 
She heard a hum, saw a whirl of jewels in her head. Then blackness. 

When Jabez came to, he was aware of a burning, insistent pain. He 
could not be certain what it was, but did not trouble. He rubbed his 
forehead, feeling the bump. There was a lazy weakness in his limbs. The 
coffee trees rustled on in the breeze and the sun dimmed as a cloud drifted 
by. Eventually, it was the insistent pain that drew his attention away 
from the idyllic quality of the day and brought his senses fully alive. 

His hand groped toward the area of the pain. He uttered a snarling 
cry, tried to sit up, but went dizzy again. He saw his blood, saw and 
knew the calamitous thing that had happened to him. 

Beside liim Rosaria moaned and stirred. 

‘Rosaria.’ 

She opened her eyes and sat up. ‘The Senor Samuel,’ she muttered. 
‘He come and strike us, yes. I sec him.’ Then full intelligence came. She 
looked down and saw .the blood on him, saw what had been done to 
him. She screamed and clapped her hand to her face. 
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*Dios! Dios mio! Look! Look what he do to you! Dios ntio!* 

She sprang up, wringing her hands. 

‘Go and get help. I’m weak.’ He moaned and lapsed into a faint. 

When the whole story of the events leading up to Samuel’s fiendish 
deed broke upon the two households both families were horrified. 
Rosaria had not hesitated to talk, and Samuel, faced with the charge of 
his villainy, had no defence whatever. The wound on his cheek where 
R6saria had bitten him stood as proof of the truth of the girl’s story, in 
which she told of his behaviour in the store-house. 

Saniud’s uncle had him strung up by his wrists from the branch of a 
tree, and before all the slaves his uncle gave him twenty lashes. He was 
sent to sea, and liis uncle told lum that he must never set foot in his 
house again. 

When Jabcz recovc’^'d from the wounds that had rendered him a 
eunuch he told his parents that he did not want to remain in Essequibo. 
‘I can’t face anyone here again,’ he said. ‘I’ll go to Berbice. Adrian has 
often expressed a w'Ai to have me there.’ 

m 

Unhke the house near Fort Nassau, the Canje place was wooden. There 
were five large bedrooms, and, downstairs, besides the dining-room 
and sitting-room, a back and front veranda, the latter being added 
when Adrian and Hendrickje came to hvc here in 1713 . 1 lie plantation 
was in a flourishing state — like all the other plantations on the upper 
Canje. Coffee, winch had been introduced in 1721, was the cliief 
product, though indigo was also grown, and sugar-canes. 

At fifty-five, Hendrickje was still free of wrinkles. Even the tiny ones 
under her eyes had not deepened perceptibly. Only her hair had aged; 
there were several strands of grey — not enough to detract from the 
youthful smoothness of her face but enough to betray the fact that her 
beauty was in its final stru 'jgle with the years. Her figure had lost none 
of its shapeliness, and her carriage remained erect and imposing. 

Adrian, at tliirty, was a big, broad fellow, over six feet. His voice was 
deep and powerful. But despite his towering proportions and his 
frowning, defiant calm, there was about liim a certain furtiveness, as 
though he were perpetually on the look-out for some danger known 
only to himself. 

K 
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On the night of Jabez’s arrival Adrian sat with liis cousin until after 
midnight talldng. ‘I’m glad you’ve come, Jabez. I wanted someone hke 
you here — someone I can talk to and confide in. That woman is my 
greatest enemy, tliough you wouldn’t imagine so if you saw us to- 
gether. Remembei this evening how she smiled at me? Don’t trust that. 
We’ve been smihng at each other hke that for the past fourteen or fif- 
teen years, but behind our affability we hate and distrust each other Hke 
serpents of different varieties. We watch each other day and night.’ 

‘You did hint in your letters that there was some friction between 
you, but I didn’t think it wenc as deep as tliis.’ 

‘You didn’t?’ Adrian smiled, glancing round toward the door. As 
though from fixed habit, he lowered his voice. ‘ Since that day when I 
made her small before the soldier in our ruined house at Fort Nassau wc 
have been Hke two reptiles waiting to pounce and destroy each other. I 
couldn’t tell you everything in my letters, Jabez, but she’s a bad woman. 
I never look upon her other than as an evil partner with whom I have 
been unavoidably saddled. Long, long ago I ceased to think of her as my 
mother. 1 live now solely to disappoint and frustrate her. That’s why 
I’m not married yet. There’s a girl called Jannetje van Hoost down- 
stream I’ve thought of seriously. She loves me, and 1 know she would 
marry me if I asked her, but I w^on’t do it because I w^ant to balk that 
monster to the end. She wants me to marry and have cluldren so as to 
carry on the family name, but I mean to wait until she’s dead before I 
marry. The only women I have anything to do with occasionally arc 
the slave women ’ 

He broke off, for Jabez had winced and was showing signs of dis- 
comfiture. 

‘Is anything the matter?’ 

‘No, no. Notliing. Go on. I’m interested, Adrian.’ 

‘Only the slave women I have anything to do with. I don’t Hke it, 
but I’m purposely producing as many bastards as I can because I know 
that that hurts her. 1 have about four or five oHve-skinned children 
around the place already. Whenever she sees them it stabs her to the 
heart. Her pride in the family isn’t normal Hke Uncle Aert’s. I’ve told 
you that time and again but you didn’t seem to bcHevc me. Uncle Aert 
and the rest of you on the Essequibo have Hved normal, healthy lives, 
but not wc here in Berbicc. She’s a monster, Jabez. A monster. If you 
had had to go through what CorncHs and 1 and Father went through 
with her on the Berbice PJver, you would know what I mean. You in 
Essequibo couldn’t understand it when 1 wrote telling you about her 
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cruelty. Grandfather Laurens must have been ashamed to tell you, be- 
cause she used to describe her doings in every letter, and it surprised me 
that none of you knew.’ 

He glanced toward the door again. ‘We never heard of or saw Cor- 
nelis since he disappeared that night with the Frenchman, Tirol. He 
must have gone away with the privateers, and I don’t blame him, 
Jabez. Poor fellow. He lived in misery in that house at Fort Nassau. He 
was hke a hunted beast. Like myself— until I broke out and defied her.’ 
fiis eyes gleamed, and Jabez could sec that he was abnormal. He leant 
forward in his chair, speaking in a lowered voice and throwing furtive 
glances toward the door. 

‘You people have never credited the tales I told you in my letters. 
But they weie true. True, I tell you.’ 1 lis voice grew shrill. ‘She’s not 
human, Jabez. She’s a fiend. It was she who made Father commit 
suicide. She 1 a^ked all his works to pieces with an axe, and in the night 
he disappeared, and .ve found the corial drifting in the river. You people 
on the Essequibo never knew the horrors tliat we had to endure here — 
and all because of this family pride idea of hers. I hate her and hve to 
defeat her, Jabez a L' e to make her suffer in whatever way I can. I’ll 
never leave her. I d never go away from tliis place. I’ve vowed to make 
her pay, and pay bitterly, for what she did to Father and Cornehs and 
me, and I shall stay and see it through. I mean to persecute her in every 
way I can.’ 

He grunted. ‘I must seem strange to you, Jabez. I’m as much a mon- 
ster as she is. It’s she who made me what I am. Fifteen years ago at Fort 
Nassau I used to fancy I was in love with her and I w^ould have brought 
down tlie moon for her. I wanted to be in bed with her, and she wanted 
it, too. Many times we nearly committed the act like man and wife, but 
somehow we restrained ourselves. Yes, you stare. I knew you would 
stare. You grew up hke any normal tcllow. Your mother was a real 
mother to you. But mine was a fiend. We never had any affection from 
her. She never once fondled us. All we had from her were shouts and 
thumps and lectures about the family traditions and the tales of our 
ancestors. Power. The v..ii Groeuwegcls never run. Power and glory. 
Empty, absurd doctrines of superiority. Uncle Aert never told you 
talcs of the old days ’ 

‘He did. Adriansen and Kaywana and the raid of 1666. We know all 
about tliose talcs. But Father never hammered them into us as you say 
Aunt Hendrickje has done to you. I can’t understand tliis, Adrian. You 
amaze me. I knew something was wrong, that you had had a hard 
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boyhood, but to hear what you’re telling me now — it’s incredible.’ 

Adrian grunted. ‘I know it’s incredible. Even Claas van Doom 
wanted to disbelieve, and he lived so near.’ He leaned forward again, 
speaking now in a husky murmur. ‘Do you know what’s happened 
since we came to live on the Canje? She has taken up with a mulatto 
slave. He comes up to her room every other night after dinner. A fellow 
called Bangara. He’s one of her few lieutenants — that’s what she calls 
them. On the Berbice we had three. Rabonne, Henwah and Pardoom. 
Rabonne died the last night of the bombardment, and Henwah and 
Pardoom have come over to my side. They’re still with us. I’ll intro- 
duce you to them to-morrow. They obey me entirely. They have 
nothing to do w ith her. But tliis fellow Bangara and four others are her 
men. And Bangara is her lover. It’s been going on for years now. When 
she first had liim up in her room he was only nineteen. He’s about 
twenty-six now. Tall, burly fellow, much like myself. You should hear 
them some nights together in the room there. They make noise, like 

two beasts ’ He checked himself, for again Jabez had begun to show 

signs of discomfiture. 

‘Am I boring you with tliis talk, old fellow? Do you prefer to get 
into bed now?’ 

‘No. No, no. Please go on,’ said Jabez hastily, stirring in his chair. 

‘I beUeve something is on your mind,’ said Adrian. ‘Something hap- 
pened back in Essequibo you don’t want to talk about. You can con- 
fide in me if you like. I won’t say a word. I keep everytliing to myself 
these days. I live to myself entirely.’ 

Jabez was silent. 

‘I thought it strange you didn’t write to me before you came.’ 

‘I had meant to, but at the last moment I asked Father to do it for me. 
I asked him to tell you I wanted to come and spend some time here to 
see what the place is like.’ 

‘I got his letter safely and I was overjoyed. You’re the very person I 
want here. From your letters I might have met you in the flesh since 
we were boys of twelve or thirteen. You were the only person I had to 
confide in. Except her, of course, during those few months before the 
bombardment when we were so close.’ A dark look passed over liis face. 
He rubbed his hands along his thighs in a fevered manner. ‘I used to 
enjoy writing to you, Jabez. You must confide in me. We must keep 
close.’ 

‘One day I’ll tell yeiu everything,’ said Jabez. 

‘Then I’m right! Sometliing has happened! A love affair?’ 
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Jabez was silent, and Adrian said quickly: ‘Don’t upset yourself. Tm 
a thoughtless fool. Keep it to yourself until you feel you can tell me. I 
wish I could have you here for good. I wish you never had to return to 
the Essequibo.’ 

‘Adrian, I going to broach that before long. Do you think it 
would be poslible for me to remain here always? I don’t want to return 
to the Essequibo. I want to stay here for the rest of my life.’ 

Adrian half-rose from his chair. ‘Do ydu mean that? You want to stay 
hl»re always? I knew somctliing was wrong. Uncle Aert’s letter was so 
brief and — good God! This is the best tiling you ever suggested. Re- 
main by all means. We have five rooms in tliis house, three more than 
we can use. The family who lived here formerly was a big one. French 
people. Most of the plantations along here are owned by French 
people.’ He stretched across and patted Jabez’s knee eagerly. ‘By hell! 
This is go^'J We can form ourselves into a league against her. She’s 
strong. But we can heat her if we get together. You’ll fight with me?’ 

‘Fight? But why fight? What have we got to fight for?’ 

‘It’s the only way to survive. She’ll overpower us if we don’t fight. 
She isn’t human. She’ll stamp on us and hold us down if we don’t fight 
her and keep on ' ^hting.’ He trembled. ‘You don’t know what we’re 
up against in that creature. She even works ohcali nowadays. Hoobak is 
an obeah man. He’s one of her heutenants, and she believes in liis obcah. 
At least, she pretends she docs, because she lets liim burn black candles 
in the house and boil poisonous vegetable concoctions in the kitchen. 
Bitter cassava and hog-tannia and rare herbs. It’s a deadly poison. 
Every Sunday it happens.’ 

‘This thing is a deadly poison, you say?’ 

‘Deadly. It turns your face blue, I’ve heard. That’s why I have a 
special cook. 1 have my meals cooked outside in a httle detached kit- 
chen shed. I’ll show it to you to-moiro\\. 1 have my own favourite 
slaves, and she has her own. We’re divided into two separate camps. 
She and I don’t live as mother and son. We’re enemies. She’d poison 
me to-morrow if she got the chance.’ 

‘You’re not serious!’ 

Adrian chortled, glancing swiftly toward the door and edging for- 
ward in his chair. ‘That’s how we live. You wouldn’t have believed it if 
I had told you in a letter. No one outside this house would beheve it. A 
she-devil, that’s what she is, Jabez. Fight on my side and we’ll defeat 
her. What do you say? You’ll support me?’ 

‘Yes. Yes, of course,’ mumbled Jabez, bewildered. 
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Adrian frowned. ‘You have to be careful. She’s so clever — so deep. 
She’s going to talk to you and try to poison your inind against me. I 
could see her angHng to get you alone to herself to-day, that’s why I 
kept by your side so assiduously. But you look out to-morrow. When 
I’m in the fields she’s going to tackle you.’ Adrian gave liis cousin a 
serious look, his manner one of grave portent. ‘You be on your guard. 
Don’t let her overpower you with her wiles. Treat her as you would a 
dangerous snake. That’s what she is — a snake. Venomous.’ 

The following morning Jabez remembered Adrian’s words, fur lais 
cousin had hardly left the house for the fields when there came a tap on 
the door ofjabez’s room. Hendrickje came in, tall and imposing, a quiet 
smile on her freckled, handsome face. 

‘Your cousin has kept you so much to Inmself 1 haven’t had an oppor- 
tunity to exchange a Word with you, my boy,’ she said. ‘Did you spend 
a pleasant night?’ 

‘Yes, a perfect night, thank you, Aunt Hendrickje. Sit down, won’t 
you?’ 

She did not remain long, and her manner was soft and charming. Un- 
hke Adrian, there was notliing fanatically obsessed or abnormal in her 
behaviour. She conducted herself exactly as he would have expected an 
aunt of his with whom he was just becoming acquainted to have done. 
Despite Adrian’s warning, he could see no reason why he should be on 
his guard. 

During the course of their conversation she only once mentioned 
Adrian’s name, and made no attempt to touch on tlic subject of her 
relations with liim. She discussed the plantation and the prospects for 
the near future. ‘Personally, I think neither coffee nor indigo will last 
very long in tliis country,’ she said. ‘Sugar will always dominate. What 
of the Essequibo? How are you faring there with your coffee?’ 

‘Not very well, either, I’m afraid,’ he told her. He kept avoiding her 
gaze. ‘De Heere insisted that we should give it a trial and we have done 
■so, but the trees don’t seem to flourish as well as they should. I think it’s 
the soil. The soil is unsuitable. The biggest trouble, though, is that the 
slaves don’t like picking and preparing the berries. We have no httle 
trouble persuading them to work when the berries are ripe.’ 

‘We experience much the same difficulties here,’ she nodded, ‘though 
where the slaves arc concerned we’ve instituted such a system of punish- 
ments thatthey don’t dare to try on any organized slacking when picking 
time comes around. We don’t hesitate to have them tarred and feathered.’ 
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‘Tarred and feathered! Literally?’ 

‘Literally. You seem shocked.’ She wagged her head slightly, smil- 
ing. ‘We have to be severe, Jabez. It’s the only way. The other planters 
do it, too. The stocks, also, are proving very effective. For serious 
offences we have them put in the stocks for days, administering a daily 
dose of lashes. That always breaks their rebelliousness.’ 

‘ In Essequibo we’ve begun to use the stocks, too,’ he told her. 

‘Tell me something of Essequibo. I hear you have a new Colony 
ffeuse at Cartabo, and your Council has been altered in constitution.’ 

‘Yes, the Huis Naby. It was built some time ago — about ten years 
ago. Between ij \6 and 1717. Van der Heydcn Rcsen had it put up. 
Kyk-over-al had got too crowded, and then the epidemic broke 
out.’ 

‘Gertruyt and Luise died of it, poor girls. I was terribly upset when 
your fatiK’* vT.^tc me. And Luise on the point of getting married.’ 

‘Fatiier and Gian Imothcr were ill, too, but they managed to get 
well.’ He sliifted about in his chair, and a troubled light came into his 
eyes, as though suddenly he had remembered his iticapacity. 

Hendrickje w^at^ lie I him keenly, but in a subtle, unobtrusive manner. 

‘ What of tliis 1 evV Council? Tell me about it.’ 

‘The new Court of Pohey and Justice?’ Me shrugged. ‘There’s not 
much to be told about it. About eight years ago they revised the con- 
stitution — in 1718. The new Council comprises the Commandeur and 
the Secretary and tlie Assistant Secretary as well as two managers of the 
Company plantations. It’s by no means representative. The Company 
still continues to hold absolute sway in every tiling. We private planters 
have no voice in any matter.’ 

‘What happened exactly between Secretary Gelskerke and van der 
Heydcn Rcsen? I heard there was some serious misunderstanding.’ 

‘Yes. That happened about the same time that the constitution was 
altered. Van dcr ileydeii Rcsen was an energetic and capable fellow, 
but he knew nothing about handling people. And then there was this 
spy system tlie Directors have alw^ays encouraged. One official writing 
in reports against anodic ' That’s what really brought about the final 
quarrel. Gelskerke had sent in a series of reports concerning the state of 
the colony’s finances and Resen’s mctliods of running affairs. The up- 
shot was that after this big quarrel Rcsen packed Gelskerke back to 
Holland. But Gelskerke put up such a strong case before the Directors 
that they sent ^ -im back as Secretary and dismissed Rcsen. That was in 
1719. July. And then Laurens de Heere was appointed Commandeur.’ 
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‘That’s the man who advocates a gradual migration toward the coast. 
Your fatlier has told me about him.’ 

‘Yes, de Heere has sound ideas for the advancement of the colony. 
He has even given permission for expeditions to go into the interior to 
prospect for precioys metals. The Indians say there’s gold — and perhaps 
silver — up the rivers.’ 

It was not until toward the close of their conversation that she be- 
came personal. She smiled at liim casually: ‘Well, what do you tliink of 
me? Am I the sort of person you had expected to see?’ 

He returned: ‘To be honest, I had thought of you as an oldcr-looking 
person. You seem remarkably young, considering you’re the mother of 
Adrian. How did you succeed in keeping so fresh, Aunt Hendrickje?’ 

‘By living thoroughly,’ she twinkled. ‘The secret of youth is to live 
thoroughly — and by that I mean indulging your normal, natural in- 
clinations. Not over-indulging, mind. Nothing ages more than frustra- 
tion, Jabez — especially sexual frustration. I’ve discovered that these past 
few years. What of Adrian, by the way? From his letters, do you find 
him the sort of person you had expected liim to be?’ 

He smiled uncomfortably. ‘That’s somewhat hard to say,’ he told her 
cautiously. ‘During the past few years our correspondence has been 
rather brief and sketchy. Planting is such an exacting occupation. One 
loses the inclination to write letters after a time.’ 

‘You’re a very efficient overseer, I understand.’ She beamed on him. 
‘I hope you intend to spend a long time with us here, my boy. By the 
way, you arc betrothed, aren’t you?’ 

He wiped his eyebrows with the back of his hand, avoiding her gaze. 
‘No. No, Aunt Hendrickje,’ he said m a voice barely audible. 

She waited for liim to continue, but when he did not and his discom- 
fiture increased, she said in a bantering manner: ‘I think I understand. 
A httle lover’s quarrel. Well, perhaps you may find someone in these 
parts to suit you, my boy — we never know.’ She rose and wagged her 
finger at him. ‘Don’t forget you have to carry on our name, Jabez.* 

She went out, beaming and pleasant and feminine. 

Jabez liked Hendrickje. During the weeks and months that followed he 
sided with neither camp, but secretly he sympathized with liis aunt 
rather than with Adrian. He did not approve of her intimate relations 
with the burly mulatto, Bangara, who came up to her room every 
other night, but, on the other hand, he found Adrian tiresome in many 
respects. Adrian kept harping on the subject of the feud between his 
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mother and himself, and never ceased in his efforts to persuade Jabez 
what a fiend Hcndrickje was and how necessary it was to fight her. 

Jabez accompanied Adrian into the fields every day to assist in over- 
seeing and instructing, but Adrian made the work difficult. ‘You 
mustn’t have anything to do with that gang. Those are her men. Ban- 
gara sees after them. And over there, those arc her indigo patches. Let 
her own men look after them.’ When Jabez pointed out how much this 
system of boycotting and segregation complicated and liindered the 
work, Adrian frowned: ‘It can’t be helped. I’ll have nothing to do with 
her lot. I don’t trust them, Jabez. They are snakes — every one of them.’ 

‘But, Adrian, your mother doesn't seem to want to oppose you as 
you want to oppose her. Even the slaves. I don’t hear them speaking of 
any feud. Don’t you think you’re letting your imagination run away 
with you?* 

Adrian giu-ncd f)minously. ‘There’s much you don’t see. She doesn’t 
work in the open. SLc works in the dark. Don’t be fooled by her bland 
airs. That’s the devilishness in her tactics. She’s so sweet and soft, so 
charming. You’d never dream that underneath she’s a serpent waiting 
to strike. . . .’ 

Jabez, howcvei, was not impressed, and that was why he refrained 
from confiding in Adrian. He kept the secret of liis physical incapacity 
to liimself. He suffered from shame and a sense of inferiority and would 
have welcomed someone with whom he could have discussed liis mis- 
fortune in a sympathetic spirit. But neither his aunt nor his cousin, he 
reasoned, would have sufficed. Despite her soft charm, Hendrickje had 
a certain aloofness that awed liim. Her grey-green eyes were too steady 
when they looked at Inm. Her poise and dignity and her calm chilled 
him. And she never went out of her w^ay to be friendly toward him; 
she had a smile for him whenever she met him, and at table she was 
cordial — as cordial as she was to Adrian — but she never attempted to 
get closer to liim. 

Adrian was too much a fanatic to prove a good confidant. He would 
probably have wanted to treat the matter lightly; probably told him not 
to let it prey on his mind, and then proceeded to go off on another long 
tirade against liis mother. 

When the letter came for him from his father, however, it w^as Hen- 
drickje he decided to consult. He was forced to make this move; the 
nature of the letter’s contents called for an immediate consultation. 

He told Adrian, on the mbrning after, that he was not feeling very 
well and would not accompany him into die fields as usual. Adrian, to 
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his surprise, winked at him and returned: ‘I know. It’s that letter you 
got yesterday from Uncle Aert. That love affair in Essequibo. He’s made 
some reference to it and it has upset you. Never mind. You’ll get over 
it. Never get despondent over a woman.’ He lowered his voice, glan- 
cing toward the door. ‘You take up with one or two of our slave 
women here. Beget a few bastards as I’m doing. It will hurt her. She 
hates to know that all the cliildren I have up to now are illegitimate 
mulattoes. She wants wliite legitimate van Groenwcgels to carry on the 
name. But she’ll never see those from me. I won’t have any legitimate 
white children until she’s dead, and if you take my advice you’ll do the 
same. Beget mulatto bastards. . . .’ 

It was a rchef when he had left. 

A little later Jabcz said to Iris aunt: ‘I’m sorry to disturb you. Aunt 
Hendrickje, but I was wondering if you could spare me a few moments. 
I have a rather important matter I’d like to discuss with you.’ 

‘My dear boy, you’re at liberty to discuss anything with me at any 
time. A pleasure, Jabez. Come into my room and make yourself at 
ease.’ 

He was very awkward and confused, however, sitting opposite her, 
with the sunslrine slanting in at the windows and the kiskadees and 
sackics cheeping in the mango trees outside. 

‘It’s several months since I’ve been here with you. Aunt Hendrickje, 
and I had intended to speak to you about my staying on. I mentioned it 
to Adrian and he fhought it a good idea that I should remain here 
always.’ 

‘Always?’ 

‘Yes. I don’t want to go back to the Essequibo.’ 

She waited for Irim to go on. 

‘Certain occurrences there before I left would make it awkward for 
me to go back. Presently I’ll attempt to explain. Aunt Hendrickje, but 
what I wanted to find out, in the meantime, was what you would say 
to my settling here with a — with a wife and cliild.’ 

The only sign of dismay she betrayed was a slight lifting of her 
brows. Otherwise, her manner remained under perfect control. ‘My 
dear boy, I should be most delighted,’ she said. ‘Nothing would make 
me happier.’ 

‘Thank you.’ His gaze was still out on the mango trees. The birds 
were feasting on the ripe fruit. He could smell the fresh, sweet aroma of 
the pecked mangoes mingled with the general wet, dank scent of the 
earth and the vegetation. Rain had fallen the night before. 
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‘Tm afraid I’ll have to explain the situation/ he said. He fell silent 
again, sitting there, a big-faced, stoutish, flabby-limbed figure. 

‘In Essequibo I had a somewhat unfortunate experience with a half- 
breed girl — a slave. She’s Spanish and Carib, one of those we’re allowed 
to procure from the Orinoco by the proclamation of 1717. She’s named 
Rosaria, and in a letter I got from Father two or three days ago he says 
that she gave birth to a child a month or two ago and that the child 
resembles me so closely that there can be no doubt that I’m the father.* 
‘'"Hendrickje’s features twitched a trifle. But this was the only evidence 
she gave of being impressed by what he had said. She waited, erect and 
calm. Inscrutable. 

‘Father is suggesting that I should marry this girl in order to make 
the child legitimate. It’s a boy, and Father has acquired Rosaria from 
the de Haarts. He feels that it would be well for the boy to carry on our 
name, as T u.-y never have any other cliildrcn ’ 

‘As you may never have any other children! Why, my boy? Aren’t 
you fond of children, Jabez?’ 

‘I am, but — I’m afraid — the fact is that I met w^ith an accident before 
I came here.’ In a "!o^ ^ , stammering voice he related what had happened 
to him at the lianda of Samuel. Hendrickjc listened with an air of fas- 
cination. Her calm deserted her ceinporanly. She interrupted once. 

‘ When you were a boy you used to speak of his cruelty in your letters, 
I remember. You once told Adrian how^ he burnt hzards over a fire.* 

‘You remember that, do you? Yes, he was alwa\s cruel, but I never 
dreamt that one day he would bring it to me — me his best friend. 
That’s W'hat hurt me more than anything else, Aunt 1 Icndrickje.’ 

‘I can well understand that, my boy. Jabez, you have no idea how 
much this grieves me. Grieves and upsets me.’ There was sincerity in 
her tone, and he felt mollified. ‘By all means you must let your father 
send the girl and the clnld here. You can be married quietly at Fort 
Nassau.’ 

‘You have no objections to her living in the house here?’ 

‘None whatever! None!’ Her voice rc^sc in her insistence. ‘You must 
marry her and legitimaci e the cliild. A son, my boy! A son! A male van 
Grocnwegel! Your father is pcrtcctly right. It’s your duty to the family 
to marry her and bring up the cluld.’ 

Rehef came into his manner. ‘I’m glad you think so. I didn’t know 
what to decide. Could you keep this to yourself until — well, until a 
little later, perhaps? Do you tliink it would be wise to tell Adrian?’ 

‘You must, my boy. He would feel very insulted if you didn’t. You 
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have seen for yourself how touchy he is/ She tapped his knee. ‘Don’t 
let tliis upset you, Jabez. What happened wasn’t your fault. Don’t let it 
prey on your mind. You have a son. Let that help to build up your self- 
respect again.’ 

He smiled. ‘I’m afraid nothing could succeed in giving me back my 
self-respect, Aunt Hendrickje. To the end of my hfc I shall feel myself 
a negative quantity. Nowadays I merely exist because I can’t help 
existing. Many times I’ve contemplated ending my hfc.’ 

She watched him, her eyes keen and calculating, as though a thousand 
different schemes were rushing through her mind at once. She had a 
vulturine look. Abruptly her eyes softened and she smiled and said: ‘No, 
my boy, you mustn t take it that way. Be brave, Jabez. Never admit 
defeat. Remember you’re a van Groenwegel. There’s different blood in 
you. Fire-blood. Fighter-blood. Stiffen your back and defy Life. Face 
adversities and never surrender. Did your father tell you what the 
motto of our family is?’ 

He nodded weakly. ‘The van Grocnwegels never run. Yes, I know. 
We’re supposed to defend our own, aren’t wc? Never give in when 
attacked. But this is an enemy I can’t fight, Aunt Hendrickje. Physical 
impotence. How can I resist a circumstance tliat remains always a flat, 
unrelenting fact? How will I ever begin to forget that I’m a useless 
cypher! A eunuch. A sexless nothing.’ He buried his face in the crook 
of his elbow and cried softly. 


IV 

Jabez went, by the trail, to Fort Nassau to meet the sliip that brought 
Rosaria and the child whose name was Hubertus. 

‘They name him,’ said Rosaria, ‘after the sea-man Massa, the Cap- 
tain Hubertus Lodewieejk — the nice, big, tall man who come to see 
your sister, Missy Mathilde. Oh, but he so nice, Jabez! He so tall and 
big! I wish bad he could ask me to make sweet with him, but he! He 
not look at me. He all for Missy Mathilde. Ilis ship, it sail next week. 
He hke my baby the too plenty. He say yes, we must call liim Huber- 
tus, so Massa Aert, he say yes, and wc call him Hubertus. And look! 
See how he Ukc you! Your same round face. Your eyes and your 
mouth. And your cars. Even the httlc mole you have on your shoulder 
— look, Jabez! See! He have that, too. Same shape and size. That what 
make we so sure. Nobody not doubt he yours after they sec that mark. 
Just as if you come inside my belly and put it dcre, yes.’ 
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They were married by the Commandeur, and on their arrival at the 
Canjc plantation Hcndrickje and Adrian were on the veranda to wel- 
come them and wish them good fortune. 

There was no condescension in Hendrickje’s manner as she kissed 
Rosaria. The girl might have been a social equal, Jannetje van Hoost or 
Amehe Fourie or any of the other planters’ daughters or nieces along 
the Canjc. ‘You’re very welcome, my child,’ said Hcndrickje. ‘I hope 
you’ll be happy here with us.’ She gLnced from the child to Jabez. 
‘Good heavens! What a resemblance! There isn’t a detail of him that 
isn’t you, Jabez!’ 

Jabez avoided her gaze. 

Rosaria showed Hcndrickje the birth-mark. ‘Even that he has. Ask 
Jabez show you the one he got on his shoulder. The very same!’ As 
Hcndrickje took the child from her, Rosaria smiled around and said: 
‘Oh, but thi place! I like it already, what I sec of it. It is the most 
beautiful, yes.’ Her eyes travelled slowly round, black and large and 
cunning. ‘I shall be the very happy here — yes, I know.’ 

She looked up at Adrian as he took her hand, and smiled: ‘You the 
Adrian, eh? But y^^u so big and tall! Dios rnio! You taller more than the 
Captain Lodewic< jk who they call my baby after.’ 

‘Who is Captain Lodewieejk?’ asked Adrian indulgently. 

‘He visit Missy Mathilde. He come from a ship. Big, tall man. But 
you taller more than liim. Yes, I talk true.’ She ogled liim, openly 
wanton, and he flushed uncomfortably. 

Jabez asked for an excuse, frowning, and went downstairs to see after 
the slaves who were removing l^osaria’s baggage from the mule. 

When she and Rosaria were going upstairs, Hcndrickje said: ‘I think 
you’ll like your room. It’s cool and spaciou*^, and I have had a small bed 
made for Hiibcrtus.’ 

‘You do that, Missy Hcndrickje! But that so good of you!’ 

‘I’m Aunt Hcndrickje to you, Rosaria. I don’t want you to look 
upon me with awe and dread. We must be good friends. You must 
confide in me, and I shall confide in you, and I’m sure we shall get on 
splendidly.’ 

‘I do that for the very certain. I so like you already. Aunt Hen- 
drickje. You nice and tall, and you smile so kind. I very certain we get 
on nice, nice. 1 hke all the tall people.’ 

‘You do?’ As they entered the room Hcndrickje glanced at her. 
‘Adrian has taken after me in height and build. Do you like him?’ 

‘But yes, Aunt Hcndrickje, that I do!’ She uttered a creamy sound. 
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‘Perhaps one night I make to creep in to his room soft, soft, and give 
him the hctle tickle, yes. Not so?’ She broke into husky-mellow 
laughter, and Hendnckje laughed, too. 

‘One day I may arrange it for you, Rosana, we never know. But tell 
me how you hke your room.’ 

‘The room^ Oh, hut I hke it plenty, plenty’’ She patted the bed. 
‘This for Jabez and me^ This mce big bed^’ 

‘Yes. And the small one here is for llubertus ’ 

Jabez came in, followed by two slaves with the baggage 
‘Jabez, look’ You see’ How you hke it, tins big bed^ One big bed for 
me — and you’.* 


V 

Day after day Jabez watched Rosana — not jealously but with a de- 
tached anxiety, his manner nervous and scnsitm , it \\ as as tliough he 
were awaiting an evitable cataclysm and it w as tin suspense, rathe r than 
the apprehended event itself, that proved harrowing to him He retired 
deep into himself and kept to his room, avoiding even Adrian, much to 
Adrian’s alarm. 

‘I beheve she’s trying to pull you over to her camp, Jabez Slie’s 
doing It subtly, but I’m not tooled She’s done it to some of m^ slaves 
before.’ 

Jabez tried to assure; lum that such was not the case, but Adrian still 
looked doubtful. 

Jabez took a great interest in the plantation work, but even this 
proved madequate as a means of shutting out the awareness of his lack. 
There was ever present m the background of his mood a bitterness 
against his lot. He continued to be diffident and shiftv-cycd, as though 
nervous lest he should reveal to the others the depths of his depreciation, 
as though fearful, too, of the pity he might discover in their gazes 

At table he would keep flicking his glance from Rosana to Adrian. 
But Rosaria’s face would be clnld-hke and smiling Innocuous Adrian’s 
face would be passive and unconcerned, or, as more often, frowning 
and furtive with the fanatic hate for his mother winch for ever 
smouldered within him. 

Hendnckje, too, like Jabez, watched. She watched them all. She 
gave the impression that she was secretly enjoying herself. The dehcatc 
shadow-play of brewing drama seemed to entertain her. 

One day Adnan said to Jabez on the back veranda: ‘There’s some 
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game afoot. Keep a sharp eye out. My personal theory is that she*s 
going to make an attempt to get your child into her clutches so that she 
can train liim up her way. Drum those old talcs into his head and try to 
make him into a power-mad monster hkc herself. You watch out, 
Jabez!’ He glanced swiftly into the sitting-room. ‘Warn Rosaria, too. 
Tell her not to hsten to her when she begins to preach her family pride 
philosophy. Fight her off, Jabez. Both of you. Never cease to fight her.’ 

(5nc morning, when Adrian and Jabez were in the fields, Hendrickje 
entered Adrian’s room to find Rosaria sitting on the bed. Rosaria 
smiled and said: ‘Tliis the first time I come in here. I like it outside 
there, the view through the window. The trees, they look so nice!* 

‘How long have you been in here?’ asked Hendrickje. 

‘Me?’ Rosaria seemed surprised. ‘Only two-three minutes.* 

‘Is it b<" ' j of the view you came in?’ 

Rosaria nodded ‘ Hut yes. That why I come in. Me? I like nothing 
more the better than to look at the trees. Not yo i, too, Aunt Hen- 
drickje?’ 

Hendrickje gruntCvk ‘I came in to tidy up. Do you wish to help me?* 

‘That give me the most great pleasure.* 

‘By the way, you had better not mention that I found you in here. I 
mean to Jabez. He might be apt to misunderstand.’ 

‘Jabez? I must not tell Inm I come in the room here?’ 

‘No. I think it would be wise not to.’ 

Rosaria stared at her, then laughed. ‘Ah! But yes. I sec what you 
make to say. You think he believe I come in to make sw^cet with 
Adrian?’ 

‘Precisely.* Hendrickje asked: ‘Are you happy with Jabez?’ 

‘Me? Happy? I^lenty, plenty. I not look so?’ 

Hendrickje’s face remained inscrutable. ‘That’s very good. I only 
wondered. Arc you fond of children?’ 

‘Me? Children? Oh, but I love children! Why you ask?* 

‘Wouldn’t you Ukc to have more children?’ 

For a moment Rosar’ >*s face became blank. She did not answer at 
once. Then she gave Hendrickje a quick glance and nodded. ‘Yes, I 
would hke that. Funny you ask me that. I tliiiik about it the so many 
times.* 

‘Do you?* 

Hendrickje moved about the room with composure and unconcern. 
Of a sudden she said: ‘Poor Jabez. He tries to drown liis self-pity in 
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hard work and reading. A most fiendish misfortune to have befallen 
him. They sent Samuel de Haart to sea, didn’t they?’ 

Rosaria nodded. Her exuberance had vanished. She seemed wary and 
suspicious. ‘Yes, they send him to sea,* she murmured. She had seated 
herself on the edge of the bed again. Hendrickje came and sat beside her. 
Put an arm around her and smiled. ‘You’re far more clever than most 
people would think, Rosaria. We must be friends.’ 

Rosaria smiled uncertainly, her eyes shifty and keen. 

‘I think I know what you need, my child. Let’s be frank. It’s a man 
you need, Rosaria. Am I not right?’ 

The girl was silent. 

‘Am I not right?’ 

Rosaria looked up. ‘Yes, for sure that what I need.’ A gleam of trust 
came into her eyes. She said in a lowered voice: ‘Jabez no man to me. 
You know that, not so?’ 

‘I know. He told me what happened in the Essequibo.’ 

‘If I not have man soon I go mad. Aunt Hendrickje.’ 

Hendrickje nodded. ‘I was thinking so myself. If you choose to trust 
me I could arrange the matter for you.’ She gave the girl a significant 
stare. ‘You like my son, don’t you?’ 

Rosaria hesitated, tlien nodded. ‘That I do. He tall and big. The 
minute I see him I feel to make sweet with him.’ 

‘I guessed that, too. You hke tall men, don’t you?’ 

‘That I do. Tall men or men who broad and strong. Jabez, he was 
good before the Senor Samuel cut him up.’ 

‘Our tastes are remarkably ahke, my dear. I like them tall myself— 
or broad and strong. Would you like me to plan it so that you could 
have Adrian?’ 

‘But certain! You think you able to make him sleep with me? He 
look so full of the big frowns. He not notice me when I give him the 
eye. He httlc funny, 1 think.’ 

‘He is funny.’ Hendrickje touched her temple. ‘He suffers from a 
mania. He imagines I’m his personal enemy, and that I’m for ever 
planning to do him harm. I tlnnk I know of a way to take advantage of 
his mental condition. We can entangle him to the benefit of us both. 
We must have a long chat, my girl. Sit still and listen to me carefully. 
You’re intelligent in your way, and I feel sure you’ll be able to handle 
this little scheme successfully.’ 

The chat lasted for well over an hour, and Rosaria was an interested 
and enthusiastic listener. Many times she chortled creamily, and once 
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she gripped Hendrickje’s wrist and exclaimed: ‘Aunt Hendrickje, I 
never think you have so much the brain! That good! I sure that work 
good. I do it just as you say how, yes. I want the man bad, bad. I do 
anything to have the man. I go mad soon if I not have the man.’ 

Toward the end of the conversation, however, she said in a serious 
voice: ‘I see what you mean. Aunt Hendrickje, but that, it would be 
very terrible, not so?* 

‘It would be,’ agreed Hendrickje, ‘but he would be out of his misery. 
He^^ not happy, Rosaria. It would be the kindest thing that could hap- 
pen to liim. We must be sensible. Practical and unsentimental. Why 
should we pause to consider the means? You’ll discover, as you live 
longer, that only results count in this world. Men respect deeds accom- 
plished, not deeds that might have been accomplished. It’s so easy to 
say that we might have done this or we might have done that if this or 
that circlin'! Ntai. 1 C had been favourable. Any inept fool can say that, but 
it is in results that we prove \v hether we have tlie ability or not.’ 

Later that day, when she 'was with Jabe? in their room, Rosaria said: 
‘Your aunt, she such a fine lady — so kind and good. We had the nice 
talk tliis morning.’ 

Jabez grunted noncommittally, turning a leaf of the book he was 
reading. 

‘Yes, she the very nice. We talk so many Httle interesting things.’ 

‘What sort of interesting things?’ 

She shrugged. ‘Nothing the very particular. She talk. I talk. She say 
this, I say that. She say about you, how you work so hard, and how she 
so the sorry for you.’ 

‘Sorry for me? Why is she sorry for me?’ 

‘Why? But you know why, not so? For what the Senor Samuel he 
do to you in Essequibo. How he cut up your little things so you no 
more the man.’ 

She looked out of the window. ‘You should not work so hard, I 
think. You should rest the little more.’ 

‘Why do you tliink I ovc.w'ork?’ 

‘Your aunt, she so wise woman. She say how hard you working so 
as to hide what you feel inside. She so the sorry for you. She ask me not 
to tell you, but I say 1 'will speak to you about it. You should take the 
rest more often. Sleep more. It help you to forget.’ 

‘You needn’t trouble about inc. I rest perfectly.’ 

‘You sleep good at night, Jabez? Good, sound sleep?’ 
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His manner became suspicious. ‘Yes, I do. Why do you ask?* 

‘Oh, but you not vexed with me! Oh, Jabezl* She rushed across the 
room and began to caress him. ‘You mustn’t be vexed with me. I say 
what I say for your good. Poor Jabez. 1 so sorry for you.’ 

‘I’m not vexed. Please don’t imagine things. And if you don’t mind, 
I should hke to go on reading. I prefer to be left alone.’ 

‘No, Jabez, don’t speak hke that. Talk to me good. You make me 
feel you vexed with me. I so sorry for you.’ 

‘You have no need to be.’ 

‘You still love me, Jabez?’ 

He made no reply. 

‘Jabez, you still love me? Like how you say you love me when we 
make sweet in the coffee fields in Esscquibo?’ 

He winced. 

‘You make love to me so sweet those days. Remember? You was 
really nice that time. So big and broad and strong. I like you plenty 
then. You make me so happy. Sometimes 1 viish bad you could make 
sweet to me again hke you do those days. I want the man so much, 
Jabez. Some nights when you tall asleep I take the pillow and make 
pretend it is the man, yes.’ 

‘Please.’ There was anguish in his voice. T want to read. 1 want to be 
alone, Rosaria. Please leave me. Aunt Hendiickje is on the back veranda 
with Hubertus. Go down and join her. Leave me to myself’ 

She would not move. She said in a soft voic c: ‘ But, Jabez, I love you 
stiU. True. Don’t send me downstairs. Let me stay here with you.’ 

The tears came to his eyes. He uttered a sobbing sound and hid his 
face in her skirt. He pulled her toward Inm and kissed her with an 
agitated desperation. Almost at once the frenzy died down and he re- 
leased her and turned off, his hands pressed to Ins face. He slouched 
there, a gross, ineffectual figure. 

She stared at him for a moment, then patted his head Ughtly and 
went out of the room, a snulc of satisfaction on her face. 

Two days after tliis incident Adrian was on the back veranda reading 
Spinoza’s Ethics — a volume he delved into at odd moments — when 
Rosaria appeared and hesitated near his chair. 

Adrian turned liis head briefly and smiled in acknowledgment of her 
presence, then went on reading. 

Upstairs, Jabez was in the north-eastern room with Hubertus. 

Rosaria said: ‘When you not in the fields you always with the books, 
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Adrian. Same as Jabez. You b‘kc to do the reading, that not so? Yes?* 

He looked up again, his manner surprised. ‘ Yes, I do read a great deal. 
There’s a lot to be learnt from books. Do you wish something to read? 
Oh, excuse me. I forgot you can’t read or write.’ 

She sighed. ‘Yes, poor me. You sorry for me, Adrian?’ 

He thouglit: Now, what docs she want with me? I wonder if Hen- 
drickje sent her. Is tliis some new trick to get me into her clutches? I 
had better be on my guard. I v. on’t be surprised if Hcndrickje has 
decided to use Rosaria against me now. Slie’s so deep — so infernally 
cunning ! 

‘Adrian, you sorry for me that I cannot read or write?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I should like someone to teach me one day.’ 

‘Yes, it would be useful to learn.’ 

‘You wouhl '''ot like that job? To teach me to read and write?’ 

He smiled slightle T’m vciy nnicli afraid I couldn’t promise you 
that, Rosaria. JT'rhaps, thoiigli. We never know,’ he added in a mutter. 
He could smell the cinnamon, lie stroked Ins chin slowly. . . . She’s a 
seductive creature, but kingerous. bnnn the looks she lias been giving 
me of late I can see she finds me attractivt, in her wanton fashion. But I 
don’t intend to become involved vith her. Jabez is my good friend. I 
must do nothing to hurt him, poor lellow. Ik'sides, I have to be careful 
to keep liim on my side. 1 he slightest slip and he may go over to Hen- 
drickje's camp. I can’t risk that. 

Rosaria watched him. After a silence she said: ‘Yes, we never know. 
One day you try to teach me, when you not got nothing to do, not so?’ 

‘Why couldn’t Jabez teach )ou? hy don’t you ask him?’ 

‘Jabez, he behave the little funny to me. He not like me ask liim too 
many tlic things. 1 believe lie nor like me.’ 

‘You’re mistaken. I’m sure he’s very fond of you.’ 

They heard footsteps in the sittn.g-ioom. Ihc footsteps stopped. 

Adrian half-rose, then sank dowm again, tense. 

They heard the footsteps receding. 

Adrian grunted ominou ^y. ‘You heard that?’ 

‘It was your mother,’ hissed Rosaria. 

‘I know. No need to tell me. Spying on me. She’s a snake, Rosaria.’ 

Rosaria moved past him and stood against the veranda-rail where she 
was closer to him. ‘Your mother,’ she said, in a conspiratorial voice, 
‘she is the person I not like. Slic hate me. She talk to me the day before 
the yesterday, and she say; “Rosaria,” she say, “1 hope you understand 
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that you are the Jabez’s wife. I have notice you the many times looking 
at my son Adrian in the very funny way. If you not careful and any- 
thing it should happen between you and Adrian I shall not tolerate any 
children of the mixed blood in this house. You will have to leave, 
Rosaria. I warn you the most solemn.” Yes, she say tliat to me, every 
word.’ 

Adrian’s eyes glittered. ‘She actually told you that, did she? She 
warned you that she would put you out if you had any children by me?’ 

‘Yes, she tell me that, every word true. She say she want white van 
Groenwegcl children. She not want no children with the Indian blood 
to carry on the family name.’ 

‘It’s exactly what she would say, Rosaria. Exactly. She’s a monster. 
An evil, desperate monster. You must be on your guard against her. 
She’s going to do all in her power to win that cliild of yours over to her 
side. She’s going to try to fill liim up with her power ambitions and 
warp his mind.’ He sliifted about in a fevered manner. ‘Hasn’t Jabez 
told you about her? Hasn’t Jabez told you of the way she brought up 
Cornehs and myself — and of how she treated our father?’ 

‘He say •something once, but he and I not hold the long talk.’ 

So he told her about the past, in the same intense, obsessed manner in 
which he had told Jabez. She kept leaning forward to give liim a gener- 
ous view down her bosom, but her efforts were wasted. He glanced 
from her face to the sitting-room door, squirming about in liis chair, 
edging forward noW and then to touch her wrist in order to emphasize 
some point. He ended up by telling her: ‘You stick by me. Keep on my 
side. I want all the help 1 can get to defeat her. And remember you have 
your son to tliink of. Don’t let her get liim, Rosaria. Don’t let her take 
him from you and spoil liis life.’ He was trembling slightly. ‘Come, 
what do you say? You’ll be on my side? You’ll fight with me, Rosaria?’ 

‘But certain, yes,’ she nodded. ‘You and me, we must be the good 
friends. We fight together and beat her. Since she hate me and not 
want my children then 1 hate her, too. That only fair, yes, not so?’ 

‘Good. Good. That’s it. Hate her. Hate her with all your soul.’ He 
caught her hand and shook it, chortling excitedly. ‘By hell! I beHeve 
you’ll make a good ally, Rosaria. You mustn’t mind if I appear over- 
obsessed about this subject. I can’t help myself. Nowadays I live for 
nothing but to defeat her — frustrate her in whatever way I can. Cause 
her as much pain and suffering as it’s humanly possible for me to bring 
into her life. I mean to make her pay bitterly for what she did to Father 
and Comelis and myself. . . .’ 
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She listened to him patiently, and when he came to the end of his 
tirade, smiled and held his arm. ‘No fear, Adrian. I your best friend 
from this the very minute. 1 not make you disappoint. I help you good.’ 

VI 

On a day not long after tliis incident Hendrickje met Jabez coming 
down the stairs with Hubertus. She snuled: ‘I'aking him out for a walk, 
Jabez, my boy?’ 

‘No, Aunt Hendrickje,’ he said. ‘I’m looking for Rosaria. I think it’s 
time for him to have his feed.’ 

‘ She’s on the back veranda.* 

‘Is she there?’ He looked undecided for an instant, then said: ‘Would 
you mind taking Hubertus to her for me?’ 

‘Certain!;, i.iy boy. But why? Have you and she been quarrelhng?’ 

‘No, no.’ He avoided her gaze, passing his hand across his forehead 
in a tired manner. ‘No particular reason, but — I have to go upstairs 
again. I have to write a letter to Father.’ 

As he was abou^ to turn off he said; ‘Aunt Hendrickje, 1 think I’m 
going to send liim back to the Essequibo to Father. I’m writing to ask 
Father to make arrangements to keep liim there.’ 

‘Good heavens! But why? Send him back to liis grandfather — away 
from us? Away from liis mother?’ 

‘I think that the best plan,’ he murmured, very uncomfortable. ‘For 
certain reasons which I don’t care to discuss at the moment I’ve decided 
on this course.’ 

‘It is a great shock to me, Jabez. A great shock. I’ve become so fond 
of him. The dear httlc fellow.’ She seemed genuinely dismayed, and 
suddenly said: ‘You won’t change your mind, Jabez? You won’t re- 
consider your decision?’ 

‘No, Aunt Hendrickje.’ There w^as finality in liis tone. 

A shghtly baffled frown passed over her face. Abruptly she smiled 
and said: ‘By the way, Jabez, about the veranda — you may go out to 
Rosaria if you wish. She u by herself now. I saw Adrian showing her 
how to write, but he went out a short while ago.’ 

‘I don’t — I never suggested ’ 

‘I understand perfectly, my boy,’ she interrupted quickly, her 
manner sympathetic and motherly. She held his arm and said sofdy: 
‘It’s unfortunate. Very unfortunate. But you shouldn’t let it upset 
you.’ 
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‘Upset me? I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about. Did 
you say Adrian was showing her how to write?* 

‘Yes, she asked him to show her — a few days ago. I suppose it’s only 
natural, Jabez. She so needs his company, my boy. You grasp what I 
mean, don’t you?* ^ 

‘No, I — no, I don’t quite know what you mean. At least, not what you 
want to imply. . . .’ He broke off, completely confused and discomfited. 

His aunt nodded. ‘Don’t trouble to explain, my boy. I see everything 
clearly. In a way I suppose it was inevitable. It’s nature, Jabez. She can’t 
help It. You mustn’t blame her. She’s young and healthy and it is to be 
expected that she would need the company of a fit man. Be brave, my 
boy. Don’t let adversity get you down.’ 

He turned off with a choked sound and went upstairs. 

The following day happened to be a Sunday. At about two o’clock it 
was very hot, though off and on a soft breeze came from the east. 

A peaceful quiet pervaded the house. In the sitting-room, on a small 
table, a black candle burned. It stood in a brass bowl containing clotted 
blood — the blood of a rooster. On another table, in the darkest corner 
of the room, the feathers of the bird had been arranged around an iron 
pot half-filled with a greenish mess — a concoction that gave off a 
swectish-rank aroma. On the floor, under the table, lay the head of the 
rooster. This was the work of Hoobak, one of Hendnckje’s leader- 
bulhes. Hoobak wa^ an obtah man, and Ins mistress allowed him these 
hbertics because it flattered his vanity and, incidentally, satisfied the 
wishes of Bangara, who was superstitious and believed that unless these 
rites were pei formed at least once a week the bush-gods would wreak 
evil on lum for being sexually intimate with a white woman. Bangara 
was an Angola mulatto who had arrived with the batch of two hun- 
dred and fifty slaves imported through the co-operation of the West 
India Company after the Cassard raid in 1712. 

Upstairs, in Ins room, Adrian, sitting by a window, dozed over a 
book. His pipe had gone out. Across the compound, outside, the slaves 
sat around their logics beating a tom-tom and waihng a monotonous 
African chant: a lulhng, hypnotic sound in the hot nnd-afternoon air. 

When the door opened and Rosaria entered, Adrian’s head came up 
with a jerk. Rosaria said: ‘I just come in to ask you to show me to 
write one-two letters like how you show me yesterday.’ She had in 
hand a quill and a piece of paper. 

‘You shouldn’t have come in here,* he frowned. ‘It’s indiscreet.* 
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She wore a pale green gown, and it was of transparent material. She 
came toward him, smiling. ‘You mean Jabez; what he tliink of me in 
here? I not forget that. I leave him in the room. He deep asleep. He 
give off the plenty snores. Like so.* She uttered a few mimic snores, 
then made a succulent chuckling sound and leaned against the window- 
sill. 

‘Still I don’t like it, Rosaria,* Adrian said. ‘The veranda downstairs is 
the^place for your lessons. If he found you in my room he might think 
you were in here for another purpose than that of writing.* 

‘But I do come for the other purpose, Adrian.* She laughed. ‘What 
for we must pretend now? We not agree to be the two good friends? 
I only bring this the paper and the quill for in case of anything it should 
go wrong, then we say I come in heie to do the writing. It is so the 
very simple. Nothing to make the worry about.* 

‘Simple? 'i oa caU it simple? Do you forget you are his wife? I want 
no entanglements, P osaria. And Jabez is a good tellow'. I hkc him. I 
look upon him as a friend. We have been corresponding since wc were 
eleven or twelve — the only human being I liad to confide in when life 
was a burden, whe’i sh had us under licr foot. Nothing would distress 
me more than to commit an act of dislo'yalty against Jabez.* 

‘What you must talk about disloyal to Jabez?’ She sat dowm in his 
lap. ‘That sdly talk. 1 not understand it. Me? All I want is to make 
sweet with the man. I not know nothing else more than just that. Yes, 
I say that true, true.’ 

He uttered a half-hearted growl and attempted to push her off, but 
she had anticipated this. She pressed closer to him and put her arm 
around his neck, deftly shrugging off the gown. 

‘Come, Adrian, you not make the disappoint now. Please. We alone 
here to-day in tins room and evcrytlnng it so quiet and nice. What 
wrong? You not like me? Ciive me the try. 1 do it good, good. True. I 
make sweet the way you hke best. Any way you like. I know all the 
ways, yes.* 

He was so taken aback that he hardly seemed to know what to say. 
He shook his head in a hauowcd manner, glancing past her toward the 
door. At length he said: ‘Rosaria, this will get us both into a most awk- 
ward situation. I don’t like it. Already Jabez seems a httlc odd. He told 
me this morning that he’s sending Hubertus back to Essequibo as soon 
as he can arrange for someone to take him. He has written to his father 
about it. It’s a wise move, I admit. I told him so. He must rcaUze that 
she is trying to get the little fellow into her evil clutches ’ 
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‘That not the reason. He send him away to Essequibo because he had 
the quarrel with me. I tell him I not feed no baby any more at my 
breast, and I tell him how Aunt Hendrickje she not too hke have 
children in the house with the Indian blood. That what make him 
decide.’ * 

‘You told him that? Poor fellow. He has such a brooding look. He 
hardly says much. No, Rosaria, you mustn’t come in here again. You 
must go. Please. If he gets to hear of this he’ll be terribly upset. It will 
deepen his despondency. He’s very fond of you — and he’s my good 
friend. A blunder hke this might send liim over to her camp, besides, 
and I can’t afford to lose lum. I must have as many on my side as it’s 
humanly possible. We have to fight and fight that fiend ’ 

She cut him short by kissing him full on the mouth. She rubbed her 
hand along his neck. T tell you Jabez, he deep asleep. He not find out. 
You can’t make the disappoint now, Adrian. I sure he not hear about 
diis. I keep it quiet from him. True, Adrian. True.’ 

‘But he’s my good friend, Rosaria. It would be morally wrong.’ He 
tried to detach her hmbs from around him, but she was like an active, 
persevering snake avid in motion in his lap. ‘It’s a case of ethics, you 
must understand. It would be villainy. We should leave that sort of 
thing to her. It’s what she would do, the depraved monster! She and 
her Bangara. Did you see the black candle burning downstairs? Now, 

E lease! You really mustn’t persist hke this. I’m going to get annoyed. I 
ave scruples in such matters.’ 

In voice and manner he betrayed the unbalanced fear and persecution 
mania from which he was suffering, but she was in too urgently erotic 
a mood to take notice of this. She said: ‘He not husband to me, Adrian. 
You know well he not give me the sweetness. He no good now since 
what the Senor Samuel do to him. Yes? You not know that?’ 

There was desperation in her manner. Her eyes glittered with an 
intense hunger. She moistened her lips feverishly and kept swallowing. 

‘I mean it, true, Adrian. I go mad soon if I not have the man. I can’t 
live without the man every day, one after the other — no! I go mad — 
surely! I mean that the very true.’ Her voice became shriller. She was 
breathing fast. He could smell the cinnamon as she pressed herself to 
him and caressed his face and neck. 

‘I talk all that true. You know it. They make me marry him because 
no other the woman she will make the marriage with him- -that why. 
And they want to make his son lawful — that why, too. I slave so I com- 
pel to make the marriage with him, yes.’ She breathed into his face, 

3U 



Hosaria 

warm and damp and urgent, determined not to be foiled, determined 
to overcome the difficulties presented by his mental derangement. 

‘You see the position how it stand, Adrian? Yes? He not the husband 
to me, so what I must do when the night come and I want to make 
sweet? If I not have the husband soon I scream and tear my clothes. 
True. I scream and behave the most bad, bad. I go the worse mad.’ Her 
voice quavered sobbingly. T mean it true, Adrian. I go the very mad. 
Every day you see me here I look calm, but I hot inside. I boil up, boil 
up, ^es. I must have the husband or I go mad, mad, mad.’ 

Automatically, all the while, he had kept on trying to push her from 
him — ^in a feeble, absent-minded, mechanical way — but she clutched at 
him with a determined singleness of purpose. 

‘You mustn’t push me away, Adrian. I beg you. Perhaps we not get 
one more the chance before many weeks go along passing. Take me 
quick wliilc Iil r.lccp there now. He not know. Please! You not drive 
me off, i^drian. I srrea.n if you send me away. I beg you hard. I make 
myself the slave for you. I keep on your side the always and fight your 
mother. I hate her with you and do the tilings to hurt her, yes. I mean it 
true. I fight and fipkt i st as you want me to do.’ 

Gradually the stimulus of licr presence in liis lap was taking effect on 
him, breaking down the defence of liis mental indisposition. He said in 
a groaning murmur: ‘I don’t like this, Rosaria. I don’t like it. Go and 
lock the door quickly before she comes in and surprises us. No, don’t 
bother. I’ll do it myself. By hell! But tliis is madness! Madness! Tliis is 
going to bring about complications. It’s going to create an ugly situ- 
ation. It was very cruel of you, Rosaria, to have precipitated tliis scene. 
I don’t know what to say.’ He broke off and began to fondle her, 
trembling and gulping agitatedly. Then he pushed her from him and 
rushed over to the door and locked it. 

Lying on the bed waiting for liim to undress she hugged herself and 
rubbed her hands down her tliighs, uttering moaning sounds of antici- 
pation. That he was a worried, half-demented creature did not trouble 
her. It evoked no pity in her. 

Twihght had begun to j^^ither before she left the room. She said: ‘I 
try to come again soon — some time, some way.’ She looked at him with 
a squinting, dog-hke worship. ‘You too nice, Adrian. I mean that true. 
Too surely.’ She held his head and kissed his hair. ‘I enjoy you the best 
more than any the other man I ever have, yes.’ She kissed him again. ‘I 
mean that true, true. Very true.’ 

He made no response, staring past her head in a contemplative, 
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anxious manner and shifting himself so that he could glance past her 
toward the door. 

After she had gone he paced about the room, frowning and muttering. 

‘I feel unsafe. She’s a dehglitful creature, but the etlucs are wrong. 
Wrong. My poor friend Jabez. It’s so unfortunate that she should be his 
wife. I beheve she would make a good ally. ... I must not spurn her. 
It might drive her over to her camp. . . .’ 

That same night, when Jabez had fallen asleep, Rosaria crept out of bed 
and went in to Adrian. 

‘Rosaria! How could you have risked such a dung’ Suppose he 
wakes and discovers that you are not beside him. Go back at once.’ 

‘He asleep deep. I had to come again, Adrian. The fire it burn me 
inside. I know the risk it is big, but I go mad if I not have you.’ 

‘I feel unsafe. I don’t know what to dunk.’ He caressed her tenta- 
tively, then pushed her from him. J3ut she would not be pushed. It took 
her a long time to persuade lum to let her stay, but she succeeded, and, 
after this, every night she came to lus room. 

Soon he took it for granted, her coming, and made no protest. She 
taught him perverted wa^s of love-making, and he found liirnsclf 
gradually beconung very attached to her. Not that tlus solved the prob- 
lem of has mania. If anytlung, it increased the anxiety in lum, and the 
for ever active fear that lus mother was about to attack lum and defeat 
him. He went aboift with a guilty, worried air, lus outward calm 
deserting him. Often he would sit cm the back veranda for hours niut- 
tenng to himself, though at night when he was with her in bed his out- 
look would grow almost normal. Night became for lum lus time of 
greatest relief from the anxiety that plagued him during the day. 

He avoided Jabez as much as possible, and so marked did tlus attitude 
become that one day Jabez snuled and asked lum outiighf Ts anytlung 
the matter, Adrian? You seem to have become so distant toward me of 
late.’ 

Adrian became confused and told lum: ‘No, nothing is the matter. 
I’m worried. Various matters. I wish I could discuss them with you, 
Jabez, but I can’t. My mind is m a jumble. In a jumble.’ 

Jabez gripped his arm m a friendly manner and said: ‘Don’t let any- 
tlung upset you. I know what your problems are. I have mine, too.* 

Adnan gave lum a wondering stare. 

Jabez said. ‘You’re feeling guilty, Adrian — I understand. Don’t feel 
that way any more. It isn’t your fault, what has happened.’ 
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‘But — what do you mean?' 

‘I mean I know about Rosaria. The first time she went to your room 
was a Sunday when she tliought I was asleep. Every night since then she 
has been going to you. I’m not as foolish as she thinks I am. But I have 
notliing against cither of you. It was inevitable that it should have hap- 
pened tliis vray. How could she have helped going to you when Tm no 
good!’ 

Adrian, pale, bewildered, stared at him. At length he nodded weakly 
and fhumblcd: ‘Thank you, Jabez. Thank you. You’ve reheved my 
troubles by half. I feel very foolish. I don’t know what to say.* 

‘Please tell her nothing. Slie seems to be under the impression that 
I’m unaware that she leaves our room every night, so let her continue 
under the delusion. Poor girl. She can’t help it, Adrian. I know that 
now. It’s like a pernicious drug with her.’ 

Adrian gr*;. pc 1 liis arm, then turned off and left him. From that day 
he was much more rcl.^xed, and relations between liimself and Jabez 
improved considerably. He lost his guilty air, though often could not 
meet Jabez’s gaze without betraying signs of discomfiture. Jabez went 
out of liis way alwav tc put him at case. 

Hcndrickje knew what was happening. She and Rosaria held long 
chats every morning after Adrian and Jabez had gone into the fields. In 
the presence of the two men, however, tliey pretended to be stiff and 
cold with each other. Occasionally they staged tiffs at table for the 
benefit of Adrian. 

One night Rosaria said to Adrian: ‘You see how she talk to me to-day 
because I make the mistake and use my spoon to put it in the dish? She 
hate me. I know it, yes. v)nc day come soon when I make bad for 
her.’ 

Adrian grunted. ‘She liates you because you won’t side with her — 
because you won’t co-operate with her in her villainy. If you fawned 
upon Iier and plotted against me yc')!! would be her greatest friend. She 
even hates your child now. She doesn’t croon over it or pay it any 
attention as she did at first I suppose it’s the Indian blood in it. She 
despises both you and the child for the Indian blood in you.’ 

He was sitting rp in the bed. She told him to lie down again, but he 
might not have heard hei. He said abruptly: ‘Rosaria, I’ve come to a 
big decision. A terrible decision, in a way, but there’s no help for it. 
It’s all part of the strategy ^ 

T know, my Adrian, but you will tell me about it later on, not so? 
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Lie down with me again and let us make sweet one more time, then we 
sleep. When we wake, you tell me about the terrible decision.’ 

He did not heed her. He clutched her arm and told her to pay atten- 
tion. ‘This will hurt Jabez, Rosaria, but it can’t be avoided. It must be 
done. We must have children — you and I. It will harrow her soul to 
know that I’m producing another brood of children with coloured 
blood. My mulatto brats cause her enough worry, but think if we were 
to raise a family of dusky-skinned, Indian-looking children ! I’ve been 
turning this scheme over in my mind for some time now — ever since 
that day when you told me oii the back veranda that she dreads your 
becoming the mother of my children. And from her aggressive and 
contemptuous attitude toward you of late I can see that it will be a big 
blow to her if such a thing did come to pass. By hell! Rosaria, we’ll do 
it. We’ll have children together — cluldrcn with Indian blood. A whole 
horde of bastard black-haired van Groenwcgcls. It will cut her to the 
depths of her black soul to watch them moving about the house.’ 

The following morning Rosaria went off into creamy gurgles of 
laughter as she related to Hendrickje what had passed the night before. 

‘Aunt Hendrickje, he really funny in his head, yes! Dios wio! He talk 
and he talk and he talk! He even get out of the bed and walk around in 
the room and I think he never want to stop talking and lie down to 
make the second sweetness with me. I have to shut his mouth with the 
plenty kisses and givr^ him the special tickle-tickle before he agree to lie 
down with me again. All he want to do is talk about how he hate you 
and how he want to harrow your soul ’ 

‘Anyway, you say he’s eager to have cliildren with you?’ 

‘Eager! You talk it so the soft! Aunt Hendrickje, he want that so the 
very bad I beUeve he kill me with the musket if I say no I not want to 
have any. Yes, he Inmself tell me he want to have the cliildren — same as 
you say he do! You have the brain, Aunt Hendrickje. The plan, it all 
coming out same as you say it wdll work out. We have him good and 
nice. And he so sweet and big and strong. He give me the everything I 
want. I teach liim the new ways, and he Uke them every one, yes. We 
have plenty sweet times. Aunt Hendrickje. This plan, it suit me good, 
good, good. . . .’ 


VII 

Rosaria was nearly three months pregnant with Adrian’s child when 
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Jabez announced casually one morning that he had heard from his 
father and that arrangements were complete for sending Hubertus back 
to the Essequibo. The chief mate of a sliip sailing from Fort Nassau in a 
few days was a good friend of Aert’s and had volunteered to take 
charge of the child during the voyage. 

Adrian offered to accompany them to the fort, and Jabez smiled and 
said: ‘Thank you, Adrian, I should be glad for your company.’ 

So^ Adrian accompanied him, and the two of them arrived back late 
at ni^it after a hard ride on the trail. 

The following morning Hcndrickjc met Jabez coming along the cor- 
ridor and noticed that there was an unusually tense and contemplative 
air about him. It was not until later in the day, however, that she smiled 
at him and commented: ‘My boy, this morning you passed me in the 
corridor as though entirely unaware of my presence. You don’t seem 
yourself to-day. I liope nothing happened yesterday on your way to or 
from the fort to upset ) on unduly?’ 

He looked at her steadily, almost aggressively, and seemed on the 
point of saying something bitter. But his voice was controlled when he 
spoke. ‘No, nothing happened on the way to or from the fort to upset 
me. Adrian and I had a very uneventful journey.’ 

‘I see.’ She seemed puzzled, and evidently wanted to probe him. She 
kept up her pretence of kindly interest, and m(')vcd closer to him. 
Touched his arm affectionately. ‘I think something is the matter, all the 
same, my boy. I’m getting old, and I’m experienced. I sec much that 
younger people don’t.’ 

‘Do you?’ There was no mistaking the sarcasm in liis voice. 

It did not daunt her, however. ‘I fancy,’ she said, ‘I know what your 
troubles arc, my boy. But you must be a philos<^pher, Jabez. If life is to be 
tolerable for some of us we must be prepared to be resigned to our lot.’ 

He said nothing, but the stare he gave her was glassy. 

‘Our world is so fasliioned that we can’t all be happy, Jabez. Those of 
us who have been victims of an unkind fate must brace ourselves with 
the smaller joys in life. Take me, for instance. I’m not a happy woman. 
Much has happened to emb/tcr me. My husband disappointed me. He 
was a poor, effete, contemptible weakling. It may seem cruel to say it, 
but my husband hved off me like a parasite — hved off my womanly 
strength wliile he painted away liis time. My elder son was a dis- 
appointment, too.’ 

After a silence she continuC:d: ‘Another bitter instance was when 
Adrian refused to defend our property that day when the fort sur- 
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rendered. That, perhaps, was the most galling of all. Our family tradi- 
tions are to me precious above cverytliing else in the world. I feel pro- 
foundly about them. To the day of my death I shall be a true van Groen- 
wegel — a fighter hke our ancestors, Kaywana and Adriansen, and 
Grandfather Willcih. NaturaUy, however, I realize that life has to go 
on, and Tm not downcast by my disappointments. I’m thankful for the 
smaller interests that have prospered. I have this plantation, and it is 
doing well. I have Bangara, and he means a lot to me. He satisfies my 
deep physical urges; Tm not ashamed to admit it, for I see no reason 
why one should be ashamed of natural urges; Tin not ashamed of eating. 
I always face the truth, Jabez. 

‘ In your case, my boy, you have your son, and you have the work on 
tlie plantation winch seems to interest you immensely. Why not let 
these things suffice! Wliy not build them up in your imagination and 
make them seem important and worth living for !’ She sighed and added: 
‘Unless, of course’ — a subtle significance came into her tone — ‘imless 
you deem yourself so hopelessly placed in the scheme of hving that 
nothing at all can satisfy you or give you even moderate peace. In that 
case, then, I agree, no one could blame you for committing any rash 
act, for I myself do not see any point in existing in total misery. Not 
that I’m suggesting for one moment that you should do anything fool- 
ish — why, J abez ! ’ 

He had listened to her patiently, a slight smile on liis face; now he 
scowled with such utter contempt and hate that she recoiled. 

Ts anything the matter, my boy? Have I said anytlmig to annoy you?’ 

Without a word he turned and walked away. 

At about five that same day, when Jabez and Adrian were in the com- 
pound superintending the day’s punishments, Ilcndnckje said to 
Rosaria: ‘I can’t understand what could have happened to Jabez over- 
night. Do you think you can explain his attitude toward me to-day?’ 

‘I not sure myself,’ said Rosaria, ‘but I feel it have something to do 
with the httle Hubertus, his sending him to Essequibo. He hate you, 
Aunt Hendrickje. He turn now hke Adrian. I sec it in his eyes the many 
times when I talk to him. And he hate me, too.’ 

Hendrickje looked thoughtful. They were in Rosaria’s room. 

A freakish shower was falling. The late afternoon sunsliine shone 
brilhantly through the hissing drops, and the drops flashed orange and 
blue and green, especially those that dripped from the fohage of the 
trees. 
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The punishments went on just the same. Bangara and Dooley and 
Hoobak were the lashers to-day. Adrian, sheltering in the doorway of 
the tool-shed, stood smoking a long-stemmed pipe and surveying the 
scene with a slightly pensive air. 

Hcndrickjc frowned and murmured: ‘Didn’t Jabcz go out with 
Adrian to see after the punishments?’ 

‘Yes, he go with Adrian. I see him go myself. He not there?’ 

‘No, I don’t sec him. Only Adrian is by the tool-shed.’ 

‘That funny,* said Rosaria. 

The rain abruptly thinned off and ceased. Tlic trees glistened. Long 
shadows lay across the compound, and the air smelt of leaves and gurg- 
ling water seeping swiftly into the earth and into hidden drains. 

‘Perhaps he walk by liimself and gone to look over the logics.’ 

‘Perhaps,’ said Hcudrickje. 

The sounc^ of 1 tom-tom came dully from the vicinity of the logics. 
One of the slaves being flogged began to howl mournfully. High over- 
head, a flock of parrots was passing w ith a remote chatter. They could 
be seen vaguely green against the pink feathers of cloud that streaked 
the sky. 

Adrian moved out into the compound and said something to Dooley, 
and Dooley lowered liis \Yliip and be^an to unbind the tcct and hands 
of the offender. 

Hcudrickje sidled aw’ay from the window’, in ease Adrian should 
happen to glance up, for he w^ould have thought it strange to sec her in 
Rosaria’s room. In his eyes, she and Rosaria were enemies. 

It was Rosaria who heard the smind first. She said: ‘What’s that?’ 

‘What’s what?’ asked llcndnckje. 

‘You not hear something in the passage?’ 

Then Hcudrickje heard it, too. A thump-thump, as of bare feet. 
Someone seemed to be gasping and wliimpering in the corridor. 

‘Somebody crying,’ said Rosaria. She looked frightened. 

Hcndrickjc cocked her head, listening. 

The sound came again. Hcndrickjc w^as about to cross to the door 
when the door was pushed in. 

It was Jabcz. 

Rosaria exclaimed. 

Jabez’s clothes were damp, as though he had been walking in the 
rain. His face was pale and liis eyes bleary. He did not seem to recognize 
them or even to be aware of their presence in the room. He moved to- 
ward the bed with a lumbering, mechanical gait. He was bare-footed, 

319 



children of Kaywana 

his toes and ankles sticky with soft, wet mud. He breathed in audible 
gusts — a laboured wheezing. His lips were parted, and there was a green- 
ish stain around them. A long, thin string of saUva dangled from his chin. 

He collapsed heavily on to the bed. 

Rosaria rushed ttoward him excitably, but Hendrickje restrained her 
before she could touch him. ‘Leave him! Leave him!* 

‘He sick. Aunt Hendrickje! Look liis face!* 

‘Very well, very well,* snapped Hendrickje. ‘Control yourself. Can’t 
you see what*s happened? He’s poisoned liimself. It*s the vegetable con- 
coction Hoobak brews to kill off the evil spirits. Look at liis eyes. The 
pupils are dilated — and traces of the stuff are on his hps.* 

‘What we going to do, Aunt Hendrickje? Run go get the surgeon?* 

‘That would be useless. Remain where you are. Keep your head. 
Don’t you see he’s saved us a lot of trouble?’ 

‘Oh, but it horrible, Aunt Hendrickje! It the very terrible!* 

‘Go to the window and call Adrian.* 

Rosaria obeyed, and Adrian looked up and frowned. ‘ What do you 
want, Rosaria? What’s the matter?* 

‘Something it happen, Adrian. Something bad! Come quick!’ 

Hendrickje did not leave the room. She had taken up a position by 
the bed, pretending to be gravely concerned over the condition of 
Jabez. That was how Adrian found her when he entered. He glanced 
from Rosaria to the bed in a bewildered manner. Rosaria stood behind 
his mother with a frightened look. 

Hendrickje turned abruptly. ‘Adrian! Come and see. Come and see 
what has happened. Have a look and observe what you and this slut 
have driven your poor cousin to do.’ 

‘Are you addressing me?* Adrian snapped. 

‘1 am. Come over here and see. Jabez has poisoned liimself.* 

‘Poisoned liimself?’ The aggressiveness vanished from his manner. 
He came toward the bed. 

Jabez’s face was getting blue. His tongue lolled out. His heavy body, 
stout and awkward, had begun to squirm slowly, and a tliick, rasping 
sound came from deep in liis throat. Idis muddy feet made grey 
smudges on the white sheet. Suddenly he tried to arch liis back, his big, 
paunchy belly bulging forward grotesquely. 

Rosaria, her hand pressed to her mouth, wliimpered softly. 

‘Yes, he’s poisoned himself,* Hendrickje repeated. ‘Through you and 
this strumpet. 1 met liim coming upstairs a few minutes ago and his last 
words were a curse on you and his wife.’ 

320 



Rosaria 

Rosaria broke out: ‘She lie! She he! Adrian, she say that because she 
want you to send me away from here. Jabez not say nothing like that. 
He say to me I must marry you, that he not blame you nor me for what 
it happen between us. That what he say, Adrian. 13clieve me. I not lie. 
I speak true. Your mother, she hate me bad, that why she say Jabez he 
curse you and me. She want me to go away from you.* 

Adrian nodded, glancing from the writhing man to Rosaria and his 
mother. ‘You needn’t be afraid, Rosaria,’ he growled. ‘She can’t harm 
ydti. You’ll stay. She can’t send you away. My God! But Jabez is 
dying. We should do soinctliing. I d better go for the surgeon.’ 

‘No, Adrian. Don’t go. It not the use now. He dying already. Stay 
with me, please. I the too afraid, Adrian.’ 

‘What did he take? How did tliis happen? I don’t understand. He was 
outside with me. He said he was going to inspect the logics. Just before 
the rain down he told me that.’ 

Rosaria was clutching his arm. ‘1 not know nothing, Adrian. Your 
mother, she know about poison. She say it sometliing Hoobak he brew 
for the evil spirits.’ 

Enhghtenmont 'an)>? to liis face. ‘By hell! That disgusting mess! 
They make it from bitter cassava and hog tannia and wild herbs. Where 
did he get it from? Who gave it to Inm?’ J Ic turned suspicious eyes on 
his mother, but Rosaria said quickly: ‘Perhaps he take up the pot 
Hoobak he always leave in the sitting-room on Sunday. It must be that 
how he get it. Adrian, this thing it too horrible, yes. I too bad the 
frightened. Dios mio! Look what come from his mouth now!’ She hid 
her face against him. 

Hendrickje, impassive, stared at the dying man. 

Through the open door a beam of sunlight came in from the corridor 
window. 

In silence, the three of them watched Jabez. The sound of die tom- 
tom could still be heard. Bangara was shouting sometliing to Hoobak 
in a mixture of Portuguese and an African dialect. Hoobak rephed in 
the same patois, for Hoobak, too, had come from Angola. These 
sounds, however, made ?o impression on the senses of Adrian and 
Rosaria and Hendrickje. They hstened to the laboured wheezing 
grunts of Jabez. 

The beam of sunshine faded. The twilight had deepened and insects 
had begun their night-time churring before Jabez finally grew still. The 
bedsheet was smeared with a greenish frothing liquid that had issued 
from his mouth — and with the mud from his feet. In death, liis face and 
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hands appeared bluish-green and blotchy, and his eyes stared wide, the 
pupils dilated to the full circle of the irises. 

Rosaria made a sobbing sound. 

Before Hendrickje left the room she looked at the two of them, her 
tall, shapely form tenJe in the dusk. ‘I hope you’re both satisfied now.’ 
She spoke quietly, her tone laden with venom. ‘You ought to be. You’ve 
got what you wanted.’ 

‘Get out of this room,’ said Adrian coldly. His manner subdued. 

‘I’U go,’ said liis mother. ‘You can remain and console her. But 
before I go, let me tell you tliis, Adrian. If you insist on keeping this 
woman in this house after what has happened this evening I shall wipe 
you completely from my thoughts. I shall never again consider you as 
a relative of mine. You have brought me much bitterness in the past, 
Adrian, but I’ve tried to overlook it. I’ve tried to forgive you as much 
as a mother could. But if you keep this woman beside you I shall never 
forgive you. Never! Never as long as I live!’ 

Adrian uttered a low quavering sound; it seemed an epitome of all 
the hate and triumph of which he was capable. 

‘It wiU have to be so, then, Hendrickje,’ he said. ‘You can wipe me 
from your thoughts. You can cease to look upon me as a relative. I 
ceased to do that toward you fifteen years ago. You can do anything 
you hke now, you despicable monster! Tliis is my day! And I’m glad it 
hurts you! Rosaria will remain here — and perhaps you may be inter- 
ested tx) learn that she is already pregnant with my cliild.’ 

‘Pregnant with your cluld!’ Hendrickje turned her gaze to Rosaria. 
Her grey-green eyes steady. Not by the flicker of an eyelash did she 
betray her true feelings. 

Rosaria slunk behind Adrian, as though in fear, but, in reality, to 
conceal the twitching of her face. It seemed all she could do to prevent 
herself from bursting into a gurgle of creamy laughter. 

Adrian nodded. ‘Yes, she’s pregnant, and now jabez has committed 
this terrible act I’m going to marry her. I’ve just this minute decided.’ 

‘Marry her, Adrian! This half-breed wretch! She’s half Carib!’ 

‘Wasn’t Kaywana half Indian, too? Aha! I knew it would cut you to 
the marrow. I’m glad. This is my moment of victory, Hendrickje, and 
there will be many more such moments for me as time goes on. You 
thought you could defeat me. You didn’t know how strong I was — and 
how clever! I have shown you now that I’m your better, Hendrickje. 
And I mean to live for nothing but to wound you. I’m going to har- 
row your soul. I’m going to fight you and live to see you die a more 
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horrible death than this poor fellow here. It’s you who urged him to do 
it. It’s you. With your insidious methods — your soft tongue. It’s you!* 

Hendrickje left the room. 

‘Go!’ shouted Adrian. ‘Go, you demon! To-morrow Rosaria and I 
set out for Fort Nassau to be married! By hell! Legitimate van Groen- 
wegels with Carib blood! It hurts you! I know it hurts! I want it to 
hurt you!’ 

^ Rosaria, shaking and spluttering, tried to disguise her mirth in a long 
wail. ‘Oh, Adrian, I feel so sorry. C^nly tiling puzzle me is why he take 
off his shoes. Why he bare-foot when he walk in the room? You can 
tell me that, Adrian? I so puzzle at that.* 

Adrian, unheeding, went to the door to shout up the corridor after 
his mother. He bellowed with laughter. 

‘Defeated! Defeated! Haw, haw, haw! Monster! Cur! Defeated! 
Haw, ha’\, La>v, haw !* 

‘Oh, Adrian, 1 puzzled. Jabez, why he bare-footed. . . .’ 

‘Haw, haw, haw! Snake! My day! You hear me! Tliis is my day!’ 



The Old Blood 


I 


‘Is tliis man still ill?’ 

‘Yes, Missy. He got fever.* 

‘He has been ill for a long time.’ 

‘Yes, Missy.* 

‘Haul him out, Bangara. Bring him along.* 

‘What you going to do to liim. Missy?’ 

‘What I did to Pardoom a few weeks ago. Bring liim along. Take 
liim behind the wild pines.* 

Bangara still hesitated, a look of fear on his face — fear of the evil 
spirits. ‘Missy, what you going to do to him? Tell me.* 

Hendrickje did not reply. She gave Bangara a stare. At sixty-five she 
was still erect and shapely. If anytliing, the years had augmented her 
regal bearing. Her hair, too, gave her a certain majesty; the grey 
strands were in the niajority now, and they had a glimmer like the 
glimmer of pewter, 

Bangara’s gaze fell under her stare. 

On the floor of the logic the ill old slave moaned. 

‘The evil spirits cannot harm you for performing a useful act, Ban- 
gara. You yourself have said so before. Pardoom was of no use to us 
because he had grown feeble and diseased, so you disposed of him for 
me. 1 his is a similar case. 1 his man is about seventy-five. He came with 
me from the Esscquibo. He’s only a burden to us now, and we need this 
logie for the new arrivals ro-niorrow. Look at it! In a filthy condition!* 

‘He could get better. Missy — if we give him medicine.’ 

‘No. I*ve asked the surgeon. He says there’s no hope at all for him. 
His age is against him.’ She smiled indulgently and patted Bangara’s 
rump. ‘Trust me, Bangara. We’ll burn a few candles to-night and boil 
some of Hoobak’s death-broth as a precaution against the evil spirits.’ 

Bangara seemed somewhat reassured. 

‘Bring liim along.’ 

The old man moaned. ‘Missy, na take me away. Na bury me, Missy. 
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Me na dead yet. True, Missy. Wakky na dead yet. Two-three more 
days. Please.’ 

‘That’s right, Bangara. Bring him along.* 

From near the smaller water-tank Pedro saw. He ran off. 

Lumea and Jacques and David were in the sitting-room preparing 
their lessons for the following day. Pedro told them: ‘Come quickly. 
Grandma is going to bury a slave.’ 

‘Which one?’ Lumea sprang up at once. 

‘Tft’s Wakky,’ said David. ‘He’s been ill for weeks. I told you Grand- 
ma would have him buried alive as she did to Pardoom.’ 

Lumea chortled. ‘The next one she’ll bury will be Father liimself. I 
heard her saying last week that Father’s no good to himself now and 
may as well be got rid of. All alone in liis room talking to liimself in his 
madness.’ 

‘Come qraJd/,’ Pedro told them. ‘Bangara is pulling him along to 
the same spot wliere :he had Pardoom buried. Bcliind the wild pines.* 

‘If she secs us she’ll flog us,’ said Jacques. ‘We’d better not go.’ 

‘You can tell her you’ve finished your lessons. She won’t say any- 
thing if you’ve firii heJ your lessons.’ 

‘But I haven’t fjiiishcd my lessons.’ 

‘You can still tell her you have, can’t you? What’s a little lie?’ 

‘Yes, Jacques. Come on,’ Lumea urged. ‘Dave. Let’s go.’ 

Jacques yielded, and they all went scampering across the compound 
in the direction of the wild pines. Pedro, however, made them stop near 
the water-tank. 

‘We can watch from here and she won’t know a thing,’ he said. 
‘You lie behind the cask there, Jacques. Lumea, you stay here with me. 
Dave, you go under the tank. You’re small. You can squeeze under.* 

Pedro always directed their exploits. He was the eldest and ten years 
old. He had dead-straight black hair, like his mother’s, and black eyes, 
but he was fair-complcxioned like his father. Only one of the six 
children had inherited any Indian duskiness, and even so it was slight. 
Laurens was the olive-skinned boy. He was the last cliild. He had a 
deformed right foot, and : addled around with a limp. The rest of them 
could easily have passed for pure white. Jacques and Lumea both had 
green eyes and light-brown hair. Lumea was the second and Jacques the 
third cliild. David, who had come fourth, had grey eyes and dark- 
brown hair. Juliana, the next, was an outright blonde, blue-eyed and 
golden-haired. Rosaria had given birth to them one after the other, 
every year, and there would have been others after them had Adrian’s 
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mania not developed into a morbid melancholia which kept him to 
himself day and night, a severe hermit in his room. 

‘Look! There’s Bangara. He’s bringing the spade to dig.’ 

They heard the old slave wailing. ‘Missy, me na dead yet. Wakky na 
dead yet. Missy. Ni bury Wakky yet. Please, Missy.* 

Lumea uttered a whinnying sound. ‘I’d give anything to see them 
throw him in. Remember how Pardoom crawled out again and Ban- 
gara had to hit him on the head with the spade?’ 

Bangara was digging, his mistress looking on. Once she frowned and 
gave the old man a kick, telling him to stop wailing. 

‘You’ll be out of your misery, so what’s the fuss about?’ 

‘Missy, me na dead yet. Me get better soon. Give me till next week. 
Missy. Me get better. True, Missy.’ 

‘About two feet deeper, Bangara. And you’d better widen it more.’ 

When Bangara had completed the job of digging, he and liis mis- 
tress set about tumbling the old slave into the hole. He tried to crawl 
away into the pine clumps, so Bangara had to hit liim over the head 
with his spade and drag him back by an ankle. Hendrickje caught the 
other ankle, and between them they sent him toppling over into the 

E it. Then Bangara muffled his desperate cries with a bucket of quick- 
me, and Hendrickje took up the spade and piled some dirt upon lum. 
Pedro and liis brothers and sister uttered ecstatic crowing sounds. 
Pedro ran the risk of liis grandmother seeing him by standing up to his 
full height so that he could see better. 

Soon there were no more cries — only the sound of the dirt being 
dumped back into the hole and the clink of the spade as it struck a stone. 
The earth, as Hendrickje watched, heaved slowly in the grave. But not 
for long. Bangara worked quickly and efficiently and made a neat 
elongated mound. 

‘The next thing,’ said Hendrickje, ‘is to have that logie thoroughly 
cleaned out. Tell Dissak to take two or three others and have it done 
before darkness falls.’ 

‘Very well. Missy,’ Bangara mumbled, wiping his forehead. He 
looked at her, fear and veneration in his eyes. 

II 

Some nights Adrian would pace up and down in his room talking to 
himself. No longer did the children bother to climb on to the cup- 
board in their room to peer at him through the lattice-work at the top 
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‘Yes, Grandma/ 

‘Very good. Never stand impertinence from a slave, my boy. Always 
let them know that you’re a van Groenwegel. A superior person. They 
are your inferiors. Mere dirt!’ She patted his head and went her way. 

On another occasion Lumea and Pedro trapped two black centipedes 
in a bottle. With innocent expressions on their faces they approached 
Sakky who was pounding cassava in a mortar. Pedro suddenly brought 
the bottle from beliind liis back, opened it and shook out the centipedes 
do^n Sakky’s bosom. 

The woman sprang up, dashing down the pestle. She shrieked and 
tore at her clothes. She capered about in fierce pain as the venomous 
creatures sank their fangs into her flesh. 

Pedro and Lumea danced about in delight. 

‘That will keep you warm for a few days, Sakky.’ 

‘You’re lo get fever from the bites.’ 

‘You won’t have to work for the next day or two. You should thank 
us. Go on. Say “Thank you, Massa”.’ 

Later, Hendrickje twinkled at them: ‘So I understand you’ve been 
experimenting wit^ o iitipedes on Sakky?’ 

Lumea giggled. Pedro smiled uncertainly. 

‘Rather cruel thing, don’t you tliink?’ 

‘She gave me rudeness yesterday. Grandma,’ said Pedro. 

‘That’s a lie, Pedro. You know as well as 1 do that you did it out of 
sheer wanton cruelty.’ She stood frowning upon them, her manner 
faintly appraising. Then in a purring, good-natured voice she told 
them: ‘ I don’t mind your being cruel, children, but there is such a thing 
as being orderly in one’s cruelty. You’re growing up, Pedro. One day 
you’ll have the responsibility of managing these slaves — and I want you 
to handle them like a man. Like a van Groenwegel. No softness. Be 
hard. Show no mercy. But — note this, my boy — never inflict pain for 
the sake of inflicting pain. No matter how much you may want to revel 
in seeing others squirm in pain, control yourself. Punish viciously — but 
punish only when punishment is merited. In this way you’ll make them 
fear and respect you without hating you. The people who fear and 
respect you are your potential assassins, but add hatred to their fear and 
respect and you augment the potentiahty a thousandfold.’ 

She patted his head and moved on, going upstairs slowly and with 
conscious majesty. 
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III 

Wednesday, every other week, was letter-writing day, for Hendrickje 
insisted that they mast keep in touch with the Esscquibo branch of the 
family. ‘ We must never lose contact with them,’ she said. ‘It is only by 
holding together as one loyal group that we can be a powerful family. 
Our devotion to each other must not be merely warm ; it must be perfer- 
vid. It must be unassailable. A van Groenwegcl for a van Groenwegel.’ 

Jacques, droll and casually innocent, posed the statement: ‘But, 
Grandma, Faustina is illegitimate. That sea captain was her father, and 
he never married her mother. You told us so yourself’ 

‘That matters not! Her mother is a van Groenwegel — your Cousin 
Mathilde. So long as a drop of the blood of Kaywana and Adriansen 
runs in her veins she is entitled to be treated as one of the family. Fur- 
thermore, she goes by the name of van Groenwegel, and that settles the 
matter. In Suriname, too, we have your Great-grand-aunt Susannah 
and her family. It is true that the fanuly name has been lost, but the 
blood is stiU there — and, most important of all, Susannah is one of our 
heroines, remember. Tell me something about her, David.’ 

‘She was in the raid of 1666. She and Great-grandfather Laurens 
repelled the attack on the house and kept the slaves under them from 
panicking. Great-grandfather Laurens accidentally struck her with his 
elbow in her eye, but she didn’t cry. She went on loading the muskets.’ 

‘Good. In May next we are all going to write to her to congratulate 
her on her ninetieth birthday.’ 

Jacques, however, had not finished. Digging at the window-sill, he 
said: ‘Grandma, what about Father’s slave children who hve in the 
logics outside? Arc they to be treated, too, as members of the family?’ 

For an instant a dangerous gleam hngered in his grandmother’s eyes. 
Then she smiled. ‘It’s evidently your spcciahty, Jacques, to ask questions 
that are absurd. No! Your father’s illegitimate slave children arc out- 
casts. Your father brought them into the world with the deliberate in- 
tention of spiting me. They are kinky-headed mulattoes. Blood or no 
blood, no kinky-headed people will be admitted into our family pale. 
Understand that once and for ever!’ 

It was through corresponding with the Esscquibo folk tliat they 
learnt of Flora’s coming to Bcrbice. Flora, Aert’s daughter, was mar- 
ried to a Teuffer, and the Tcuffer family had decided to leave Esscquibo 
and settle in Berbice. ‘They lost heavily with tlieir last coffee crop,’ 
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Acrt told Hendrickje in a letter, ‘and have concluded that the prospects 
for the future don’t seem bright enough to merit their remaining in 
Essequibo.’ 

The Tcuffcrs were given a concession on the Berbice Paver, and they 
were no sooner settled when Hendrickje arranged for an exchange of 
visits. Flora took a great hking to Juhana, and even suggested adopting 
her as a playmate for her own two children, Sarah and Vincent. Hen- 
drickje told her: T shall consider it wl'ten she is a year or two older. I 
ihust have her well grounded in our traditions. Flora, before I let her 
out of my sight.* 

To the children Hendrickje said: T want you to cultivate your 
cousins and their family on the Bcrbice. They live near the fort, and the 
people you will meet through them are people who will be ot use to 
you in time to come. You must always take care to cultivate influential 
people. fnrt officials and the Company planters are the people who 
matter. Play up to them. Get them on your side. Use them!* 

It did not take Flora long, however, to discover about Bangara and 
Bomba and the general state of morals in the Canje household. Sarah 
and Vincent, on return home from a visit to the Canje, shocked 
their parents by ' s peating one of Bomba’s jumbie-man-jumbic-woman 
stories. They told, too, of what they had seen. ‘One night,* Sarah said — 
she was five — ‘Lumea lifted us on top the cupboard, and we saw Bomba 
and Aunt Rosaria in bed. We could see them through the lattice-work. 
I hey were both naked, and when Vincent laughed. Aunt Rosaria 
looked up and saw us— and she laughed, too. She laughed and pointed 
up at us, and Bomba put out the candle on the table, but Aunt Rosaria 
said: “Why did you put it out. Bomba? It’s good for them to see. They 
must learn how to do the sweetness like ns.” * 

Sarah and Vincent never spent time again at the Canje house. Flora 
made polite excuses wliich did not deceive Hendrickje. But Hen- 
drickje did not take offence. In a letter to Flora she said: ‘My dear, I 
suppose it was inevitable that you would come to hear of the scandalous 
doings of your late brother’s wife. I have spoken to her until I am tired. 
She is too seasoned in vice to change. As a mother she is a failure, and I 
merely tolerate her presence here because I cannot do better. . . .* 
Toward the end of the letter she said: ‘Little Juhana is such a dear 
creature. I dread the influence of the older ones upon her. In fact, I am 
seriously considering accepting your offer to have her there with you 
permanently. You must let me know what you feel in the matter — if 
you are still wiUing to take her. . . 
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Flora replied, making no reference whatever to Rosaria, but simply 
stating diat she would be pleased to have JuHana at any time. Her letter, 
indeed, was significantly brief and to the point, and Hcndrickje mur- 
mured to herself: ‘This requires prompt action. Flora’s temperature is 
dropping.’ * 

When, however, she made the announcement that Juhana was to be 
sent to the Teuffers, Rosaria had somctliing to say. 

‘No, Mother, 1 not hke dais plan. How you can send my little JuHana 
away from us? She my child. I want her to remain here.’ 

‘Since when have you become so loving a mother! Why didn’t you 
make a fuss when Hubertus was sent to the Essequibo!’ 

‘That long ago, and Hubertus he was a baby.’ 

Hcndrickje shrugged. ‘It can’t be helped what you feel in the matter, 
Rosaria. It’s for the good of the family that Juliana should be adopted 
by the Teuffer family. She’ll provide a splendid link with the Berbice 
River people, and we need such a hnk.’ 

Rosaria had always submitted to her mother-in-law’s ruhng, but on 
this occasion she held out. ‘I not care about no family,’ she said. ‘What 
I say is Juhana she my child, and 1 not part with her.’ 

‘Very wcU,* said Hcndrickje. ‘You can make your choice. Either 
Juliana goes — or Bomba.’ 

Rosaria laughed. ‘ Oh, that the trick you try on me, yes? No, Mother, 
that not work with me. I missy in this house same as you, and if I want to 
keep Bomba you not say one word to me. You can’t send laim away.’ 

‘You ^eem to be alarmingly ignorant of the law in such matters. Has 
it ever occurred to you that this plantation and all the slaves on it are my 
property? It’s a pity you can’t read or I should let you see the docu- 
ments in order to convince you. I’m at hberty to sell one or all the 
slaves if I so desire, and I am informing you now that if I hear any more 
objections from you concerning my sending Juhana to the Teuffer 
family I shall send Bangara to Fort Nassau to arrange for the sale of 
Bomba.’ 

Rosaria put her arm akimbo and blazed: ‘You go to hell! Do all you 
hke. Sell Bomba if you want. I not care. I find other man quick time. 
Plenty other man take me if I only look at them. And white man, too. 
Jacques Fouric, he give me the eye plenty time. Jan de Groot. Hendrik 
de Fruizt. Raoul Laplace. All planter white men, they hke me come and 
sleep with them if I only raise my finger. So what you talk about seUing 
die Bomba! Sell him! But I keep my child here. If you send her away I 
$o to Fort Nassau and make trouble for you.’ 
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Hendrickje remained unruffled. She smiled and said: ‘Very well, 
Rosaria,’ and turned and went upstairs. That very day she wrote Flora, 
saying: Tt will be a relief to get Juliana out of this sordid house, and I 
am sure she will be happy in your midst. Her mother has raised no 
objection to her being adopted by you. On the contrary, she seems only 
too relieved to be rid of her. . . . 

Juhana, who had overheard the row, sobbed and said: T don’t like 
Mother. Grandma is much better. Grandma would have let me go to 
Aunt Flora, and I so wanted to go!* 

Pedro soothed her. ‘Don’t worry. Grandma will have her way. It 
doesn’t matter what Mother says. Grandma always wins.’ 

‘I’m sorry I missed the fight,’ rued David (Lumea who had witnessed 
the quarrel in the absence of the boys, had, on their return, described a 
wild, desperate fight between Rosaria and Hendrickje). Ts the blood 
still on tlv' Jining-room floor, Lumea?’ 

‘No. Dissak and a few others came in and cleaned it up. Everything 
is in order again. I believe Mother is upstairs hatching a plan to kill 
Grandma. We’re going to have some sport in tliis house before long.’ 

‘Where’s Jacqn.s, by the way?’ asked Pedro, who did not believe a 
word of Lumea s story. T haven’t seen any tiling of liim for the mom- 
ing.’ 

‘I saw liim in the bamboos liidiiig near the Siki Creek,’ said David. 
‘Two slave girls were batliing there, and he was spying on them.’ 

Hendrickje went ahead with her preparations to send Juliana to the 
Teuffers. Rosaria sulked. Two days after the quarrel she said to Juliana: 
‘I your mother, yes. I tell you you not going nowhere. You listen to me. 
Your grandmother, she not make you. 1 make you in my belly, and I 
must say where you go and where you not go.’ 

Juliana sucked her teeth and turned off. 

Rosaria rushed at her and bo^xd her, and Juliana ran off sobbing. 

The others consoled her. ‘Don’t worry. Grandma always wins.’ 

IV 

That night there was no moon, and a cool steady breeze came from the 
east under a cloudless, starry sky. 

Bangara went to liis mistress’s room twice a week, and this was one 
of his off nights. His logie was the one nearest to the large water-tank. 
Both water-tanks were locked every evening, tlie cocks being enclosed 
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in box-likc contraptions, and the keys were brought into the house. 
1 his was to prevent a w aste of water, for during the night the slaves 
had been in the habit of drawing w'atcr for various trivial purposes. The 
keys were hung on a nail in the pantry. 

Jacques, a light sleeper — he was a nervous boy — woke suddenly and 
stared around at the darkness. He and Pedro and David slept in one big 
bed. Lumea and Laurens and Juhana occupied another in the same 
room. 

Jacques wondered what could have awakened him. He heard the in- 
sects outside, and he could sec a few stars winking at the window. As 
he watched, a firc-fly flashed past brightly. 

He had just decided that he must have been roused by a screech-owl 
— owls sometimes flew past the window and awakened him; he heard 
one now in the distance — and was turning over to settle down again 
when he heard a faint thud and knew that it came from the next room; 
his mother’s room. It was the door; the door had been shut. He heard 
the creak of the key in the lock. Perhaps Bomba had gone downstairs 
to get something for Ins mother, he told himself. Again he prepared to 
settle down. 

Almost at once, however, a sharp crackling noise caused liim to raise 
his head. It came from outside. 

He waited, his ear cocked alertly. 

He heard it again. Wrinkled liis nose and sniffed. 

Hopping over Pedrp, he got out of bed and crossed swiftly and 
silently to a window. He looked out across the compound toward the 
logics where the household slaves slept, but there seemed nothing 
wrong. Then he craned liis head far out and looked in the direction of 
the large water-tank. . . . Wasn’t that a glow? . . . Bangara’s logie was 
the first one you came to after passing the large water-tank. 

He saw a flame shoot up above the tank. He turned from the window. 
‘Pedro! Dave! Lumea! Wake up — quick! Wake up!’ 

From the next room his mother called: ‘Jacques! What wrong, boy? 
What you waking the others for?’ 

‘There’s a fire. Mother! It’s Bangara’s logie!’ 

‘That stupid, boy! Go back to bed!’ There seemed more anger and 
impatiehce than was necessary in her tone. 

‘Look out of your window. Mother! It’s true!’ 

Pedro had awakened. ‘What’s the matter? Is that you, Jacques?’ 

‘Yes. Bangara’s logie is, on fire, Pedro. Wake up!* 

‘Fire! What!* Pedro was out of bed at a leap. He rushed to the win- 
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dow and looked out. ‘You’re right! It’s Bangara’s logic. Mother! Wake 
up! There’s a fire outside!’ 

Luniea and the others were awake. All of them went dashing out into 
the corridor. Pedro hammered on the door of his grandmother’s room. 

‘Grandma! Wake up! Fire!’ 

There was a stirring. Hendrickje called sleepily: ‘What’s that? Who 
is shouting Hke that at this time of night?’ 

‘Fire, Grandma! Bangara’s logic is on fire!’ 

Otitsidc, the slaves in the household logics were waking up. The 
compound flickered redly with the glow of the flames. 

Bomba and Rosaria hastened dowai the corridor, Rosaria naked, 
Bomba with only troiibcrs on and carrying a lighted candle that 
threatened to go out at any second. Dow^nstairs there was a hammering 
on the kitchen door. 

Pedro rcafF^.T pantry first and reached up to the nail where the 
keys for the watcr-ta^iks wTre hung. Then he exclaimed: ‘Who has 
removed the keys? Where arc the keys for the tanks?’ 

David opened the kitchen door. It was Dissak and Hoobak and 
Dooley. 

‘Where the keys, Massa? Where the keys?’ Dissak asked excitedly, 
pushing past David into the pantry. Pedro bawled: T can’t find the 
keys!’ 

They saw ITendrickje coming, in nightgown, her tw’o long loose 
plaits dangling behind her back like pew^ter snakes softly a-glimmer in 
the light of the two candles Lumea had lit on the dining-table. 

‘Get out of the way, Pedro,’ she said to Pedro as she entered the 
pantry. ‘Dissak! Dook'y! Hoobak! What arc you doing in here? Why 
aren’t you at the tanks?’ 

‘We come for the keys, Missy. We w^ant the keys.’ 

‘The keys aren’t here. Grandma!’ 

Bomba and Rosaria appeared from the dining-room. Bomba’s 
candle was still alight. I lendrickje glanced toward the nail where the 
keys were always hung. ‘Where are the keys? Who has removed them?’ 

‘I was first down, Grandma,’ said Pedro, ‘but they weren’t there. 
Somebody had removed them before I came down.’ 

Marrak came in crying: ‘Quick! The keys! Bangara inside the logie 
calling out for help. He burning up! Dissak, where the keys for the 
tanks?’ 

‘What’s that, Marrak? Is Bangara inside the logie?’ 

‘Yes, Missy. He lock up inside. He can’t conic out.’ 
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‘what do you mean? How could he be locked up inside?* 

‘Missy, the door lock up from outside — and dc windows. Somebody 
do it on purpose. They pile up boxes and wood before the door and the 
windows and set the trash roof on fire. Brambles pile up all round the 
logie and buming.*No chance go near to break open the door, Missy. 
Dis is spite work, Missy Hendrickje.* 

‘Good God! But where are the keys? Where are the keys, I say?’ She 
looked from one to the other of them. ‘Pedro! Are you sure you didn’t 
touch them?’ 

‘No, Grandma. I swear it. They weren’t there when I looked.* 

‘ Someone in tliis house must have taken them from that nail. Who 
was it? Speak up!’ She fixed her gaze on Rosaria. ‘Rosaria! Do you 
know anytliing of tliis? Did you come down here at any time to- 
night?’ 

Rosaria gave a sulky grunt and said: ‘I not know notliing about no 
keys. I Was in my bed. You not see me here naked?’ 

Bomba, beside her, sliifted about liis feet uncomfortably. 

Hendrickje pointed at them. ‘You two know of this! Bomba! Speak 
up! Where are the keys for the tanks? Produce them tliis instant!’ 

‘Not know. Missy,’ said Bomba. He changed the candle to his other 
hand, glancing about sliiftily. 

‘Grandma, let’s break open the locks,’ said Pedro. ‘We have no time. 
That trash roof will fall in any moment.’ 

‘Dissak, break open the locks. Hurry!’ 

Dissak and Hoobak and Marrak rushed off. Pedro squeezed past 
Bomba and his mother and dashed after them. Hendrickje took two 
paces up to Bomba and grasped him by the throat. Her eyes, in the 
candle-light, were bestial. 

‘Where arc those keys? Tell me! Or, by God, I’ll have you branded 
and tarred and feathered this very night!’ 

Bomba could have hurled her off with ease, but the fear she struck 
into him made liis knees weak; his knees literally knocked together. He 
quavered: T not know, Missy.’ The candle sagged forward and dripped 
grease on to the floor. Jacques reached out and took it from him. They 
heard Lumea call from the dining-room: ‘Grandma! The roof has 
fallen in!’ And David: ‘The one wall is caving in!’ 

Hendrickje snatched the candle from Jacques and jabbed it under 
Bomba’s chin. ‘Tell me! Tell me! Who did that out there. Bomba? 
Who did it? Was it you and Missy Rosaria?’ 

Bomba yelled with pain and sprang back. The candle had gone out, 
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but the glare of those in the dining-room struck into the pantry. 
Rosaria was turning to go when Hendrickjc, like a puma, flew after 
her and grabbed her arm. ‘Come! Come! Don’t go. We’re going to 
settle this now. You two know about tliis fiendish act. Confess it, con- 
fess it! Jacques, hght the candle again. Bring in two from the dining- 
room. Let me watch the faces of these two devils.’ 

Jacques obeyed. He placed two candlesticks on a dresser. The fire did 
not interest him; only this scene in the pantry. He kept sucking in his 
hp affd massaging his wrist, liis green eyes wide. 

‘I’ll crack every bone in your body, you dirty harlot, if you don’t 
confess. It was you and tliis black brute who set fire to that logic!’ 

Rosaria jerked her arm free and stepped back. ‘Go to hell! What 
right you got ask me questions?’ 

Bomba was edging toward the outer door. Hendrickjc turned upon 
him. ‘Stay wlicit you are, Bomba! Not one inch further!’ 

‘Grandma, come anil see! The whole tiling is collapsing!’ 

‘Look at the sparks!’ 

Pedro came in, breathless. ‘Grandma, it’s no use. He’s finished. He’s 
burnt up. They can’t ^et it him.’ 

His night-shirt was wet and soiled, for be had been helping to throw 
water on the fire. He was about to rush away again when liis grand- 
mother stayed him. ‘Pedro, call Dissak and Dooley and Raffy. Let 
Marrak remain and direct the others in putting out the fire. Quick! 
Call them.’ 

‘Very well. Grandma.’ He hurried olF. 

Jacques was huddled in the space betwTen the dresser and the cup- 
board in wliich the kitchen pots and pans were kept. 

Rosaria was muttering to herself in a surly voice, her way into the 
dining-room barred by lier mother-in-law. Outside, the crackling of 
the flames and the shouts of the men made an awesome confusion in 
the night. In the dining-room, Luniea and David and Juhana and 
Laurens kept calling out news about the fire in an intermittent running 
commentary. 

‘They’re beating out the fames now^!’ David called just as footsteps 
pattered on the three steps at the pantry door and Dissak and Dooley 
and Raffy came in. They were sweaty and blowing hard. 

‘Dissak! Raffy! Dooley! Seize Bomba and this woman and take 
them upstairs. It was they who set the fire!’ 

Bomba uttered a wliimper arid darted into the dining-room. Dissak 
ran in after him. David, on the point of shouting another comment on 
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the fire, felt a rough push and saw Bomba jump through the window 
and land on the ground four or five feet below. Then Di<?sak came up 
and jumped after lum and began to chase him across the compound. 

In the pantry Jacques kept his hp sucked in hard as he watched Ins 
grandmother and ‘Dooley and RafFy struggling with his mother. 
Rosaria squirmed and kicked and used her head as a biitting-ram. She 
bit Dooley on his wrist and drew blood. David and Liimea came 
scampering in from the dining-room, but Juhana and Laurens watched 
Dissak chasing Bomba Bomba tripped against the roots of a sapodilla 
tree and fell, and Dissak sprang upon Inm and the two men began to 
roll about on the ground, barely visible in the glow of the dying fire. 
Other slaves came up to assist Dissak. 

In the pantry Rosaria struggled with savagery Dooley tried to grab 
her legs, but she kicked out and sent him staggering. He rushed in 
again and wrapped lus arms abe^ut her thighs, gonlla-like. 1 hat put her 
off balance, and RafFy who was holding her one arm and Hendnckjc 
the other went down with her in a confused pile, Dooley’s head pinned 
between Rosaria’s body and Rafiy’s chest. Dooley had to relax lus 
gorilla hold, and Rosaria squirmed free and began to kick out and bite. 
She caught Hendnckjc a blow on the cheekbone, then RafFy it her a 
hefty blow in the face and Dooley tumbled lier backward and kneeled 
on her chest, RafFy quickly pinning down her arms She spat out obs- 
cemties in Spanish and Dutch, strugghng all the wlulc, her full loose 
breasts waggling Ground like two separate living things shiny and 
sweaty in the candle-hght. 

Jacques cried out and cringed back as his grandmother crouched 
down and began to hammer her fists down on Rosaria’s face. 

David and Lumea were fascinated by the sight 

‘What has Mother done^’ David muttered, for the fourth time. 

Jacques cried out from lus corner ‘Grandma, you’ll kill her’ You’ll 
kill her’ Please don’t lut her any me^rc’’ 

‘She’s a murderer’’ lus grandmother shouted, staggering erect. ‘A 
fiend of hell’ It was she who set the fire’ That poor man burnt to 
death ’ Put her in the stocks, men ’ 7 ake her outside ’ W here is Bomba? 
Has Dissak caught lum yet^’ 

Dissak and two others were bringing Bomba who wailed and begged 
for mercy. ‘Missy Rosaiia tell me to do it’ Missy send me. I not want 
to do It, but Missy order 1 must obey if Missy order me ’ 

‘Put him in the stocks, Dissak. Take him off’’ Hendrickje kicked 
Rosaria savagely as the men bore her outside. ‘Take her out! Leave 
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them both in the stocks until to-morrow. I’m going to tear them limb 
from hmb, I swear it!’ 

Jacques, meanwliile, had taken a candle and gone upstairs to his 
father’s room. He pushed the door in cautiously and peered inside. 

Adrian was awake. He sat in a chair, his chin resting in a cupped 
hand. He turned liis licad and stared blankly at Jacques. There was no 
recognition in his sunken eyes. His unkempt beard was clogged with 
bits of dried food. The whole room smelt frowsy and foetid. The bed- 
sheet looked soiled and grey as though it had not been changed for 
weeks. Jacques heard his father muttering to himself, but he could not 
make out the words. He withdrew the candle, shut the door softly and 
returned downstairs to the others. He told them: ‘Father is all right. 
The noise didn’t upset him. He’s sitting in a chair talking to liimself as 
he does during the day.* 

David V ant.d to know whether they had found any bones among 
the ruins. Pedro said they wouldn’t be able to search for anything until 
dayhght. ‘1 he embers are still glowing. They can’t do anything until 
they are out. But why should Mother and Bomba have done a tiling 
hkc this? That’s whjt « can’t understand. Why kill oft Bangara because 
she and Grandma had a row over Juhana? And those keys — what hap- 
pened to them?’ 

‘Mother must have taken them oft the nail and hidden them so as to 
delay the men getting water from the tanks.’ 

‘Yes, I believe Lumea is right,’ David nodded. ‘It’s that. The keys are 
upstairs in Mother’s room. Jacques, go up and see if you find them.’ 

Jacques was off at once. He came down presently jmgling the keys. 
‘I found them on the dressing-table.’ 

‘You see that!’ David exclaimed. ‘Another did it. Grandma was right 
to beat her face. Mother is a murderer.’ 

‘And Bomba confessed,’ Lumea said. They’re both dirty murderers.* 

‘What do you think Grandma is going to do with them to-morrow?’ 
There was a pained, nervous look on Jacques’ face as he asked the 
question. 

‘ She’s going to brand E niba, of course. Bomba is only a slave, so it 
won’t be necessary to have him sent to Fort Nassau for trial before the 
Council of Justice. I don’t know w'hat she’ll do with Mother. Perhaps 
she’ll put her to sit on broken bottles,’ Pedro added in an off-hand 
voice. 

‘By law they should be tried,’ said Lumea. ‘They should both be 
taken to Fort Nassau to appear before the Council of Justice.’ 
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* We all know that/ shrugged Pedro, ‘but whoever bothers to go to 
all that trouble over a mere slave! The matter can be settled by us here.’ 

David chortled and danced about. ‘Think of the fun ! I hke brandings. 
The last time it was Bukky. Remember when Bukky stole those plan- 
tains and yams! He f^tinted after the first iron.’ 

Dissak came in and hung the keys for the stocks on the nail over the 
sideboard where they were always kept, and David asked liim: ‘You’ve 
locked them in securely, Dissak? They won’t escape?’ 

‘No, Massa. I lock them in good. They can’t get away,’ smiled 
Dissak. 

Hendrickje was calling from upstairs. ‘Come up! All of you down 
there! Get back to your beds!’ 

They went racing up the stairs — all of them save Jacques who Hngered 
to say to Dissak: ‘Dissak, to-morrow you must attend to Father. His 
beard is dirty with food. And give his room a cleaning out.’ 

‘Very well, Massa. I do dat to-morrow.’ 

Jacques went upstairs slowly. In bed, he did not join in the talking, 
and after the others were asleep he was still awake. 

The noise of voices outside gradually died away. A beetle buzzed in 
the darkness above the tester. He could hear it hitting itself about in the 
rafters. Suddenly he got out of bed and left the room silently. He went 
downstairs, tiptoed his way across tlie sitting-room and dining-room. 
He stopped at the sideboard, pulled out a drawer in careful silence, and 
using it as a ledge, hauled liimself up until he could reach the bunch of 
keys on the nail. He secured them, got down and crept into the pantry, 
then let himself out, hesitated near the steps, looking slowly round. He 
then crossed quickly to where the stocks were under the sapodilla trees. 

He heard a gasp from liis mother. ‘Who that?’ 

Near by. Bomba stirred and lifted his head. 

‘Don’t make noise. Mother. Please. I’ve come to set you free.’ 

‘Massa Jacques?’ 

‘Yes, Bomba. Quiet. Please.’ 

‘You got the keys, Jacques?’ 

‘Yes, Mother, I’ve got them. I can’t bear to know they’re treating 
you like this. That’s why I want to set you free. You think you can get 
away somewhere where they can’t find you?’ 

‘Yes. Yes, we get away. Turn the keys quick. Good boy! Good boy!’ 

‘If Grandma Imew she’d kill me.’ 

When they were both free he said: ‘What about some food? You 
want me to get you something from the pantry before you go?’ 
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‘No, no. Not bother about that. We find somehow.* 

‘You may be hungry later. And you’re naked. Let me get you some 
clothes and food.’ 

‘Yes, Missy, he right. We might have to walk around for days before 
we come to somebody who can help us.’ 

‘Hurry, then, Jacques. Good boy.’ 

He returned to the house, hung the keys over the sideboard again, 
th^ crept upstairs to his mother’s room. In passing liis grandmother’s 
room he trembled. But he was still undiscovered as he let liimself out 
through the pantry door with the bundle of liis mother’s clothes he had 
wrapped together hurriedly. He took them to her, then hurried back 
into the pantry and got food for them. He was nearly whimpering with 
excitement as he handed to her the parcel with the foodstuffs. 

‘You must take care of yourself, Mother. Don’t let snakes bite you. 
I’m so sorry Grandma beat you hke that. Did she hurt you badly?’ 

‘No, that notliing. Only httle blood come. 1 make her pay for that 
soon, yes. Don’t worry, boy.’ She patted his head biicfly. ‘You good 
boy, Jacques. I not think you so good. Go upstairs quick before they 
find you.’ 

He hurried away, but paused half-way across the compound to 
glance back. Like ghostly shapes he could make them out in the star- 
hght. They were still under the sapodilla trees. They seemed to be dis- 
cussing which way to go. He began to massage has wrist nervously. 
Then he saw them move off and vanish into the darkness. 

V 

‘There is a traitor in this house,’ said Hendrickjc, ‘and I mean to dis- 
cover who it is. I locked that pantry door myself after you had all gone 
to bed. Whoever it was took down those keys and went outside and 
set the prisoners free is in this room. I didn’t do it, and your father, in 
his condition, could not have done it. Therefore it is one of you cliild- 
ren who is guilty. Wliich one of you was it? Pedro! Was it you?’ 

‘No, Grandma. I swear it wasn’t.’ 

‘You’re so seasoned a liar you’d swear by the thing you hold most 
sacred and still be telhng a falsehood.’ 

‘I mean it. Grandma. It wasn’t 1. 1 went to bed with the others. We 
all went to bed together.’ 

‘Yes,’ David nodded. ‘We all went to bed together.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lumea. ‘ Wc all went to bed together.’ 
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Jacques had a suggestion to make. ‘Grandma, the two dining-room 
windows were open. David and Lumea and Juliana and Laurens were 
standing at them looking out at the fire. Isn’t it possible that one of the 
slaves could have climbed in and got the keys? Mother might have 
promised him a bribt to do it.* 

Pedro snapped his fingers. ‘Hell! I never thought of that.’ 

‘It must be that,’ said Lumea. ‘Mother bribed one of the slaves.’ 

Hendrickje frowned. ‘Those two windows remained open, did they?’ 

‘Yes, Grandma. I’m sure it was through there the person who got the 
keys must have come in,’ said Jacques. He spoke calmly, his manner 
languid and casual. 

‘It didn’t occur to me that those two windows had remained open,’ 
Hendrickje said. She looked thoughtful for a moment, then said: ‘Very 
well. You may all go.’ She went into the pantry, and they heard her 
calling Dissak. Pedro said: ‘I tliink I know who it is. It’s that fellow in 
Number Seven Gang — Pajaro. He always Hked Mother. I’ve heard liim 
say he wished he were in Bomba’s place.’ 

‘That’s right,’ Lumea agreed, clenching her hands. ‘It’s he, Pedro. 
It’s he. I’ve caught him more than once spying on Mother from Iiis 
lo^ie when she went to feed the rabbits.’ 

^That’s no evidence,’ said Pedro. ‘They all spied on Mother. What do 
you expect when she walked around the place with only a thin bodice 
on and notliing underneath?’ 

‘Last night she didn’t even have that on,’ David chortled. 

‘I’m sure it’s Pajaro,’ said Pedro, nodding. ‘I’m going to tell Grand- 
ma. He ought to get the branding instead.’ 

‘But didn’t you just say there was no definite evidence against him?’ 
said Jacques. ‘Why jump on him and say he did it?’ 

‘C3h, well, one of them did it, so what docs it matter? The point is to 
mete out a good branding and teach them a lesson. Even if Pajaro didn’t 
do it, the one who did will see what happens to Ihm and take warning.’ 

‘That doesn’t sound fair to me,’ murmured Jacques. 

‘You don’t have to be fair to slaves,’ said Pedro. ‘Oh, Grandma!’ 

Hendrickje had just come in. ‘Yes? What is it?’ 

‘I believe we have our man. It’s Pajaro who did it.’ 

‘Pajaro? Well, I did mention his name to Dissak as a suspect. What 
gives you reason to think it might be he?’ 

‘He was hanging around the house before Dissak locked Mother and 
Bomba in the stocks. Tsaw him myself from the window here.’ 

Jacques opened his mouth to say sometliing, then shut it. 
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Hcndrickjc grunted. ‘Is that so?’ She gave Pedro a shrewd look, *I 
hope you’re not lying.’ 

‘No, Grandma. That’s the truth. Dave, don’t you remember last 
night we looked out there and saw Pajaro? The light from the candles 
was shining down through the window and I saw him. I even told 
Dave that Pajaro must be waiting around there because Mother was in 
die house here naked. He likes Mother, Grandma. I heard him say 
already he wished he were in Bomba’s place.’ 

‘\H/eren’t you outside helping to put out the fire? How is it you were 
able to tell David this?* 

Pedro, however, never lost liis head when lying. He said: ‘Don’t you 
remember I came in for a few minutes when you and Rosaria and the 
men were fighting in the pantry? It’s then 1 saw him. Dave, you re- 
member, don’t you?’ 

‘That’s right, Gratidma. We both saw liim.’ 

‘I saw liim, too,’ Luinea nodded. ‘I didn’t tliink anything of it at the 
time. He was moving about under the window.’ 

Hendrickje looked slowly from one to the otlicr of them and smiled 
shghtly. ‘Are you prepared to say tliis before Pajaro’s face?’ 

‘Yes, Grandma!’ Pedro said. 

‘Yes, Grandma!’ David said. 

Lumea, too, without hesitation, said: ‘Yes, Grandma!’ 

Hendrickje looked at Jacques. ‘ What of you, Jacques?’ 

‘No, Grandma. I was in the pantry with you and Mother all the 
time. Don’t you remember I was standing near the dresser?’ 

‘Yes, I do recall having seen you in there. Laurens! Juhana! Come 
here! Did you see Pajaro outside the dining-room windows at any time 
last night?’ 

Laurens glanced at Pedro, hesitated, then nodded. ‘Yes, Grandma.’ 

Juhana shook her head. ‘I don’t remember seeing liim. Grandma.* 

An hour or so later Pajaro said: ‘Massa Pedro, you say you see me out- 
side the window there last night, Massa?’ 

‘I did. You were hanging about under the window in a very queer 
way.’ 

‘Yes, I saw you, too,’ David said. ‘You were prowhng about.’ 

‘Yes, prowhng about,’ Laurens nodded. ‘Prowhng all about.’ 

‘That’s right,’ Lumea confirmed. ‘Prowhng everywhere.’ 

‘Missy Hendrickje! I swear it true. Missy. I never come nowhere near 
the house. All the time I help throw water on the fire. True, Missy.’ 
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His mistress smiled stonily, her arms folded across her breast. *It is 
most pecuhar, Pajaro, that four of my grandchildren should state so 
emphatically that they saw you out there. No, Tm afraid the evidence is 
against you.’ 

‘Missy, I can call t)akky and Mebbara and let them tell you. I was 
wid them all the time. I not come nowhere near this house.’ 

Heiidrickje stiffened. ‘Who are Dakky and Mebbara? Am I to take 
the word of two slaves against the word of four van Groenwcgels? 
Dissak! Take him away! Put him in the stocks and prepare the 
branding-irons!’ 

Pajaro did not go easily. He fought. With hate-fillcd eyes, he shouted: 
‘Missy Heiidrickje, one day you must sorry for tliis! You do wrong 
plenty time. You punish me and I not do notliing. I same human hke 
you. Missy. Your grandchildren tell hes, and you believe them. Your 
day coming soon. Missy!* 

Dissak clouted him. ‘Shut your mouth! Shut up!’ And Dooley gave 
him a chuck and kicked his ankles. 

‘Grandma, may we watch the branding?’ Pedro asked. 

‘Certainly, Pedro. Certainly.’ 

Jacques turned off and went upstairs, a strained look on his face. 
Later, David came up into the room and found him sitting on the table 
by the bed looking through a Greek lexicon. 

‘Aren’t you coming down to see the branding, Jacques? The irons are 
nearly ready.’ 

‘Yes, I’m coming — presently. I was looking up a word.’ 

‘It’s a long time we haven’t had a really good branding,’ David said. 
‘Bukky spoiled the fun the last time by fainting after the first iron. 
They’re giving Pajaro three irons. The surgeon has just had a look at 
him. He says Pajaro can stand three irons.’ 

VI 

Three days later Hendrickje was taking the children with their lessons 
in the dining-room when Dooley came in and told them: ‘They catch 
Bomba, Missy. Massa Laplace catch him up-creek and send him. He 
outside now. Missy. His hands and feet tie up.’ 

The children exclaimed excitedly, but their grandmother merely 
nodded and said to Dooley: ‘Take down the keys, Dooley, and have 
him put in the stocks. I’ll be out in an hour’s time to deal with him.’ 

‘You not coming out now, Missy?’ Dooley was evidently dis- 
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appointed. He must have been hoping that he would have created a 
first-class sensation. 

His mistress shook her head. "No. In about an hour’s time. And I 
think 1 have told you before, Dooley, not to disturb me during lesson 
time unless it is a matter of extraordinary importance.’ 

Dooley took down the keys and left with a crestfallen air. 
Hendrickje silenced the children sternly. ‘You have morbid disposi- 
tions.’ She glanced at Jacques who alone was silent. ‘You seem rather 
pale, Jacques — as well as silent. I hope nothing is on your mind.’ 

‘No, Grandma. Nothing. Notliing at all.’ 

His grandmother smiled enigmatically, and the lesson went on. 
When, after about half an hour, it came to an end, Hendrickje made her 
way upstairs. Pedro called after her: ‘Grandma! Aren’t you going out- 
side to punish Bomba?’ 

Hendrickje did not even turn her head in response. 

‘She can be so queer when she wants,’ Liimea remarked as they hur- 
ried out into the compound. Bomba was a miserable, dejected figure in 
the stocks. He kept groaning softly. 

‘what’s happemd to Mother, Bomba?’ Lumea asked him. 

‘Did a snake bite her, Bomba?’ Laurens asked. 

‘Why didn’t she come back, too?’ Juhana wanted to know. 

‘Come on, speak up, you murderer!’ Pedro prodded him with his 
foot. 

Bomba made no reply. He groaned, his head bowed. There was 
blood on liis forehead and on liis wrists and ankles. 

‘They must have had him in the stocks at the Laplace plantation,’ said 
David. ‘There’s blood on his wrists and ankles.’ 

‘Speak up, speak up!’ Pedro urged, kicking the slave. ‘What hap- 
pened?’ 

Bomba kept liis silence. 

‘You won’t speak, eh? Very well. The red-hot tongs will make you. 
Wait until Grandma comes downstairs.’ 

Dusk, however, began to gather, and Hendrickje had made no move in 
the matter. Dissak went up to her room and knocked on the door. 
‘Who is that?’ 

‘Me, Dissak, Missy!’ 

‘Get downstairs! I must not be disturbed for the rest of the evening. 
When I’m pleased to come down and see after Bomba I shall do so.’ 
When the cliildren were going to bed Pedro said: ‘You can be cer- 
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tain she has a good reason for delaying. Perhaps she wants to torture 
him in mind. Remember we read in a book about the old Inquisitors — 
how they used to torture their victims by leaving them in suspense for 
days and weeks before inflicting any torture.’ 

‘Grandma is clevet,’ David said. ‘She’s good at torturing.’ 

Jacques did not fall asleep. He stared into the darkness long after the 
others were breathing heavily and regularly. At about ten o’clock he 
got out of bed and left the room, crept silently downstairs and let him- 
self out of the house by the pantry door. Looking cautiously around 
the dark compound, he made his way toward Bomba. The wretched 
fellow seemed to be dozing, his head slumped forward. When Jacques 
hissed: ‘Quiet! Don’t make a sound, Bomba. It’s Massa Jacques,’ Bomba 
started. 

‘Massa Jacques?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘You got the keys, Massa? You loose me out again?’ 

‘No, I’m sorry. Bomba. I haven’t got them. Since what happened 
some nights ago Dissak has kept the keys on his person.’ 

‘Ow, Massa Jacques, 1 suffer too bad, Massa.’ 

‘I’m sorry. I wish I could help you. I hate to sec people suffer. I hate 
cruelty. But what I came to ask you about was Mother. What hap- 
pened to her? I’m so anxious. Is she safe?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. She safe. Massa Laplace take her to live with him. He 
like her, and as soon as she arrive at liis house he take her in. But he 
say he have to send me back here. I try to get away, but he make liis 
men hold me and put me in the stocks, and Missy Rosaria, she not 
even beg for me, Massa. She just left me so— after all I do for her. I 
take her through the bush safe, I give her my share food, I stay awake 
wliile she sleep at night to watch over her — aU that I do for her and she 
not even beg Massa Laplace to help me.’ 

‘That’s terrible, Bomba. I’m sorry about that, too. If I could get the 
keys I’d try to get you away again before they brand you, but Dissak 
will never leave them where I can get at them, I’m certain.’ 

‘Ow, Massa, I suffer too bad. They not give me nothing to eat since 
I come here. I hungry and tliirsty bad.’ 

‘I’ll get you something.’ Jacques patted liis head. ‘Poor fellow. I miss 
you a lot. If you weren’t suffering so much I’d ask you to tell me a 
jumbie story. You were really good at those tales, Bomba.’ 

Bomba gave a deep' moan. 

‘Wait a bit and I’ll go and get you something to eat and drink.’ 
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‘Thank you, Massa. Thank you/ 

Jacques was getting to his feet when the soft footsteps came and the 
tall figure appeared dimly from around the trunk of the sapodilla tree. 
The voice was controlled and almost motherly and benevolent. ‘Please 
don’t be alarmed, Jacques. Don’t make a noise, my boy. Simply come 
with me.’ 

Jacques trembled. No words would come. 

Sh^ urged him gently forward, her hand on his shoulder as though 
to guide liim in the dark. Near the pantry door he said: ‘Grandma, I 
only went out to ask liiin about Mother. 1 meant no harm.’ 

‘Sssh! Wc mustn’t disturb the rest of them, Jacques. Not a word until 
I tell you you may speak. Mind. Not a word!’ 

She made him tiptoe up the stairs, and she tiptoed, too. She took him 
into her room, closed and locked the door after her, ht two candles and 
told him: ‘Now wc can speak — but quietly.’ 

He stared at her witli a fiightencd, puzzled dismay. She was in her 
night-gown, her silvery hair, as always, in tw^o loose plaits down her 
back. 1 here was a mysterious smile on her face, and ’^he was calm: not 
in any way angry o»- up.et. She pulled a chair up to the bed and told 
him to sit down, and she seated herself on the edge of the bed. He stared 
past her at the image on the slielf over the dressing-table: the image of 
a bush-god carved out of purple-heart wood by Bangara. It had stood 
on that slielf over ten years, before Jacques was born. 

‘You’re a strange little boy,’ Hendrickje said. ‘You puzzle me in 
many ways. 1 he questions you ask sometimes and your httlc vices — 
spying on the slave girls and ogling them on the sly in your casual, 
droll fashion. A mere boy of eight. And ) our compassion and considera- 
tion for other people. And your cow^ardicc Standing by and letting 
that innocent man be branded. Your secrecy and slyness — and your 
peculiar sense of humour. Yes, you’re a strange little boy.’ 

He trembled all the time. 

‘I suppose you’re in dread of the punishment to come?’ 

‘Grandma, I meant no harm. It was Mother I wanted to ask after.’ 

‘Yet, you should be puni..Iicd. Don’t you tliink you ought to be?’ 

He swallowed. 

‘You opened the stocks and let your mother and Bomba escape. 
Don’t you tliink you deserve to be severely punished?’ 

He said nothing. 

‘Most certainly you do, Jacques — but I’m going to pardon you.’ She 
.stretched out and caressed him under the cliin. ‘I’m not through and 
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through a monster, my boy. I have my soft side, and, somehow,'! 
admire you for what you have done.’ 

she was silent for an interval, a musing look on her face. Then she 
grunted faintly. ‘We’re a terrible family. The brutality dates far back. 
Kaywana was a murderer. She killed one of Wakkatai’s daughters — in 
cold blood. And Adriansen was a sly, cunning fellow. It was even 
rumoured that he had secret dealings with our enemies at the time: the 
Spaniards in Trinidad and the Orinoco. The brutal and cunning streaks 
have come down all the way. What happened when the slaves panicked 
in the bedrooms in 1666? Tell me.’ 

‘Great-grandfather Laurens went mad for a moment and shot one of 
the slaves at point-blank range.’ 

‘That’s it. Soft and humane a man as he was, the brutal streak was 
always there underneath. He attacked me that day when I informed 
him that I intended to marry your grandfather Ignatius. Struck me. I 
saw the beast in his eyes. I couldn’t believe it was he. It seemed so unlike 
him.’ 

She was silent again, her freckled face at repose, her grey-green eyes 
reminiscent. In the soft candle-light her wrinkles were not so pro- 
nounced. She looked much younger than her age. 

She suddenly glanced at him, an appraising gleam in her eyes. ‘I 
wonder what sort of man you’re going to grow into.’ 

He smiled weakly and said in a timid voice: ‘I don’t tliink you’ll die 
in a hurry. Grandma. You’ll hve to see for yourself.’ 

‘You think so? I believe you’re right. I’ll hve to see you all men. I’m 
made of tough material. Like your Great-grand-aunt Susannah. I’ll go 
on to ninety. I feel I can do it.’ 

After a moment she rose. ‘It’s time for bed now.’ She beckoned Ihm 
up, patted liis head and said: ‘Go downstairs and take sometliing for 
Bomba to eat and drink as you had intended doing.’ 

‘You don’t mind me doing that. Grandma!’ 

‘No. Go on. And you can relieve liis mind by teUing liim that he 
won’t be branded. Tell him I’ve decided to pardon him.’ 

‘Very well. Grandma.’ 


VII 

From that day Jacques became her favourite, though her partiahty 
never manifested itself in open demonstrations; it took a subtle form: a 
sly, seemingly absent-minded pat in passing him on the stairs, a teasing 
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jociilarity at lessons when he was guilty of neglect, a blind eye when she 
happened to catch him near the slave-girls’ quarters. 

Besides pardoning Bomba, she made him one of her lieutenants, and 
sent Juliana to the Teuffers in his care. He was on mulc-back with her 
in the fields the day of the next sensational occurrence. 

They were moving along the dam on the extreme outskirts of the 
plantation, the cancs of her own fields lisping softly in the noonday 
breezg, on the one hand, and, on the othci, the dense foliage of the 
coffee^trees of the adjoining plantation a mass of glittering green in the 
hot sunsliine and casting a deep gloom beneath. 

In the distance the horns were cooing their summons to the field 
slaves to gather for the midday meal, and, far away, a bell clanged 
harshly, for some planters used a bell. 

They had just turned on to the lateral dam wliich would take them 
toward the hr>usc w^hen the report split the silence. 

Bomba heard liis mistress gasp and saw her wliip fall. She was 
clutching at her bosom. She sagged and dropped with a croucliing thud 
to the dam. 

Bomba cried out and dismounted. When he saw the blood and 
noticed how still his mistress lay he looked around wildly, irresolute. 
He heard a rustling amongst the coflee trees on the neighbouring plan- 
tation and a scurry of footsteps. Had a glimpse of a skirt. 

He saw two figures on mule-back approaching at a gallop along the 
dam. It was Hoobak and Dissak. 

The surgeon said to Pedro: ‘The ball has lodged a little above her right 
lung. It would be dangerous to attempt to take it out— and I haven’t 
the instruments with whicli to perform such an operation.’ 

‘Then what’s going to happen? Is she going to die?’ 

The surgeon looked doubtful. ‘ She may recover — and she may not. 
Only God can decide that.’ 

‘To hell with God! There’s no God. What you mean is that you 
can’t do anything more for her. Isn’t that what you mean?’ 

‘I’m afraid that is just wha^ I mean,’ said the surgeon stiffly. 

After he had gone back to the httlc cottage which he shared with the 
Chief Carpenter, Pedro said: ‘We have to avenge this. It’s Mother who 
did it.’ 

‘Of course it’s Mother,’ David nodded. ‘She’s a beast. We must get 
her, Pedro. And Raoul Laplace; too. He never Hked Grandma. It’s he 
who abetted Mother in this. We must get them both ’ 
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*How are you going to get them?^ Jacques asked. 

‘By watching out for them,* said Pedro. ‘Jacques, you and I can do it. 
We’re the best shots. We must go over to the Laplace plantation to- 
morrow at dusk and lie in waiting. I know a good spot outside the 
house where we can train a musket on anyone in the dining-room or 
the southern bedrooms.’ 

‘Supposed we’re discovered.’ 

‘Then we’ll shoot our way out. But we won’t be discovered.’ 

Jacques looked troubled. ‘I don’t Hke kiUing people, Pedro — especi- 
ally Mother.’ 

‘She’s a murderer. She murdered Bangara, and nov/ it looks as if 
she’s murdered Grandma, too.’ 

‘I’d hke to come, too,’ said David. ‘Pedro, let me come.’ 

‘Very well, we’ll see.’ 

‘I’m coming, too, Pedro,’ said Lumea. ‘I can shoot as well as you and 
Jacques.’ 

‘We don’t want a crowd,’ David frowned. ‘And you’re a girl.’ 

‘No, she must come with us,’ Pedro ruled. ‘ She’s a good shot, and we 
may have to fire several rounds. We’ll need loaders.’ 

Jacques seemed dismayed. ‘Pedro, are you serious about this?’ 

‘Certainly I am. We must avenge what has happened. We’re van 
Groenwegels. We must fight for each other. Remember what Grand- 
ma has always told us? A van Groenwegcl for a van Groenwegel. We 
must stick together and defend each other.’ Idis eyes glittered. He 
looked like a full man. 

‘Good talk,’ said David, flushing. ‘I agree with that.’ 

‘I agree, too,’ said Laurens. ‘Pedro, couldn’t I come, too?’ 

‘No, you’re too young, Laurens, and your foot would be a hin- 
drance.’ 

Laurens moved liis foot along the floor, suddenly conscious of his 
deformity. His six-year-old eyes grew tearful. He did not ask again. 

Jacques, trembhng, went upstairs to see his grandmother. He en- 
tered the room without knocking, and found Teckaila, Hendrickje’s 
female household slave, squatting on the floor near the bed. 

Hendrickje was conscious. She tumed her head — she lay flat on her 
back — and when she saw him she smiled. 

‘Is it all right for me to come in. Grandma?’ 

‘Yes, my boy.’ She touched the bed with a hand which had rested on 
her stomach a moment before. ‘Sit here.’ 

He sat beside her and asked her how she was. ‘Are you in pain?’ 
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‘Yes, a slight burning in my chest — up here. But it’s not unbearable. 
Not more than I can stand. Tm a van Groenwegel.’ 

‘I was worried. The surgeon says your condition is doubtful. The 
ball is still in you and he can’t take it out.’ 

‘The surgeon is an incompetent jackass. He’s no different from any 
of the rest of them in tliis colony. I only keep liim here because I can’t 
get a better than he.’ She locked her teeth together hard, and after a 
moment said: ‘Don’t be worried about me, my boy. I’ll get better. A 
ball^ my chest isn’t enough to kill me.’ 

‘I’m so glad.’ KeUef came to his face. He smiled and touched her 
check. Then suddenly the troubled look returned to his face. ‘Grandma, 
there’s something terrible 1 want to talk to you about.’ He glanced at 
Teckaila. ‘Could I'eekaila go outside? I prefer to talk to you alone.’ 

‘Teckaila! Outside! Massa Jacques will call you back presently.* 

The woman went out, and Jacques said: ‘Grandma, l^cdro says we 
must avenge tliis deed. 1 le says it was Mother and Raoul Laplace who 
did this to you.’ He told her of the plan for to-morrow evening. ‘I 
don’t hke shooting people. Do you think it’s iny duty as a van Grocn- 
wegel to do it?’ 

She said nothing Tor a moment, then, after another spasm of pain had 
passed, moved her head in the affirmative. ‘Yes, Jacques, do it. You’re a 
good shot — both you and Pedro. I’ve seen you at practice. It’s a good 
plan. Kill them. I know it seems a terrible tiling for me, your grand- 
mother, to advise you to do. You aren’t even nine yet. But Pedro is 
right. Go with them and wait for those two brutes. It was Laplace who 
fired the shot, I’m certain. Your mother is a bad shot. I’ve proved it 
often in the fields when I had her with me at practice. Nevertheless, it 
was she who urged Laplace to do it. They took advantage of the fact 
that no one would be in the coffee fields on the Toulouse plantation. 
Reaping time isn’t for another six weeks. It was a cowardly act, 
Jacques. Go and avenge it. It will be good experience for you, my boy. 
Tins is a country and an age in wliich w^e have to live desperately if 
we’re to survive. Only violence can suffice. We’ll let dogs like Raoul 
Laplace know that we are their betters. Rascally Huguenot! Get him, 
Jacques, my boy! Get him! 

‘And — and kill Mother, too?’ 

‘Yes, kill her, too. She’ll be a menace to us always if we let her five.’ 
She squeezed his knee. ‘Don’t be soft, Jacques. Show me you have the 
guts of a true van Groenwegel. Tliink of me when you’re shooting.* 

‘Very well, Grandma. I’ll do it.’ 
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Though he was not one of the shooting party, Laurens helped them to 
clean and prepare the muskets. All the following morning they were 
engaged in getting ready for the exploit. After the midday meal Pedro 
told them his plan of strategy. ‘It’s no use going all the way overland,’ 
he said. ‘It’s nearly fifteen miles by the tracks. We’d be dead tired by 
the time we got there. So we’ll go up-creek by boat as far as the Siki 
Creek, and then do the rest of the way by the old Indian trail. The 
weather is dry now, so the trail will be hard.’ 

‘Pedro, remember that’s where we trapped that big tapir last month! 
And Jacques got a ball in its left eye and brought it down!’ 

‘Yes, I remember, lhat trail will take us as far as the cane-fields on 
Laplace’s plantation, but we’ll move round to the south and take to the 
coffee fields and then crawl through the provision patches until we 
come out near the two big vats. You know those wooden vats?’ 

‘Yes. There’s a big jamoon tree near them. Remember we raided it 
when it was bearing last year? The time when I got my knee gashed.’ 
Lumea pulled up her skirt to show them the scar. 

‘That’s the tree we’re going to use as our firing position,’ Pedro 
nodded. ‘It’s got three branches that run horizontal, and three of us can 
perch ourselves on them with case without being seen wdicn it’s 
darkish.’ 

‘But there’ll be four of us!’ 

‘One of us will have to remain below. David, I think it will have to 
be you. Lumea is a better shot. You’ll have to be a loader.’ 

David’s face fell. ‘1 can shoot as well as Lumea, Pedro.’ 

‘You know very well you can’t. You can tlirow a knife better than 
any of us, but with a musket you’re second-rate.’ 

‘Perhaps I can take some knives to throw, then, in case we’re 
attacked. What do you say, Pedro? Let me take some knives.’ 

‘No harm. Take some. We’ll need you to scout around as well as 
load, so don’t think your job isn’t an important one.’ His voice quavered 
excitedly. ‘By God! This is going to be the best adventure we’ve ever 
had! You heard what Grandma told Jacques yesterday! We must live 
desperately. We must let those other people know that we’re van 
Groenwegcls — their betters. We don’t let anybody fire upon us and get 
away with it!’ 

‘Good talk!’ David agreed. 

‘Good talk!’ Laurens confirmed. 

‘Yes, that’s the way to do it,’ said Lumea. 

Jacques nodded faintly. ‘Of course,’ he said. 
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They set out at four that afternoon and entered the Siki Creek by a 
quarter to five. The jungle met overhead, and the sunhght penetrated 
only in shm odd shafts slanting in through the bamboos and tall mucca- 
mucca shrubs with their arrow-shaped leaves that watched them in dark- 
green solemnity from the banks in unending rows. They could hear the 
low croaking of an alUgator, and David was eager to search for it, but 
Pedro said they had no time to spare. Floating clumps of missouri grass 
hii:i4cred their progress now and then, but they had anticipated this and 
haa brought cutlasses. This was familiar territory. Since they had 
known themselves they had been roaming over the countryside; their 
grandmother encouraged them in outdoor activities. ‘Roam every- 
where,’ she had told them, ‘and learn the country well. Get wet in the 
rain. Let insects bite you. Learn to be good swimmers and boatmen. 
Let these things be secondary only to one thing — your shooting.’ 

It must have been nearly half-past five before they reached the open- 
ing in the bush whctc the old Indian trail started. The sunshine came 
redly through the bush, and tree-frogs had begun their night-time 
fluting amid the undergrowth. I'hc air was chilly and rank with the 
scent of leaves and wi'd flowers. Overhead, they heard the churlish 
screech of a hawk and a fluttering amongst the fohage of a tall courida 
tree. 

‘There’s a bird’s nest up there,’ Lumea said. ‘I bcheve that hawk has 
young ones. Either that or it’s after the young ones of another bird.* 

‘Couldn’t we take a shot at it, Pedro?’ 

‘No, Dave, no. We can’t do any shooting until we get to that 
jamoon tree — and then it’s Mother we’re going to bring down — or 
Laplace.’ 

‘Both of them, you mean,’ said Lumea, and Pedro nodded and 
agreed. ‘Yes, both of them, the murderers!’ 

They set out along the track, Pedro, Jacques and Lumea each carrying 
a musket, David the ammunition sack and five knives in sheaths, the 
latter strung around liis waist, handles up, in readiness for drawing. His 
small boyish waist could barely accommodate them. 

When they reached the cane-fields the sun had not yet disappeared, 
but by the time they had begun to creep through the coffee fields dusk 
had set in in earnest. Fire-flies flashed in the gloom under the trees, and 
insects made a high-pitched cheeping. Pedro called a halt once to hsten. 
He thought he had heard the liiss of a labaria. 

‘It came from that way.’ 

After a moment they moved on. A few minutes later there was a 
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swift rustling amongst the dry leaves on the ground, but it turned out 
to be a salampentcr. David hurled a knife after it but it had grown too 
dark and he only succeeded in snipping off its tail. He recovered his 
knife. ‘If it had been brighter Td have got liim dead in the back,’ he 
said. 

Darkness had come down when they were crawling tlirough the 
provision patches, but a four-day-old moon crescent in the west threw 
a soft, pale radiance over everything, making the cassava leaves glimmer 
dully atop the slim, knotted stalks. The eddoe leaves, too, glimmered. 

Ahead of them they could hear the flat dum-dum-dum of a tom- 
tom and a wailing chant of voices. The plantation house was in sight, 
the reddish glow of candle-light in one or two windows. 

They saw the jamoon tree, slim and tall and twisted, its trunk ascend- 
ing in three main columns that branched outward horizontally and 
then became lost amid the tliick foliage higher up. 

Jacques was trembling when they got to the base of the tree. 

Pedro wliispercd: ‘Each of us will take a separate branch, and, Dave, 
you’ll pass up the muskets when we’re up. Boots off now!* 

Because of snakes, they had worn long, tliick-leathercd boots. These 
would have hindered them in climbing, hence Pedro’s order to take 
them off. 

‘Dave, you’re in charge of everything on the ground — boots and 
ammunition. Keep each pair by itself and ready so wc won’t have to 
fumble to find them when we come down. It won’t do if we have to 
go sorting out each other’s boots when wc come down. We’ve got to 
move fast.’ 

‘You leave it to me,’ David said, his voice shaking with excitement. 
They heard voices in the logies about a hundred yards to their left: the 
slaves talking. The beating of the tom-tom and the wailing chant con- 
tinued. A salempenter darted with a rustle from a clump of shrubs near 
by and made for the bigger of the two water-vats, also on their left. 
Lumea said: ‘If one of us could get on top one of those vats we’d have 
a good view of the bedroom over that way.’ 

Pedro, however, disagreed with this suggestion. ‘We’d be too ex- 
posed up there. Don’t forget the moonlight.’ 

‘Pedro, suppose we don’t happen to see Mother appear at any of the 
windows,’ Jacques posed, ‘Isn’t it a long chance we’re taking?’ 

‘She must appear,’ Pedro said. ‘It is a chance, I admit, but not such a 
big one. She always goes upstairs to bed at about seven. You know how 
hot she is, and especially as this fellow Laplace and herself have just got 
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together. They’re going to be like two demons to be in bed early. 
That’s his room there, unless he’s changed it recently. The old father 
and aunt have the end room there. We’ve got to be careful not to in- 
jure either of them. The old man once gave me a lift in his corial that 
time when I went fishing with Dooley and our own corial went adrift.’ 

‘The old aunt is good, too,* Lumea nodded. ‘She caught me raiding 
their guavas one day, and instead of shouting at me she smiled and 
called me into the house and gave me some of her preserves. She can 
mike lovely fruit preserves.* 

‘Raoul hasn’t taken after them at all. He’s a beast to the slaves — 
especially the women. I hear he can’t enjoy them unless he beats them 
until they scream.’ 

David chortled. ‘I hope he’s been doing that to Mother. It would 
have served her right. Murdering poor Bangara and shooting Grandma.’ 

‘Up we gvj’ I see light in the dining-room. Perhaps we can get them 
when they’re at tabl^,’ 

They went up with the ease of long practice, and David passed up the 
muskets, after loading them. Pedro, from liis position, could see into 
the southern bedroom'' without trouble. All the windows were open, 
but at the momem the rooms were in darkness. Jacques, from liis posi- 
tion at the other end, commanded the north-western room through its 
western windows. Lumea, in the middle, had much the same advantage 
as Pedro, though the windows of the south-western room came more 
directly within her range of fire. Jacques could command the south- 
western room, too, through its three western windows. The north- 
eastern room was the only one that did not come within their line of 
fire at all, but Pedro was certain that it had not been occupied since the 
death of the widow Marie Leblanc, the grandmother of Raoul Laplace. 

Nearly a quarter of an hour must have gone by without any sign of 
activity in the house, then they saw a slave go past a window in the 
dining-room. David, below, liissed up: ‘That looks like Zimbally — the 
girl with the extra finger on her right hand.* 

‘Yes, I think it was,’ hissed back Lumea. ‘She’s a kitchen slave.’ 

About ten minutes lat^'r they heard a deep cough. Then someone 
came to one of the dining-room windows and spat outside. It was the 
old aunt. 

‘If only it had been Raoul!’ Lumea hissed. 

‘Or Mother!’ 

Pedro called hoarsely: ‘Don’t whisper too much. Sounds carry!’ 

Jacques watched the house. A sliifty patch of moonhght kept moving 
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on his left temple — sometimes going as low as his cheekbone and re- 
vealing the tiny freckles. And the twitching of his facial muscles. 

Suddenly they heard a shrill laugh, prolonged, vulgar and volup- 
tuous. It was their mother. Male laughter came, too, in deep hacking 
guffaws. • 

There was a smell of food in the air. 

Pedro and Lumea kept their gazes concentrated on the dining-room 
windows, their muskets trained and ready. 

They heard footsteps. Their mother’s laughter streaked out into the 
night again. David, despite Pedro’s warning, liissed up: T’m sure 
they’re coming into the dining-room now!’ 

Lumea and Pedro were too rigid and alert to reply. 

The tom-tom thumped unconcernedly on the cool air. The wailing 
voices went on monotonously. Once or twice David caused a crack- 
crack of dry leaves when he shifted about Ins feet in liis excitement. 

Jacques was cold-fmgcred. 

Abruptly light glowed in the south-western room. Someone was 
hghting a candle. ‘Look! Look up there!’ hissed David. Pedro snapped 
across hoarsely at Lumea: ‘Get ready!’ 

Jacques felt his heart beating as though it were contained in the core 
of the tree. Within his own body there was only the echo of it. 

As the candle brightened in the room they made out the furniture: a 
big wardrobe, the four-poster, a dressing-table, a chest of drawers. . . . 
A section of each waS visible from one or other of the windows. ... A 
figure was standing near the chest of drawers. A man. It was Raoul 
Laplace. Lumea commanded the best position to get him, but of a sud- 
den he moved out of view. Jacques had liim now. Lumea was just about 
to call to Jacques when Jacques fired. 

They heard a yell, and Lumea saw the Frenchman stagger off toward 
the bed. Almost at once came another cry — then a shriek. Their mother. 
Pedro saw her flash past a window in the south-western room. Then 
Lumea saw her appear and bend out of view. She was screaming. 
Shouts and voices began to disrupt the peace of the evening. They 
heard footsteps hurrying about in the dining-room. 

Lumea saw the figure of her mother rise into view. She fired. Pedro 
fired half a second later. Their mother collapsed out of view with a 
shriek. Pedro snapped: ‘Down! Down!’ They all went scrambling 
down. Lumea’s musket clattered down, faUing from her grasp before 
David could take it. She landed on top of it and cut her foot. She hopped 
about, wringing her hands and making Hsping sounds of pain. 
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‘Hell! Oh, hell! Tve cut my foot, Pedro!' 

‘Get your boots on! Quick!’ 

She sat down and hauled on her boots, groaning the while. Pedro, 
who had hauled on his already, assisted her up and urged her toward 
the provision patches. They made no attempt at stealth now, but 
dashed through the cassava shrubs as fast as they could go, trampled 
down the eddoes that came in their path, Lumea uttering shrill sounds 
ofpain. They got to the shelter of the coffee trees without signs of pur- 
suit, and Pedro panted: ‘Not so fast now! Jacques, slow up there! 
Lumca’s foot is cut. Wc must keep together and help her.’ 

The moonlight made pale mysterious patterns on the ground, and 
now and then a salempcnter or a lizard scuttled away with a crackling 
of alarm. They heard die dulcet ‘hoo-yool’ of a goatsucker. Goat- 
suckers always lay flat on their breasts on the ground and uttered their 
‘hoo-yoo!’ '■ji* just before flying off. 

Lumea limped on with them. Pedro held her arm, but she told him: 
T can bear it,’ and shook offliis hand. 

Once they heard a lashing, liissing noise and knew without doubt 
that it was a snake -p^*()bably a brown, whip-hke labaria that one of 
them had trodden .:pon. 

Soon they saw the canes waving in the soft moonhght, and within a 
few minutes had skirted them and were on the Indian trail. They were 
blowing hard but triumphant. ‘We got them! We got them!* David 
kept saying. ‘By hell, we got them!’ 

David was carrying Lumea’s musket for her, and Pedro asked her: 
‘You wouldn’t like Dave and me to lift you, Lumea?’ 

‘No,’ she said through her teeth. ‘What’s a little pain?* 

David crowed and said: ‘See that! She’s a true van Groenwcgcl. 
Blood! Blood, by God!’ He tapped his knives. ‘I wish any of the devils 
can come aftei us. I’d send a few kniv^cs into their hides before they 
knew what was happening. Eh, Pedro?’ 

‘Of course. But they can’t get us now. We’ve put too much ground 
between us and them. Hell! That was exciting. I wonder if we killed 
them. To-morrow we’ll hear. I'll get Dissak to talk to some of their 
slaves and find out what happened.’ 

‘Anyway, so long as we winged them, that’s what matters. We’ve 
got our revenge.’ 

When they were in the boat and had emerged into the main stream 
Pedro examine d Lumea’s foot. The cut was about two inches long on 
the tender hollow part of her foot, but it was not very deep. 
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‘It will soon heal/ said Lumea. ‘It was worth it. I’m sure my ball got 
Mother as well as yours, Pedro.* 

‘You’re a good shot, Lumea. You did well. You’re a great sister to 
have. They haven’t got another hke you along tins whole creek.’ 

‘Not in the whole* colony,’ said David. ‘It’s the blood in her. Van 
Groenwegel blood.’ 

Laurens and Dissak and Marrak and RafFy were at the landing-place 
awaiting them. . . . ‘You get them, Massa Pedro? . . . ‘What happen, 
Massa?’ . . . ‘Lumea, what’s wrong with your foot? They fired at 
you?’ . . . 

It was Jacques who detached himself from them to run up to the 
house to tell Ins grandmother what had happened. 

She had a shght temperature, she told Inm, and he could see the 
feverish hght in her eyes, but she asked eagerly: ‘What happened, my 
boy? Did you all come back safely?* 

When he told her what had happened she touched liis hand and 
uttered a sound of triumph. ‘I’m proud of you. Proud of you, by God! 
I’m not going to be a disappointed old woman. Tell the others to come 
up and let me congratulate them. Go and call them, Jacques.’ 

Jacques went, and a few nnnutes later they all went in to her, talking 
and gesticulating, Laurens dancing about, forgetful of his deformed foot 
and behaving as though he had been one of the shooting party. At the 
door Dissak and Marrak stood smiling with adimration. 

Hendrickje gripped their hands, one after the other, including 
Laurens. She said to Laurens: ‘I know you were with them in spirit, my 
boy. When you get older you’ll be just as danng. Just as much a van 
Groenwegel.’ She patted liis head. 

Jacques, who had caught some of the spirit of triumph, suddenly 
frowned in concern. ‘Grandma, you said you have a temperature. 
You’re exciting yourself too much. It may be bad for the wound. The 
surgeon said that you shouldn’t excite yourself.’ 

‘He’s right,’ said Pedro, subdued. ‘The surgeon said you should be as 
quiet as possible. Grandma.’ 

‘A little excitement won’t kill me off,’ said Hendrickje. Her cheeks, 
however, were flushed, and Pedro insisted that she must be left alone, 
Jacques went across to call the surgeon, and when the surgeon came he 
said: ‘I don’t hke her condition at all. Her temperature has risen. You 
children should never have gone near to her this evening.’ 

‘Do you think one of us should sit up with her. Mynheer?’ 

‘Teekaila is with her.’ 
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‘Yes, but Tcckaila,’ said Jacques, ‘will fall asleep and forget all about 
her. I wouldn’t mind sitting up with her.’ 

‘No, my boy. She will want to talk to you. That won’t do. She must 
be quiet. You go to bed. I’ve done what 1 could.’ 

The next two days were anxious ones. The temperature kept on, and 
once it became so high that Hcndrickje was delirious. Jacques stood out- 
side her door and heard her talking to herself. She talked about the 
Es^equibo and about Ignatius. Jacques heard her cry: ‘Don’t dare to 
console me! I haven’t given up! I’ll never give up! Never! Nothing 
will defeat me!’ At another time he heard her sobbing. ‘I want some 
affection, Ignatius. I’m a woman. Please give me some affection.’ 

Meanwhile, Dissak brought them news from the Laplace plantation 
where he had been talking with some of the field slaves in the absence 
of the overseers. ‘Missy Rosaria dead,’ he told them. ‘They say she get 
a ball thrCcigli her chest and one through her neck. But Massa Laplace 
only get hurt in dc shoulder. They bury Missy Rosaria yesterday. They 
say young Massa Laplace swearing all day he mean to report the matter 
to Fort Nassau. As soon as he get well he say he going to bring the 
murderers to justi^ *. hat’s what he say.’ 

David laughed. Bring the murderers to justice! Wasn’t Mother a 
murderer! And hasn’t he attempted to murder Grandma!’ 

‘ He can be ignored,’ sneered Pedro. ‘ He doesn’t dare to report it to the 
fort authorities, because he knows he’ll have to explain who shot Grand- 
ma. And, in any case, nobody saw us. They have no evidence against us.’ 

‘I’m sure it was my ball that got Mother in the neck,’ Lumea gloated. 
‘I aimed right there. It must have ripped open her windpipe.’ 

‘We should go up and tell Grandma,’ said David. ‘This is great news.’ 

‘We can’t do that,’ Jacques objected. ‘Her fever is getting worse.’ 

‘You tliink she’s going to die, Jacques?’ 

‘I don’t know. Haggeman is anxious. He says he doesn’t hke the turn 
she has taken this past day or so.’ 

Dissak nodded. ‘I ask the Massa Doctor tliis morning and he say she 
very bad. Better not go up and tell her notliing, Massa.’ 

‘What’s going to happ^^n if she dies?’ said Lumea in dismay. 

‘I’ll have to take charge, of course,’ Pedro said. 

‘You’re only a boy. How could you take charge?’ 

‘I’m eleven next month, and I know about the place. I can manage.* 

‘Grandma won’t die,’ said Laurens. ‘She’s too tall and strong.’ 

‘If she dies we’ll have to go back and kill Raoul Laplace,’ said Pedro. 
‘That would be the first thing to do after burying her.’ 
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Suddenly footsteps sounded in the sitting-room. Bare feet running. 

‘Who’s that?’ 

It was one of the kitchen slaves. One of the girls Jacques was fond of 
spying at. She had been gathering greens in the kitchen garden, for her 
hands were filled with bunches of leaves. 

‘Massa Pedro! Massa David! Come quick!’ she cried. 

‘What’s happened, Cyana?’ 

She dropped the greens on the dining-table. ‘Massa Pedro, come and 
see. Outside under Massa Adrian’s window. Massa Adrian fall out the 
window from upstairs.’ 

They went rushing after her. 

Adrian lay in a crumpled heap under one of the windows of liis room. 

‘I just hear a bup!’ Cyana told them, ‘and when 1 look I see Massa 
down there lying still. Massa Pedro, he dead?’ 

Jacques dashed off for the surgeon. 

A few minutes later Mynheer Haggeman shook liis head. ‘He’s dead. 
His neck is broken.’ 

‘Everybody seems to be getting dead or dying nowadays,’ said 
Laurens. ‘It’s so funny. Bangara, and then Grandma gets shot and then 
Mother is dead — and now Father.’ 

‘That window should have been barred up,’ said Pedro. 

Jacques murmured: ‘It’s better for him like tins. He was so unhappy.’ 

‘Grandma says people who are mad are never really unhappy,’ said 
Laurens. ‘You think he did it on purpose, Jacques?’ 

Jacques made no reply. 

‘If Grandma dies to-day, that will be four dead for the month.’ 

‘Shut up, Laurens! Shut up!’ 

Three days later, however, the surgeon pronounced that Hendrickje 
was out of danger. The temperature had dropped and she was heahng 
well. She was not told of Adrian’s death, though, until a week later 
when she was definitely better. 

Sitting up in bed, a pile of pillows at her back, she told her grand- 
children: ‘We have seen some desperate events these past few weeks, 
my children, but Fate was on our side. The way is now clear for you 
all. Your mother served her purpose in bringing you into the world, 
but she would have been a hindrance to you in the future. She was an 
ignorant, dissolute person, and we are well rid of her. Your father, too, 
had become useless, biit he, happily, has also been struck off. The path 
is now without obstacles.’ She smiled round at them. ‘I’m so proud of 
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you. YouVe brought my early dreams true. You’re the kind of children 
I had hoped to have myself. You have blood. Fire-blood!’ 

They shifted about self-consciously, but there was pleasure on their 
faces. Even Jacques seemed pleased; he was moved. 

‘From now on there’s notliing to stop us, children. We’re going to 
advance to power. We’re going to spread. We’ll make ourselves known 
throughout the country as the most feared family. We’ll be feared be- 
cause of our reputation of aggressiveness. Always bear in mind. This is 
a Kfutal world. Life is cold and heartless. Among the plants, among the 
beasts, among men — yes, among men, too — it is the strongest that sur- 
vive. The weak go under. There arc people who will tell you that we 
are human and superior to the beasts and plants, and that, therefore, we 
ought to be kindly and soft. These people are, in their way, right, but, 
unfortunately, they cannot tell us how we arc to eradicate the basic 
brute in u'^ \\\ how we are to prevent some men from behaving like 
beasts even though tli 'y are human. If all men could be saintly and good 
and kind, there would be no necessity to adopt cruel methods in order 
to survive, but tliis is not so. The saints are few, the demons are many, 
and unless we can ' utv/it the demons we shall perish. Life is struggle, 
struggle — all the tune struggle. You can only get what you want by 
fighting for it. Be meek and surrendering and you’re lost. The demons 
will conquer — and laugh you to scorn 1 Never surrender! Never retreat! 
Remember our blood and traditions as a family.’ 

Jacques interrupted. ‘But, Grandma, didn’t old Adriansen say that 
peaceful methods were always better than war-hke ones? The speech he 
made at Cartabo the night of the uprising in 1628 ’ 

‘Adriansen was a bluffer, my boy. He was a wily old man. And as a 
young man he w'as no less wily. Cffeat-grandlatlier Laurens always told 
me that. He said Adriansen was a cunning schemer. He hved by his wits, 
and if he saw an opportunity of getting sometliing without resorting 
to bloodshed then he took the peaceful hne of argument. But that was 
a mere ruse. Underneath, he was a fighter — hke Kaywana. Make no 
mistake about it, Jacques. Adriansen was a hard man. He got what he 
wanted. No one could ta^ c advantage ot Inm.’ She smiled and looked 
round at them again. ‘You and 1 , my children, have the old blood in us. 
Your Grandfather Ignatius was a bad link. So was your father. But these 
are gone. We the strong ones remain, and it is our business to carry on 
the name from strength to strength.’ She looked at Pedro. ‘Pedro, are 
you with me? Do you pledge to be a true van Groenwegcl and to live 
up always to our fighting traditions?’ 
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*I should think so, Grandma! They won't ever get me down. TU 
fight to the end. The van Groenwegels never run!* 

‘I, too, Grandma!’ exclaimed David. ‘The van Groenwegels never 
run!* 

‘You can depend upon me, Grandma,* Lumea vowed. ‘No sur- 
render!* * 

‘I shall be the best musketeer. Grandma,* said Laurens. ‘And TU 
throw knives hke Dave!’ 

Jacques was looking at Bangara’s image and biting his nails. His 
grandmother did not press him for an expression of loyalty. She gave 
him a sly smile of affection. 
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FAdm Aert to Hcndrickjc: 

22nd May 1738 

. . . the new Secretary, Laurens Storm van’s Gravesande, his wife, 
sister and five cliildren have arrived. They arrived on the 14th, and 
Commandcur Gclskerke invited us over to the Huis Naby to meet 
them. They are people of culture and refinement, and Essequibo will be 
the better fi^r their society. . . . Tliis fellow Gravesande has im- 
pressed me very favourably. He is a military man and possesses much 
fire, imagination and initiative. Indeed, as I have remarked to him, I 
often feel that he must be very similar to what Adriansen was hke. 
Already he has inspected the new wooden fort Gelskerkc had so much 
trouble in getting the Directors to agree to erect on Flag Island down- 
river, and liis criticisms were most blunt and scatliing. He has con- 
demned the whole structure. He states — and I agree with him — that a 
wooden fort is worthless, for palisades are hardly erected on one side 
when those on the other side arc falhng down. He is forwarding a report 
to the Directors, with Gelskcrkc’s hearty approval, and recommending 
that a brick fort be erected instead — and that without delay. . . . Now 
that it has been definitely decided to abandon the Cartabo-Kyk-over-al 
area as the scat of Government, most planters arc planning to vacate the 
old worn-out estates up here and move nearer to the mouth of the 
river in keeping with de Hcere’s pohey of coastal cultivation and also 
to be witliin easy reach of Flag IsLnd (in future to be called Fort Island). 
The change is rather upsetting, but I can sec no help for it, and, accord- 
ingly, have begun to make preparations to go. . . . 

Jacques to Hubertus: 

9 th July 1738 

. . . Tm glad to hear that you have a talent for sketching, but 
Grandma is alarmed. She’s writing to tell Great-uncle Aert that you must 
on no account be encouraged to paint or draw, but that you must be 
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sent away to Amsterdam to study land-surveying and so put your 
talent to some practical use, as there will be great need for land-sur- 
veyors in tins country in the future, what with new concessions being 
granted and more people coming in. As for myself, I have no talents at 
all, but Tm a good shot, and I can beat Pedro and Lumca to swim 
across the Creek. Dave, though younger, can beat any of us at swim- 
ming. . . . Give my regards to Faustina, and tell her that I hope to meet 
her one day, and that many times I find myself wondering what she is 
hke and whom she resembles I hope she won’t think me forward in 
giving you tins message for her. . . . 

Aert to Hendrickje: 

2 jtli Novenikr 17^9 

. . . after much difficulty, we are now securely settled in our new 
house on our new plantation, some miles north of Fort Island which 
was formally opened on the 5th of October when the Council of Jus- 
tice met there for the first time We miss C aitabo very much, especially 
as we have left one or two good friends bclnnd, and, naturally, from a 
point of sentiment, we regret having had to abandon a place winch has 
been in the possession of the family for so many decades and on winch 
stands the grave of our esteemed ancestor Kaywana. . . 

Jacques to Hubertus: 

20th May 1740 

. . . hke yourselves^in Fssequibo, our Governor’ Lossner is contem- 
plating a new fort at the mouth of the Bcrbice I think we need it, too. 
We could do with several more Thtse slaves are showing a gicat deal 
of spirit nowadays, and 1 feel that one day soon something terrible will 
happen — a great rtbelhon, perhaps Grandma and the otliers, of course, 
ridicule such an idea, saying that the slaves aie too ignorant and cowed 
to attempt such a move. I never contradict them, but I do smile to my- 
self and wonder sometimes. We treat them so cruelly — apart from 
branding tliem and beating them, some planters have introduced such 
tortures as making them he naked on broken bottles and tying them 
down over a nest of stinging ants. Pedro has invented one of his own. 
He told Grandma and Grandma thought it so good an idea that she 
adopted it. A smooth, flattish stone is put over a fire to get hot, and the 
slave to be pumshed is made to stand and watch it getting hot, knowing 
that he is gomg to be made to sit on it with his trousers off. I hate seemg 
^ The tide ‘Commpndeur’ had now been abolished in Berbice. 
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acts of cruelty like this, but the others glory in them. I suppose I must 
be made differently, though I always do my best to seem one of the 
group, and, naturally, I shall always stand by the family. . . . 

Aert to Hendrickje: 

iith April 1741 

. . . however, before I tell you of family matters, let me acquaint 
you of the sensational news wliich has just been made known to us. As 
you know, since tlie revocation of the Edict of Nantes in 1685, French 
Hdguenots have been permitted to settle in our colonics in these parts, 
but these have always been considered naturahzcd Dutch subjects. Now, 
to the dismay of the whole colony, Gelskcrke and this over-zealous 
Secretary of his, van’s Gravesande, have between them inveigled the 
Directors into permitting settlers of all nationalities to come and stake 
concessions in Esscquibo. Moreover, in order to encourage them to 
come, it h i. Livii announced that these new settlers will be considered 
exempt from taxes for a period of ten years. We arc all very much dis- 
turbed over this new move, I lendrickjc, though Gclskerke and van’s 
Gravesande want to assure us that it is in the inten^sts of progress. . . . 
Already 1 have her.d that Enghshmen in the West Indies are preparing 
to come over in swarms. . . . 

I received a letter a week or two ago from Gcrt Naar stating that 
Aunt Susannah died in Paramaraibo early in January at the age of 
ninety-two. He says that apart from her own children and grands 
and great-grands, over a hundred people attended the funeral wliich 
was an elaborate affair. Do you think you will hve to the age of ninety- 
two? . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

gth August 1742 

. . . since I have begun to correspond with you I feel a very good 
person, though I know I have no light to feel so. You’re perfectly right. 
We have a bad name all over the colony. Ever since that shooting 
affray, three or four years ago, when we avenged what Mother did to 
Bangara and Grandma, c :r name has been looked upon as a black one, 
and we have hardly any friends. The few we have are the cruel ones 
who go in for the most brutal tortures imaginable. Yesterday, the 
Fourics, up-creek, hacked off the hand of an old slave and plunged the 
bleeding stump into a pot of boiling tar. Can you credit such bar- 
barity? I tell you, one day these slaves are going to get together and rise 
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Up against us whites. I never say that aloud, but within myself I do a lot 
of tliinking. . . . However, let me go on talking of yourself. From the 
description you have given me about what you look hke I was able to 
dream about you last night, and Tm sure the person 1 saw was none 
other than you, Faustina. One day when we meet I shall see if you were 
the same person I saw in this dream. . . . 

Aert to Hendrickjc: 

20th July 1742 

. . . Gelskerke died on the i6th, and, it goes without saying, that 
van’s Gravesande will fall into his place automatically. . . . Just as we 
had expected, Englishmen and their families arc swarming all over the 
colony. Soon Fssequibo w'lll be more English than Dutch. . . . Your 
fears, I am glad to report, are not being reahzcd. Hubertus, despite his 
talent for sketching, is most enthusiastic on becoming a good overseer. 
Indeed, he has made a suggestion which 1 consider very promising for 
a boy of his age. There is much talk in the air at present of opening up 
the Dcmerary River to settlers, and Hubertus expressed the wish that 
the moment official sanction has been received from the Directors I 
should apply for a concession and send lum with a few slaves to start 
cultivation. He is his father over again, not only in appearance but also 
in disposition, and we are very proud of liim. I understand that your 
boy Jacques has been corresponding for some time with Faustina, 
Mathilde’s illegitimate daughter. This is very satisfactory, and I think 
you are wise in encouraging these clnldrcn to keep in touch with each 
other. Faustina is developing into a most charming young lady, but, 
unfortunately, her mother continues to grow embittered and soured 
with the passage of the years, and often makes herself extremely dis- 
agreeable to the poor girl and to every one around her. . . . 

Faustina to Jacques: 

2 %th September 1744 

. . . something happened last week that brought to my mind the 
fears you are always expressing in your letters over the slaves. An 
Englishman called Simpson,^ who came over here recently with his 
wife and three slaves from Barbados and settled a httle way down-river, 
was murdered in a most disgusting manner by two of his own slaves. 
Their names arc Cudjoe^ and Quacco. They chopped him to pieces 
because he reproved them for idling, and later, when they returned to 

“ Actual names, 
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the cottage where the wife was anxiously awaiting her husband’s re- 
turn, they would have murdered her, too, if she had not got suspicious 
and called upon a neighbouring planter for assistance in searching for 
her husband whom she assumed must have been lost in the bush — at 
least, she assumed that until these two slaves came home and behaved 
in a queer manner. Later they confessed to the murder after the body 
had been found, and were sentenced to death by the Council of Justice. 
Grandfather was present at the execution, and from his description, it 
w^s a terrible affair. One of the men was pinched with red-hot tongs 
seven times and then burnt alive. And to make his agony worse, a 
shower of rain came down and put out the fire, so that it had to be lit 
afresh. It was nearly an hour and a half before he died. And would you 
behevc it, he never even flinched. Grandfather said, nor showed any 
signs of penitence. He just turned to Mrs. Simpson, who had come to 
see him done to death, and said: ‘Missy, is this what you bring me here 
for? To suflei like this?’ Because of the delay in the first execution, 
Grandfather says ihat the second man was strangled before being 
burnt. . . . Yes, I believe you are right, Jacques. One day these negroes 
will get out of hand and something dreadful will happen. Like your- 
self, I hate cruelty. . . . 

Aert to Hendrickje: 

ijth October 1746 

. . . yes, we arc certainly advancing, Hendrickje. To-morrow the 
official notice granting permission to settle the Demciary will be pub- 
hshed, and 1 am taking immediate steps to apply for a good conces- 
sion. . . . Everytliing is moving ahead rapidly. Apart from the fact that 
the Burgher Mihtia has been considerably improved — a Burgher 
Oflacer, apart from his military duties, can also act as a Justice of the 
Peace — the College of Kiesheers^ is proving very successful, and it is 
most gratifying to know that at long last we free planters have been 
given a voice in the affairs of government. . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

Sth February 1748 

... we celebrated Grandma’s seventy-fifth birthday and Pedro’s 
twentieth in one, as the two birthdays fall within a few days of each 
other. We held a grand banquet, and invited the de Groots and die 
Vemsobres and Andre Fourie (the cruel manager of Plantation Mag- 
^ Kiesheers— electors or choosers. 
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dalenenburg I have told you of so often) and two or three others. Vm 
afraid it was rather riotous an affair and did not end until midnight. 
The guests were too drunk to think of returning home that night, and, 
in fact, did not wake until nine the next morning. You would be sur- 
prised to know how much Grandma entered into the spirit of tilings 
despite her age. Her hair is wliite, it is true, and her wrinkles arc deeper, 
but the spiritual part of her remains as youthful as ever. I wouldn’t 
dream of teUing you this if we hadn’t agreed to confide in each other as 
we do, but I do believe that she is as sensual as she was at forty or fifty. 
Not that I blame her, of course, for as I have told you, I am no saint 
myself. On the contrary, this weakness of mine for women seems fatal. 
I squirm as I write it, for 1 hate to think that I’m shocking you — however, 
I know that you will understand. I may as well confess, while I am 
about it, that two of the slave girls are already pregnant by me. At 
eighteen, that is bad, isn’t it? However, you must realize that we were 
brought up to feel that there is nothing terrifying in sexual relations. 
Our moral values are entirely different from yours, for you have been 
bred in sheltered refinement; v^e liere, Faustina, are animals — educated, 
it is true, but lawless and without scruples. If 1 myself am a little more 
humane, if I happen to possess more compassion, than the others it is 
by sheer chance of heredity, so to speak, coupled with the good in- 
fluence your letters have had on me. . . . 

Faustina to Jacques: 

27th February 1748 

. . . you are entirely mistaken in thinking that what you said shocked 
me. If you imagine you are singular you are wrong. Here in Essequibo 
moral values are by no means high, and you would be astounded if I 
were to relate what goes on among people who are supposed to be 
respectable and God-fearing Christians. At least, you on the Canje 
admit that you have no belief in God, but these here actually attend 
services at Fort Zcelandia on Sunday and pretend they arc good and 
pious folk. 1 can’t stand hypocrisy, Jacques. I admire and respect a per- 
son far more if he or she is frank and admits their faults openly, but the 
person who pretends to be perfect and, in reaUty, is foul at heart earns 
only my contempt. . . . 

Hubertus is doing very well in Demerary. You can see that he was 
born with planting in his blood. He has written teUing us that he is in 
love with an Enghsh girl, one Rosalind Maybury, and that we must 
not be surprised if we hear that there has been a wedding. He is very 
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popular with the English, and is learning to speak the language (no 
doubt, ably assisted by Miss Rosalind May bury). . . . 

As for myself, I am afraid I cannot say I am always happy here. 
Mother can be so annoying at times. She gets more and more discon- 
tented with hfe as she gets older, and simply will not accustom herself 
to the fact that my illegitimacy is a circumstance that cannot be helped. 
It doesn't bother me at all, and that is quite honest, so I don't see why it 
should trouble her so much. . . . 

No, I didn’t like the last sentence in your letter. Why should you 
tliii^ yourself not good enough to touch the hem of my skirt? You 
must never depreciate yourself, Jacques. Always believe in yourself, no 
matter what other people may think. 1 hat is my policy, and it works. 
If you feel you arc dcgt'iicratc and worthless you will in time become 
really so. . . . 

Jacques to F^usina* 

ijth April 1758 

... I have some exciting news. Grandma has applied for and secured 
a concession on the Berbice River, some miles above the fort and not 
far from the Tcuff .s, ncl she has decided that 1 shall run tliis new 
plantation. As 1 have often mentioned, since that incident years ago 
when she caught me talking to Bomba and took me up to her room, she 
has looked on me as a favourite, and she realizes that I am not of the 
same stamp as the others. I must say, she has treated me with much 
sympathy and understanding, and she has ne^ er rated me for being soft. 
She knows I don’t like taking part in the cruel punishments that are 
meted out to the slaves and she never insists that I do. . . . This is going 
to be a revolution in my life. 1 have always wanted to get away from 
tliis sordid atmosphere and start on my own somewhere else. On this 
new plantation 1 shall be near to Juliana and Cousin Flora and her fam- 
ily, and, naturally, 1 shall be pet soiia grata in the homes of the ‘people 
who matter’, as Grandma terms them. As you can w ell guess, of course, 
this is her chief reason in wanting me to get settled on tliis new planta- 
tion. It’s in keeping with her pohey that the family must spread. . . . 

There is something else I ^vant to talk of, but I’m too excited now to 
broach the subject, and it’s nothing 1 can discuss lightly or hastily. In 
my next letter, perhaps. . . . 

When next you hear from me it will be from the Berbice. . . . 
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Faustina to Jacques: 

2 nd June 1758 

. . . yes, even Grandfather appears to be obsessed with this idea that 
our family must be the most influential one along the whole Wild 
Coast, though from what I can gather, your grandmother seems to 
take the idea far mdre seriously. However, Tm glad for your sake that 
you have been given the opportumty to go off on your own and prove 
your worth. . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

‘^oth July 1758 

. . . Juhana is growing into a fine girl I’m glad she left the Canje at 
an early age. The influence of Cousin Flora’s household upon her has 
been most beneficial, and from what I can see of her, she is as sweet a 

f ierson as you are — which brings me to what I wanted to discuss in my 
ast letter but could not find the courage to. . . . 

Faustina to Jacques: 

4th September 1758 

... I fear it is a rather startling proposal, Jacques. I admit I am a httle 
taken off my feet. It seems so obvious a thing to say, yet I think it must 
be said. We have known each other only through our letters, and I am 
two years your senior. How do you know tliat you will like me as I 
am m physical appearance — especially as a wife^ 1 do consider that it 
would be rash of me to say yes unconditionally. . . . No, you may put 
your heart at rest. There is no other to whom I have ever given any 
thought. I confess I am in a great turmoil with myself, and don’t know 
what to say. . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

I2th November 1758 

... I have a good suggestion to make. Why couldn’t you and 
Cousin Mathilde come and spend time with Cousin Flora and her 
family? In tins way we should be able to see a great deal of each other, 
and then we should find no difiiculty in arrivmg at a decision. . . . 

Faustina to Jacques: 

2 nd January 1759 

. . . Grandfather thinks it a splendid idea, but, as you can well 
imagine. Mother is putting a thousand obstacles in the way. However 
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I believe we shall soon break down her objections, especially now that 
Aunt Flora’s letter has arrived to back up yours. . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

3rd February 1759 

. . . much as it is going to be a disappointment to me, and, I hope, to 
you, because I flatter myself you are as eager to meet me as I am to 
meet you, I must tell you that it will be unwise for you to come now. 
You will have to postpone your visit, Faustina my dear. An epidemic 
has T^roken out in the colony, and I should not hke you to come here 
and fall a victim to it. We are puzzled as to how it could have started. 
It is a cross between enteric fever and dysentery, and started on the 
Company plantations. We call it the Sicknes*' for want of a more 
specific name. Some think it has started as a result of the poor food the 
Company plantations serve to their slaves, because up to now it’s the 
Company slaves who have suffered most. Personally, I doubt this 
theory, for the disease is becoming general, and both private and Com- 
pany planters are falling victim to it. Wliitc and black arc going down, 
and everybody is in dread of being attacked. When writing my last 
letter it had already staued, but we had thought notliing of it and that 
it would have died out, but there can be no doubt now that it’s really 
serious, and medical aid is so poor in these parts that I tliink all who 
have no urgent business in the colony should keep far. . . . 

Faustina to Jacques: 

I'ith March 1759 

... it certainly has been a great disappointment, for we had almost 
been on the point of arranging for our passages. I do hope none of you 
will be attacked, Jacques. You say you don’t believe in God, but I do, 
and I shall pray fervently to Him and ask Him to protect you. It would 
break my heart if any tiling should happen to you. Yes, I mean that, 
silly as it may seem. . . . 

Jacques to Faustina: 

2 gth March 1759 

... it doesn’t seem silly in any way. . . . Instead of getting better, it 
seems to be getting worse. The General Superintendent of the Com- 
pany plantations has succumbed to it, and so has liis son. So have several 
other people we knew well about here. . . . 
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Faustina to Jacques: 

6th April 1759 

. . . I’m so excited I can hardly hold the quill. The Sickness has 
broken out here, too, and I’ve spoken to Mother and convinced her 
that as the danger has come into our own colony now I can see no 
reason why we shortld not go to Berbicc. And, Jacques, she has agreed! 
And we are cormng 1 Mother is writing to Aunt Flora by this same post 
to tell her to expect us. . . . 


II 

They came early in June when the long rain season was in full swing. 
When the slave brought the message to Jacques that the ship had 
arrived, Jacques rode four miles through pouring ram to get to the 
Teuffers. The rain held up after the first mile, but he was already 
soaked to the skin. By the time he got to the house his clothes had 
partly dried, but his hair lay pasted to Ins head, two unruly locks droop- 
ing over his temple. This was how Faustina first set eyes on him. 

He did not apologize for his appearance. He took her hand and said: 
‘It’s good seeing you after all those letters,’ twinkhng at her with his 
droll green eyes. 

‘You look almost as I’d expected you to look,’ she said, ‘even in your 
present soaked condition.’ She had deep blue eyes, and her hair was a 
tint between copper and gold. He told her later, when they were alone 
togetlicr: ‘Everything about you is precisely as I had pictured it. Except 
the miscliievous hght that comes into your eyes sometimes. I hadn’t 
foreseen that. I tlunk it’s the most exciting thing about you.’ 

She told him: ‘I don’t feel half as shy with you as I had thought I 
would.’ She added: ‘I seem younger than you, though — I mean 1 feel 
I look younger.’ 

‘You do look younger.’ 

‘I didn’t mean it that way. What I want to say is that you have a 
dangerous, experienced look that I didn’t tlnnfc you would have, 
judging from your letters. It makes me feel I’m a child beside you.’ 

‘It’s the Indian m me, 1 suppose. Wc all have that look. Ihe danger- 
ous look. By the way, I’ve written to them on the Canje to tell them 
you’ve come, and I was going to suggest that you took a trip with me 
there to meet them. You can ride, can’t you?’ 

‘Yes. I should be glad to come. I’d love to meet Aunt Hcndrickje.’ 
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They were on the veranda to greet Jacques and Faustina. Pedro, tall- 
ish and broad-shouldered, was a virile ox of a fellow, his black eyes and 
black hair ahve with a crackling mascuhne force. Lumea was almost as 
tall, a handsome, well-built creature with a sensual mouth Hke 
Rosaria’s. David, short and tough, had his arms akimbo and his feet 
apart Hke some aggressive colossus, though he had a cheerful smile 
when he put out his hand. 

Laurens, with his deformed foot and uneven shoulders, gave her such 
an Q^penly lascivious look that she coloured. 

Hendrickjc brushed her hand aside and gave her a hug. ‘I couldn’t 
dream of shaking your hand, my cliild. 1 know you too intimately 
already — through tliis infatuated grandson of mine.’ She laughed, and 
the multitude of wrinkles around her eyes put out new branches to link 
up with the deeper ones down her checks. 

‘You’re still quite straight, Aunt Hendrickjc. I thought Jacques was 
exaggerating when he used to tell me how erect you were.’ 

Hendrickjc nodded. ‘It w^ill take more than eighty-six years to bend 
my back, Faustina. There’s tough material in me, cliilj.’ 

‘The old blood!’ barked Pedro. 

‘The old blood!’ barked David. 

‘Grandma will never die,’ Laurens said. He uttered a whinnying noise 
and scraped his deformed foot along the floor. ‘She’ll just melt away 
into the morning mists.’ 

‘Laurens is our poet,’ Lumea laughed — a husky laugh. Jacques gave 
her a swift glance, a memory of liis mother tinghng in liis conscious- 
ness. His eyes narrowed sensitively. 

‘We’ll have something to cat first, then we’ll show you over the 
house,’ said Hendrickjc. She spoke in a voice of finaUty, and made 
beckoning gestures toward the dining-room. Jacques, however, very 
quietly, intervened with: ‘Grandma, I tliink Faustina would prefer to 
have a wash first. Remember she w^asn’t brought up on the Canje.’ 

Hendrickjc chuckled. ‘Thanks, Jacques, for the reminder. My child, 
you must pardon my thoughtlessness. After all, it would seem as if age 
is beginning to tell. Let me show you to your room, and I’ll have a tub 
brought up.’ 

‘I’ll take care of the tub,’ said Lumea. ‘You take her up. Grandma.’ 

‘You see what willing grandcliildren I have, Faustina, my dear! 
Ready to fall over themselves to be of some use.’ 

Later, when they were at t^ble, Pedro insisted that Faustina should 
sample some of his red wine. ‘Brewed it myself,’ he said. 
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‘If you prefer gin, just drop me a hint,* said David. ‘I have a flagon 
up in my room I reserve for special occasions.’ 

‘The last time he brought it out,’ Laurens said, ‘was on the occasion 
of the birth of Pedro’s last brat.’ 

Hendrickje glanced reprovingly at Laurens. ‘Now, Laurens! Reserve 
your indiscretions for another time.’ 

‘Face the truth, Grandma, however indelicate!* Laurens wliinnied. 

‘By God! He’s got you there, old lady!’ grinned Pedro. ‘Your own 
maxim.’ 

‘Floored in her own pen!’ David thumped his chest and made a 
stamping noise under the table. 

‘Sec what I have to put up with, my child!’ sighed Hendrickje. But 
there was a simpering look of pleasure and satisfaction on her face. 
‘Only animals, that’s what they are. Untamed wild beasts. But 1 like 
them so. It’s the old blood.’ 

‘The old blood!’ Pedro echoed. 

‘The old blood!’ David echoed, stamping. 

‘Christ! What’s happening out there!’ Lumca sprang up and dashed 
to a window, and her brothers with loud scraping of chairs rose and 
followed. 

Except Jacques. Jacques glanced at Faustina and wagged liis head as 
much as to say: ‘I think I warned you what they were hke.’ And Faus- 
tina smiled, and he knew that she was saying in reply: ‘Don’t worry. 
I’m interested. It doesn’t trouble me.’ 

‘What’s the matter, children?’ asked Hendrickje. ‘Another fight?’ 

‘Atta again!’ snapped Pedro. He hurried ^ut of the room at a run, 
with muttered oaths. David followed liim. 

Laurens frowned: ‘That fellow Atta is goii 5 to cause serious trouble 
before long. I think we ought to get rid of lum. Grandma, the Vern- 
sobres want two good males. Fourie was speaking to me yesterday.’ 

Hendrickje shrugged. ‘I leave it to your discretion, my Soy. If Fourie 
can tame Atta then by all means hand liim over and get somctliing less 
subversive in exchange.’ 

‘He’s a nuisance,’ flared Lumea. ‘Always spouting trouble. He’s doing 
his best to stir up the others. Like that other bad man at Magdalcnen- 
burg. Cuffy, or whatever his name is.’ 

‘Quacco is another one,’ Laurens nodded. ‘I’m going to get rid of 
both of them. Fourie will know how to handle them.’ 

He watched Pedro, rush up and break the two men apart. Pedro 
clouted both of them hard on the head. ‘You again, Atta! You again, 
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damn you! This is your quarrel. You started this. Don’t say a word. I 
know it’s you!’ 

‘You judging bad, Massa Pedro. Atta don’t do everything wrong on 
this plantation. And 1 always tclUng you not to hit me in me head. Flog 
me if you got to flog me, because I’m a slave. J3ut don’t hit me head!’ 

‘Massa Pedro, he call me a coward,’ the other fellow panted. His 
name was Magouri. ‘He talking against you all, Massa. He say we must 
do you harm whenever we get de chance, and because I tell him I grow 
up Qji this plantation since I was a boy and can’t do you all no harm he 
tell me I am a coward — and he lut me in my face.* 

‘Very well, Magouri. 1 hanks.’ Pedro Japped his hands, and after a 
moment three slaves came running up from the direction of the store- 
house. Bakkara, Memphis and Dak. Big hard-muscled fellows. They 
belonged to Pedro’s special faithful bodyguard. There were five of 
them m all. 

‘Bakkara, take charge. Have Atta put in the stocks — and keep him 
there until wc can attend to Inm. Off with lum!’ 

‘Very good, Massa.’ 

They seized Atta, but he made no attempt to resist. As they were 
taking him away he looked back and said: ‘One day you got to re- 
member all you doing now, Massa Pedro. You going to remember 
Atta, Massa Pedro.’ 

When the meal w^as resumed Faustina asked: ‘Is there much of this 
kind of trouble up here?’ 

There w^as a chorus of assent. Pedio told hci: ‘Every day there’s some 
disturbance, but wc have them well in hand, never fear!’ 

‘They won’t bring any nonsense to the van Groenwcgels and get off,’ 
Laurens rumbled, shifting lus foot along the floor. ‘We know how to 
treat trouble-makers.’ 

‘We sell or exchange them,’ said Lumea wdth heavy sarcasm. 

Laurens whinnied. ‘That’s it! That’s our system. When torture and 
lashes prove ineffectual, we simply get rid of them quietly.’ 

‘You take a look out of your window at the compound at five this 
afternoon,’ Pedro told her, ‘and you’ll see how we punish them. I sen- 
tenced three of them this morning to the hot stone.’ 

‘That’s Pedro’s own little invention, my child,’ Hendrickjc tittered. 
‘Pedro is extremely ingenious at inventing new tortures.’ 

Faustina smiled. ‘Jacques has told me about the hot stone.’ 

‘Is there anything he hasn’t told you of in his letters?’ 

‘I can guess a few things he hasn t* said Laurens. 
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Jacques shook his head solemnly. ‘Wrong. I confessed everything, 
Laurens — even some of your sins, too.’ 

The room exploded with laughter. David stamped, and Laurens’ 
thin, finicky laughter rose and fell grotesquely amid the raucous riot of 
sound. Hendrickje’s face crinkled into fresh wrinkles as her imposing 
person shook with ‘mirth. 

When the meal was over they took Faustina on a tour around the 
house and the compound. Pedro remarked when they were upstairs: 
‘As Jacques has told you everything in liis letters, we don’t need to con- 
ceal the fact that tliis is the room where Mother and Bomba used to 
“make sweet”. Did Jacques tell you of some of her expressions?’ 

Later, in the compound, Lumea said: ‘This was where Bangara’s 
lo^ie stood before Mother and Bomba locked him in and set it on fire.’ 

Bangara was the mulatto who used to be my lover, Faustina,’ said 
Hendrickje. ‘He knew his job, too, I can assure you, my cliild. Irritat- 
ingly superstitious in liis ignorant way, but when it came to bed-time 
affairs I certainly had notlung to complain of’ 

Faustina’s face was very pink, though she did her best to pretend that 
she was not shocked. She changed the subject adroitly by asking after 
Hoobak the obcah man. ‘He was the one who used to boil death-broths, 
wasn’t he? I think you mentioned something about that, Jacques.’ 

‘He’s still alive,’ Hendrickje nodded. ‘He used to be one of my 
lieutenants, but, poor fellow, he’s too old now to engage in active 
work, so I let liim do light tasks about the logics — sweeping and mop- 
ping up. Dooley and Dissak have both died of the Sickness.’ 

‘Is it very rampant up here?’ 

‘Not as bad as on the Berbice,’ David told her. ‘We’ve lost one or 
two of the older slaves. If you’re strong you’re seldom attacked.’ 

‘We aren’t afraid of it,’ said Hendrickje. ‘We’re hard here. Steel and 
stone. We laugh at man, beast and disease.’ 

‘Not to mention God,’ murmured Jacques. 

‘Grandma is the hardest of us all!’ thundered Pedro. 

‘The hardest of us all!’ echoed David. He thumped liis chest. 

‘Hard as a sawari nut,’ said Laurens. 

They spoke fervently. Faustina could see from the glances they 
threw at their grandmother how deep were their love and respect for 
her, how they venerated her, yet regarded her as one of themselves: a 
good companion to be gently lampooned and criticized. 

Later that day, when Faustina was reading on the back veranda, Hen- 
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drickje came out and stood beside her chair and said: ‘Before you go we 
must have a quiet chat, my girl. So that we may get to know each other/ 

‘It will be a pleasure, Aunt Hendrickje/ 

‘For me, too. You’re a splendid girl. I’m fond of you already.’ She 
spoke quietly, with a note of tenderness. Her old eyes had a pensive, far- 
away gleam and her tliin lips were set in a slight fixed smile that, some- 
how, gave her an air of doting. She nodded as though enveloped in a 
web of musings, and when she grunted Faustina could detect the quaver 
of sj'nility in the sound. Despite this, however, she was an impressive 
figure. Her height and carriage could not be overlooked. She had un- 
mistakable dignity and a positivencss of mien that precluded any senti- 
ments of kindly patronage, or compassion for her age, on the part of 
the spectator. Even when she rested her hand on the back of the chair 
to steady herself one did not feel inchned to regard her as a fellow human 
in a state of physical dechne. The aura of vitality that surrounded her 
was too strong. "1 he power of her will could be felt as though it were a 
palpable emanation moving hke a deep, quiet wind about her. 

The following morning she took Faustina into her room, and in the 
course of their conversation paced in a restless, fevered manner about 
the room, nodding and grunting. 

‘Nothing much has happened during the past twenty years or so, my 
cliild,’ she said, her gaze out on the grey, drizzly morning. ‘Life has 
been fairly even and uneventful, but they have been my best years. 
Since Adrian and Rosaria were wiped off the scene I have had every- 
thing my way. 1 have realized many little dreams. I’ve seen these boys 
grow up as I would have wanted my own children to grow up. They’re 
tough, knotty dare-devils. Except Jacques, of course — my pet boy. He 
was always the soft one, though I’ve never taken him to task about it. 
I have too tender a spot for him. He’s such an odd mixture — lovable 
despite his fleshly weaknesses — and I say that merely in a conventional 
sense, for I don’t consider them real weaknesses. The urges of the flesh 
are natural and therefore legitimate. Jacques has a strong sense of family 
loyalty. That, at least, can be said of liim. I love Jacques.’ She turned 
suddenly and said; ‘You love him, too, Faustina, don’t you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I’m glad. Funny boy, Jacques. Courtship by post. It’s just the sort of 
tiling he would go in for. He was always different. He used to be so 
concerned over liis father. The only one of the children who remem- 
bered Adrian’s existence in that room over there. You’re going to 
marry him, 1 hope?’ 


379 



children of Kaywana 

‘Yes, I think so, Aunt Hendrickje/ 

‘Good. I’m satisfied. I’d foreseen it, that’s why I sent him off to the 
Berbice to get settled on a place of his own. We must spread, Faustina. 
Our goal is power, power. The pinnacles.’ She began to pace again, 
hands beliind her back clasping and unclasping. ‘We have to justify the 
blood in us. It’s grand blood. Fire-blood. We must always be on top. 
Masters! The Wild Coast must tremble at our name.’ She paused and 
looked at Faustina, and the girl could not meet her gaze. ‘Didn’t your 
grandfather tell you the talcs of old?’ 

‘You mean about Kaywana and Adriansen and the raid of 1666? Oh, 
yes. Since we were little tilings. He’s very family-conscious, and I tliink 
your letters have helped to make liim more so. Aunt Hcndrickje.’ 

Hendrickje uttered a sound of satisfaction, and after a pensive silence 
said: ‘I’m a contented woman, Faustina. I’ve had a hard struggle to get 
what I want, but I’ve got it. The rest is mere trimming. Pedro has 
already agreed to go to Suriname — ^in about five or six years’ time. I 
want him to find a wife first. It’s so difficult finding wives for these 
boys. They aren’t popular. Too loud and fiery for the poor mediocrities 
about here, thougn women like them on the sly. Oh, yes, the women 
like them, and before long there’ll be a few elopements. David has his 
eye on a robust young French creature down-stream, and she’s off her 
head over him, but her parents and uncle guard her like a lump of gold. 
They’ve threatened to shoot her if they catch her fiddling around with 
David. Two weeks ago they thrashed her within an inch of her hfe be- 
cause she waved at him when he was passing in a coriaL And Laurens is 
weak on a girl on the Berbice River — one Ameha George. But she 
won't look at him, poor fellow. She’s soft on Jacques, though Jacques 
treats her with smiling aloofness. All the women are wild about 
Jacques, my dear. He has a way with them. Since he was eight. You 
should have seen him oghng the slave girls and spying on them un- 
dressing. Poor Jacques. Your letters have done a lot to steady him. He 
might have been keeping a harem now if it hadn’t been for you.* 

Later, when she was alone with Jacques, Faustina said: ‘She’s a strange 
woman. She has an air of greatness — and yet I find that I’m more in- 
clined to regard her with awe than with admiration.’ 

‘I know what you mean. She’s a colossus, but a hollow colossus. I 
love and respect her because of long and close association, but I’m not 
fooled. She has a warped mind, Faustina. She’s an evil genius.’ 

‘Yet you love and respect her?’ 
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‘why shouldn’t I? I haVe no claims to a halo myself.’ 

She was silent for a moment, thoughtful, then said: ‘She asked me 
whether I intend to marry you.’ 

‘And you replied?’ 

‘I told her yes.’ 

He gripped her arm. ‘You’re generous. It makes me afraid.’ 

‘Why afraid?’ 

‘The weak vein I’ve always told you about. At depth, I’m no better 
thafo any of them. Perhaps I’m even worse — because, at least, they have 
stern guts.’ He laughed softly. ‘In a minute you’ll be scolding me for 
depreciating myself.’ 

‘You haven’t found yourself, Jacques, but there’s nothing the matter 
with you. I think you’re a fine man, and I don’t form hasty opinions.’ 

Ill 

The wedding was planned for October, but it did not take place until 
February of the following year, because in the meantime Mathilde, 
Faustina’s mother, tool ill with the Sickness and died. She died on 
October 2nd, not two weeks after Governor van Ryswijck, who suc- 
cumbed to the Sickness on September 21 st. In January, old Mynheer 
Teuffer also fell victim to the epidemic. As a result, the wedding was a 
quiet affair, confined to members of the family. Lumea and David came 
to represent the Canjc house. Pedro and Laurens remained behind to 
see that notliing went wrong, and Hendrickje was compelled to admit 
that she was too old to do the journey. 

‘She sends her heartiest wishes for your future happiness,’ David told 
Jacques, ‘and she says you must see they’re all sons.’ 

‘Tell her 1 prefer girls,’ Jacques murmured solemnly. 

‘She knows that already,’ Lumea said, ^ith equal solemnity. 

David said to Faustina: ‘You’re going to have to watch him with the 
eyes of a tiger-cat. Sister Faustina. He takes them at all ages — from 
fourteen to forty.’ 

Faustina replied with a smile: ‘I have too much confidence in myself 
to have to watch liim.’ 

About two months after they were married, Jacques encountered 
Amelia George on the track that ran parallel with the river, the track 
that linked one plantation with another. Like himself, she was on mule- 
back and picking her way cautiously, for a few fitful showers had 
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turned the track muddy and treacherous. She was a girl of about twenty, 
decidedly attractive in figure, though she did not have a remarkably 
pretty face. 

She greeted him in her usual shyish way, her grey eyes squinting a 
trifBe — a mannerisrp of hers — as she smiled. 

They would have passed each other and gone their separate ways as 
they had done so many times before, but on tliis occasion a marabunta — 
a species of wasp — intervened. It darted down from the hanging nest on 
the branch of a wild cacao tree, startled by the fluttering wings of a 
hawk that swooped past suddenly. It jerked its sting into the girl’s 
cheek, and she cried out and brushed frantically at her face, dismounting 
hurriedly. 

Jacques turned and rode up. ‘What’s wrong?’ Then he saw her cheek 
with the tiny red spot on it. ‘Phew! A black one, was it?’ 

She nodded, biting her lip in pain. 

‘Only one remedy when a black marabunta stings you, Amelia — un- 
less you want a dose of fever.’ Without asking her permission, he leant 
toward her, pinched the punctured part of her cheek between his fin- 
gers, and, putting his mouth to it, sucked out the poison. She made no 
attempt to push linn off', though she was obviously surprised. He felt 
her hand tremulous on his arm. When he turned aside and spat she said 
in an uncertain voice: ‘Thank you.’ 

‘Permit me to say thanks instead,’ he smiled. ‘It was a pleasant task. I 
must see and cultivate these black marabunias! 

She gave him a swift smile and murmured: ‘Yen speak as if you for- 
get you’re married,’ and there was no shyness in her manner now. Only 
a breathlessness. 

He shrugged. ‘ 1 have never claimed strength of character.’ He put out 
his hand. ‘Shall I help you to mount?’ 

Before she went off he told her: ‘ See and put some salve on that 
cheek of yours.’ 

‘Wouldn’t you like to come home and do it for me?’ 

He laughed and waved her on. ‘Tempt me not, Amelia.’ 

On his arrival home he related the incident in detail to Faustina, and she 
laughed and said: ‘It doesn’t make me jealous. 1 don’t reckon mfidehty 
in mere physical contact — even if it had been closer contact I wouldn’t 
have minded.’ 

‘I wish 1 could say the same. I’m so painfully earthy.’ 

‘That’s a delusion of yours, Jacques. Much of the time you live in the 
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clouds without knowing it. I can tell you quite honestly that it wouldn’t 
trouble me if you were physically intimate with a dozen women — so 
long as I was certain that your heart was with me.’ 

He gave her a long, solemn look. ‘My stars tell me, dear beloved, 
that one day I shall have cause to remind you of that.’ 

Shortly after Christmas Hendrickje wrote asking after her great- 
grandson. ‘By now there should, at least, have been some news of his 
coiging,* she wrote. ‘Please don’t disappoint me, children. Hurry up.’ 

Jacques wrote back: ‘My daughter w^ill come when it suits her. We 
are not worrying. Did you hear that Gewernor van Hoogenheim’s wife 
died last week of the Sickness? And they only arrived in November. 
Wliich illustrates how sudden life and death can be. It may be you next 
week — and you talk of our not disappointing you. Faustina sends her 
love. How are Pedro’s two mulatto boys? Arc you still doting on them? 
Keep well, the van Grocnwcgels never run — they merely drift into 
wickedness. Jacques.’ 

Faustina did not become pregnant until May the following year. She 
was about tour months advanced when she and Jacques attended Juli- 
ana’s wedding. Ju^'aia got married to Vincent TeufTer, Flora’s eldest 
son. 

The banquet was a grand affair, and people from all the neighbouring 
plantations were invited, for the Teufiers had many triends. 

Among the guests was Predicant Ram ring, with his wife and 
daughter, of the church at Pccrcboom, dow u-rivcr. K'^ynhcer Charbon 
and his son, Jan, were there, too, they were from Plantation Ooster- 
bcck. Also Mynheer and Mevrouw Schriender from Plantation Hol- 
landia. The Georges and the Zublis. And Mynheer Abbensetts of 
Plantation Solitude, who was a member of the Council of Government. 
The widow Johansen and 1 lerr Mittclhol/cr, the Swuss-German man- 
ager of Plantation de Vreede, a little below the Company plantation, 
Peereboom. 

It was purely accidental that Jacques happened to find himself next to 
Amelia George at table. He told her: ‘I wish I could arrange for a 
marabimta nest in the ceiling.’ 

‘I’m beginning to wonder,’ she said, ‘if there could be one under the 
table.’ 

‘Never mind my knee. It was always sensitive to the touch of soft 
things.’ 

‘Who is doing the tempting now?’ 
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He made a gesture of insouciance. ‘Shall I pass you the salt?* 

Despite the festive spirit that possessed everyone to-day, the big 
subject of conversation was the Sickness. 

Mynheer Schricndcr told them tliat two of his slaves had died the day 
before. He shook his head gravely. ‘I don’t know what’s going to be 
the fate of this col6ny before long if this epidemic continues as it’s 
doing. The doctors seem quite helpless.’ 

‘Don’t call them doctors for God’s sake!’ Mynheer George ex- 
claimed. ‘It’s an insult to the medical profession to term the men we 
have here doctors. They know as much about medicine as my old mule.’ 

‘My dear George, is there anything in this colony that isn’t rotten to 
the core!’ Mynheer Abbensetts snorted and made a sweeping gesture of 
contempt with his hands. T’m tired of talking, "fired. How many times 
haven’t I stood up in that Council Chamber and slated the Directors! 
But what useful purpose has it served! They never heed. They’re too 
confoundedly mean, that’s what it boils down to.’ 

‘Quite right,’ agreed Mynheer Charbon. ‘All they’re interested in 
are their dividends. They don’t care what happens to us here.’ 

‘Look at Fort Nassau!’ tliundered on Mynheer Abbensetts. ‘Half the 
soldiers are down with the Sickness. The pahsades are faUing to pieces, 
and no attempt is ever made to repair them. If an attack came from any- 
where to-morrow we’d be at the mercy of tlie enemy. That fort 
couldn’t stand up to a platoon of beetles!’ 

‘Agreed! Agreed!’ 

‘Hoogenheim, mind you, does his best. We couldn’t find a better 
man to govern the colony. But Hoogenheim alone in the midst of a 
pack of incapable officials can’t settle everytliing — especially as the 
Directors won’t give liim a free hand to spend what ought to be spent 
on the place.’ 

‘Exactly. And look at the Secretary he has under liim!’ 

Abbensetts snorted again. ‘Secretary! If I wasn’t in polite company 
I’d tell you what’s my name for him. Harkenroth ! He’s a stinking farce ! 
The personification of slackness and carelessness. And there’s Wijs, the 
Orphan-master — another slack good-for-notliing ! Always in some 
slave woman’s logic,’ he added in a murmur. ‘And Hattinga, the land 
surveyor, is a hopeless drunkard, as everybody knows. Even our friend 
Predicant Ramring there’ — a twinkle came into his eyes — ‘even he is a 
disturbing clement: an clement that conduces to lack of progress. 
Always meddling in the affairs of Government. Isn’t it the truth, Pre- 
dicant? Can you deny it?’ 
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The Predicant chuckled and wagged a finger at him. ‘Very well, 
Abbcnsetts. Very well. Another time we’ll have it out. This chicken is 
too good. I never mix politics with chicken.* 

There was general laughter, though everyone knew that there lay a 
great deal of seriousness behind what Abbcnsetts had said. Predicant 
Ramring did interfere in Government matters — especially matters 
affecting the slaves and the amount of land that the Church ought to be 
allowed to cultivate, both matters that only the Directors could give a 
ruling on but which the Predicant expected the Governor and his 
Council to settle, and settle in his favour. 

Abbensetts bad not finished. ‘The Burgher Militia are a pack of 
cowards!’ he shouted. The gin had begun to have its effect, and Myn- 
heer Abbcnsetts was naturally of a fiery temperament. ‘They aren’t fit 
to be called men. If a half-baked musket went off witliin a mile of them 
they’d take tr their heels. What we want is a regular force of mihtary 
men — men properly equipped and clothed and fed, and, above all, 
properly trained. Look what happened in ’51! In ’56! In ’59— just a 
year or two ago! Those riots and murders at Fort Nassau among the 
soldiers. The men an* tie disciplined. They’re badly fed, badly clothed, 
so what can you c\; ‘ ct! I’ve talked about it until I’m sick. I’ve talked 
about it in private. I’ve talked about it in the Council Chamber. I can’t 
do more.’ 

‘What you can do now is to eat, Abbcnsetts,’ chuckled the Predi- 
cant. 

‘Oh, you! You can cat comfortably! You parsons are better off than 
anybody else in this colony. You sit back in your cottages and live off 
the cream of the land. You have the slaves at your feet. You fool them 
to your heart’s content witli your patter about God and Jesus Christ and 
Heaven and Hell, and get them so scared of you they feel you’re a little 
Almighty. You get a free lodging, free meals at the Governor’s table, 
and, on top of that, a salary of nine hundred guilders per annum. Isn’t 
that good living? Do you want anything better?’ 

‘Yes, the wine you sent me last month could have been of a much 
better quahty.’ 

‘Why don’t you write home and complain to the Directors? Like 
Frauendorff before you! He was so dissatisfied with the fat hving that 
he had to keep a private journal to record complaints! Complaints! 
Think of it! Oh, yes, I know all about it. Ramring. Frauendorff used to 
send in bits of scandal and complaints to the Directors. It’s just luck that 
the Directors didn’t pay any attention. In fact, they repUed telling him 
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that he was a fault-finder and lacked Christian charity! Ho, ho, ho! 
How do you hke that! Eh? How do you like that, Ramring!’ 

Jacques murmured to Amelia: ‘Are you keen on politics?’ 

‘Not at all,’ she said. 

‘Then I think perhaps we can follow the example of one or two of 
the others and make our exit.’ 

They went out on the veranda, and when he saw the moonlight he 
suggested that they should take a stroll along the track. 

She glanced at him in surprise. ‘Now?’ 

‘Now.’ 

‘Do you think that would be discreet?’ 

‘Not very. Are you coming?’ 

She went with him, but kept glancing back so frequently that he had 
to tell her about Lot’s wife. She said: T’m wondering about yours.’ 

‘She’s upstairs with Paula Teuffer. Paula has a cold.’ He offered her 
his arm. ‘If you’re not afraid.’ 

‘To take your arm? Why should I be?’ 

‘Exactly.’ 

‘You’re very odd, Jacques,’ she smiled. 

‘My grandmother has always thought so. You aren’t the first.’ 

Light fell palely upon the plantation from a threc-day-old crescent, 
and tree-frogs were fluting around them as they made their way along 
the track. She asked liim if he hked the moonlight, and he said: ‘Not 
particularly. Moonlight hke tliis always reminds me of a certain rather 
grim occasion twenty-odd years ago.’ 

‘What occasion was that?’ 

‘I never talk about it.’ 

She squeezed liis arm. ‘I’ve heard terrible talcs about you, Jacques.’ 

‘They arc all true.’ 

‘Have you and your brothers really such a bad name up the Canje?’ 

‘We’re an atrocious family, AmcHa.’ 

‘I don’t agree. Juhana is a dear — and so is Faustina and your Cousin 
Flora.’ She pressed his arm again. ‘And you yourself.’ 

‘ My mother was the very Devil himself in female form. If you had 
met her you would have known. I hked her, all the same.’ 

‘I hear you and Pedro and Lumea went out after her one night and 
shot her down.’ 

‘There was moonlight hke this that night.’ 

She glanced about her with a simulation of nervousness, pressing her- 
self against him as though in fear. ‘The moonhght is not very bright. I 
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hope none of the slaves are about to-night. They seem so aggressive and 
self-assertive nowadays. Do those on the Canje give much trouble?’ 

‘A great deal. We have to keep a strict eye on them all the time, but 
Pedro and the others know how to handle them. Higher up, I under- 
stand, there’s a fellow called Cuffy who is inciting them to make them- 
selves as annoying as they possibly can. He’s the most dangerous of the 
lot, though Fourie and liis overseers don’t seem to think so. I believe 
they’re under-estimating that fellow.* 

♦What’s his name, did you say?’ 

‘Cuffy. He belongs to the Vernsobres of Magdalenenburg.* 

‘That’s the place with the very cruel manager, Andre Fourie?’ 

‘Andre Fourie Niffens den Timmerman, to give him liis full name. 
Perfectly correct. He’s an arch-brute.’ 

‘Do you agree that the private planters treat their slaves far worse 
than the Company people?’ 

‘The^-e’s no doubt about that. A definite fact. You won’t find many 
trouble-makers on the Company plantations. It’s the private planters 
with their savage methods of torture who drive these fellows to be 
aggressive.’ 

‘Are there other trouble-makers up the Canje besides Cuffy?’ 

‘ Several. There’s a fellow called Atta whom we sold not too long ago. 
And higher up, I’ve heard, there are one or two more. Akkara and 
Accabre and Quacco and Baube. Yes, and Goussari — all sedition- 
mongers.’ 

They had reached a spot where the bush opened out on their left. 
They could sec the sluggish black water gUmmering in the pale moon- 
hght. Over on the other bank, fire-flics flashed amid the hanging foliage 
of the wild cacao and the fine, feathery fronds of aeta and manicole 
palms. They paused here automatically, and kept looking, and inhaUng 
the wet, leafy air. 

‘That’s lovely.’ 

‘Yes.* He nodded with a slightly detached air. 

They could hear the water sucking at the bank near their feet — a soft, 
hypnotic sound. Silhp-siflip, it went. Sillip-sillip. Lulhng. A tinkly 
bubbhng came suddenly, and a ripple began to circle outward. In the 
background was the fluting of the tree-frogs. 

‘It’s very lonely here, isn’t it?’ 

He nodded. 

She glanced up at liim. ‘You seem so thoughtful.’ 

He smiled, and, tilting his head, returned her look. The shadow of 
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his shoulder was upon her chin. He turned her toward him, pulled her 
against him and lassed her. She did not withdraw or protest. Even 
when his hands moved down her arms and over her breasts — very 
hghtly at first, then with purpose and intensity —she still remained 
quiescent. A hmpness seemed to have come over her: a hmpness of 
mind and body. 

Fortunately, it was September, the middle of the long dry season, 
and the earth was dry, though some of the shrubs they brushed against 
were wet with a heavy dew. Once his head touched a clump of dragon’s 
blood, and for nearly the whole of the half an hour that they were there 
she could see die tiny blebs of moisture ghstening on his temple in the 
moonlight. 

Neither of them uttered a word. 

It was not until she was putting her clothes right and they were on the 
point of resuming their walk that she broke the silence. She said with a 
quiet, excited breathlessness: ‘Do you think badly of me for this?’ 

He shook his head. ‘I’m the bad one. I was married last year.’ 

She hung her head. ‘ I liked you since that first day I saw you when 
you came to hve in these parts, some years ago. Do you remember the 
morning you came to sec Juhana?’ 

‘I hardly noticed you then. You’ve grown up amazingly since.’ 

‘Jacques, you won’t say anytlnng of tins, will you?’ 

‘That’s so naive. Don’t lose your composure. It will remain with us. 
Sometimes I do hat^ myself.’ 

‘Why?’ 

|This.’ 

‘How do you mean?’ 

He shrugged. ‘I’m in love with my wife.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘After this I’ll have to watch myself’ 

‘It won’t happen again. It was an accident. I’m going to avoid you as 
much as I can in future.’ 

After a silence she asled: ‘What excuse are you going to make when 
you get back?’ 

‘None at all. We went for a walk because we weren’t in the mood to 
listen to Councillor Abbensetts ranting the Government to pieces. 
That’s the truth.’ I le gave her a sly look and added: ‘The truth need not 
be elaborated.’ 

‘Will Faustina believe that?’ 

‘I trust so.’ A sensitive, pained look passed over his face. ‘Faustina is 
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good. Big and generous. If she did discover about this it wouldn’t make 
any difference to our relations.’ 

‘I can hardly believe that, Jacques.’ 

The glance he gave her was almost contemptuous. His casual air of 
drollery had vanished. ‘You may not believe it but it’s true. She’s big 
and noble. You don’t find her kind often.’ He fell silent, but after a 
moment said abruptly: ‘A.nd you. You have such a splendid body. 
You’ve never known a man before. Why did you let me?’ 

‘That’s simple to answer. Because I wanted you to be the first.’ 

He shrugged. 

‘ I feel weak all over whenever I sec you.’ 

He made no comment. 

‘I wonder how I shall be able to face you in daylight, Jacques.’ 

‘That will be easy. Simply smile politely and say good day, as you 
have always done, and I shall do the same. Ameha, this isn’t as dreadful 
as people hke to make out it is. Only these Predicants with their God 
and Jesus Christ and their convenient moral doctrines make events hke 
tliis seem terrifying. We won’t go to hell because of to-night.’ He 
laughed. ‘You should have grown up with us on the Canjc to see how 
casual we were :.joul such matters.’ 

‘ Isn’t your sister virtuous?’ 

‘Lumea?’ He laughed again. ‘She had a still-born child at sixteen.’ 

‘What! Who was the father?’ 

‘Pedro.’ 

‘Jacques! I don’t believe it!’ 

He patted her arm. ‘Not so pretty, is it?’ 

Later, when they got back, Faustina believed him. 

‘I knew it must have been some such reason that drove you two out,’ 
she said. When she reached up to kiss him, however — they were alone 
in the guest-room — he turned away liis face. His hands were clenched. 

‘Is sometliing wrong, Jacques?’ 

‘No. Notliing.’ 

She stared at him, and a look of slow enlightenment came ahve on 
her face. ‘Did anytliing liappcn between you?’ 

He nodded. 

They undressed in silence. 

‘It was a rotten thing to do,’ he said, ‘looked at in the Hght of 
accepted conventions. I ought to have restrained myself I have no 
excuse to make for myself’ 
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She said nothing, but she was very white and tense. There was 
agitation in her movements. 

During the night he heard her sobbing beside him. Sobbing softly 
into her pillow. 

The next morning, before they set out for their home, she told him: 
‘I forgive you, but please don’t remind me of what I said once. I’ll get 
used to it — I mean to the idea of what you’ve done. Not to your always 
doing it, though. I’m human, Jacques. I can feel jealous hke anybody 
else. I could tear her to bits for — for letting you.’ 

IV 

In February of the following year, 1762, she gave birth to a son, and 
they called him Raphael, because Faustina hoped that he would become 
a great painter hke Raphael Sanzio. Jacques twinkled: ‘Don’t let Grand- 
ma hear you expressing such a wish. She detests painters.’ 

Hendrickje wrote in triumph: ‘I am a happy woman to-day. I have 
not struggled in vain. We have beaten Destiny. Notlnng can keep us 
now from reaching the pinnacles. I can sec the shade of Grandfather 
Willem strutting proudly before me in this room, and I can sec his face 
beaming with satisfaction. Let them all be sons, my boy, and tell them the 
tales of old, Jacques. Hammer into them the consciousness of the grand 
blood that runs in their veins. The old blood, Jacques ! The fire-blood ’ 

Gifts deluged down upon young Raphael from his uncles and aunt on 
the Canje. Pedro sent a large cask of wine, with instructions that it was 
not to be drawn from until Raphael was twenty-one. David’s gift was 
a set of six daggers — ‘teach him to throw these hke his uncle’ — but 
Laurens and Lumea, more conventional, sent sugar and coffee. Hen- 
drickje decided, practically, on a money gift; ajar containing a hundred 
florins. 

Not satisfied with these demonstrations of their delight, tliere was a 
spree ‘in honour of the coming into the world of a legitimate van 
Groenwegcl’, as Laurens put it. They invited all their cronies, and the 
old house flamed with wild laughter and drunken cat-caUs. Upstairs, in 
her room, Hendrickje slept through it soundly. 

It lasted all night. By morning everyone was dazed and prostrate 
from an excess of wine. Hosts and guests lay strewn around the sitting- 
room and dining-room asleep. On the dining-table Lumea sprawled on 
her back — completely nude. 

At six o’clock something happened. 
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The slaves who had come with the guests the evening before had 
slept under the trees in the compound. In the usual course of tilings, two 
of them strolled into the house to see whether their masters were ready 
to leave. They saw the drunken figures. They saw Lumea on the dining- 
table. They hurried outside and talked about it to the others. 

‘This our chance,’ one of them said. ‘Let’s go inside the house and 
give them a beating. The missy naked on the table. We can take her in 
a corner and give her what the massas give her last night.’ 

^‘The old lady might come down and cry out.’ 

‘We can deal with her if she make noise. She nearly ninety.’ 

‘They’ll shoot us if we trouble her. They bad massas here.’ 

‘But how they going to stop us? They drunk. They not able to move.’ 

‘Fourteen of us here — and only ten of them in there. Let’s do it. We 
can tie up their hands and feet first.’ 

‘Yes, Bag^a right. Let’s go and do it. Beat them good. Remember 
what C uf y tell us? Don’t miss a chance to hit them. Every time we get 
the chance we must beat them up. Break up their property.* 

Bagga chortled. ‘That missy got good legs. She naked on the table, 
all ready for us. Come, let’s go.’ 

They hesitated iiidcr the trees, talking. Mumbling. Glancing toward 
the house. At length they decided. They would do it. Beat up the 
massas and rape the missy. Get revenge on them. 

They should not, however, have hesitated so long. It was this pause 
that told against them — and the fact that they had failed to consider the 
possible attitude of the Bodyguard. 

From the very outset their intentions had been divined by Memphis. 
Memphis, from a pantry window, had overheard a remark and had 
seen them gathering and talking and glancing toward the house. He 
hurried into the sitting-room and shook l^cdro awake, dashed water 
into his face and slapped his cheeks and forehead. He told Pedro of his 
fears and they woke David. Then Mempliis hurried off to the kitchen 
to rouse the four other members of the Bodyguard. 

Bagga and his companions, unaware of these developments, entered 
the house — some by the front door, some by the kitchen door. They 
moved across the sitting-room. They moved through the pantry. No 
one stopped them. In the kitchen the Bodyguard pretended to be sound 
asleep on their rude mattresses on the floor. 

The intruders in the sitting-room stooped to yank up Gert de Groot 
and Hendrik dc Fruizt. ‘Pull tlicm up! Come on! Lash them! Treat 
them same as they treat us!’ 
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‘Oh, so!* 

That was Pedro. Bleary-eyed, tousled; the black locks were damp on 
his forehead. Pedro had a musket presented at them. 

‘God! Look! Massa, wake up!* 

Pedro uttered a deep hacking sound. Like the bark of a racoon. 

‘Get out! Quick!** 

Bagga decided to be defiant. ‘He can’t shoot on us! Slave cost money. 
He can’t kill us.’ 

The others stood still, irresolute. 

‘Remember what Akkara tell us! They value us. They know we cost 
money. They can’t kill us, because we do their work. If they shoot us they 
won’t got nobody to work for them, and they’ll punish and turn poor.* 

Bang! 

The room hazed and vibrated. Bagga yelled and crumpled up, a ball 
in his thigh. 

In the dining-room — just before the musket exploded — David’s hand 
make a flicking motion across his face, and a knife gashed deeply into 
the upper arm of the slave who had bent over the dining-table to fondle 
Lumea’s prostrate body. David was standing on the stairway. His hand 
flicked again, and another knife found its mark — this time in the but- 
tocks of another man who was attempting to yank up Fernand Braucr. 
David worked in silence. 

The un wounded intruders scampered back into the pantry, but 
Stragga and Dak and Bakkara intercepted them. 

Hendrickje appeare'd at the top of the stairs and asked what was the 
matter. David turned his head and told her: ‘Just a httlc trouble.’ 

Lumea slept through cvcrytliing. Like Laurens upstairs in bed with 
one of liis mistresses, a girl called Yemba. Lumea and Laurens did not 
wake until after nine o’clock. By then the fires were blazing fiercely in 
the compound and operations were in full swing. The air was filled 
with the groans of humans in pain. The air stank with the odour of 
scorched human flesh. 

Hendrickje entered the dining-room and slapped Lumea on the but- 
tocks. ‘Get some clothes on, you vile bitch. There has been trouble.’ 

‘I see that — and smell it. Hell! I’ve got a headache, Grandma!’ 

Hendrickje tittered, shepherding Pedro’s two mulatto sons, Ziddy 
and Janny, into the sitting-room for their lessons. Their kinky hair did 
not upset her; old age had altered her views on the subject of hair. 
‘You’re fortunate you have nothing worse,’ she said to Lumea over her 
shoulder. ‘Dave said you were the centre of attraction.’ 
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‘Was I? The sons of hogs! Did they put their black paws on me?’ 

Ziddy, who was nine, wanted to go outside to watch the brandings, 
but his great-grandmother told him: ‘No, it’s time for lessons, my boy. 
Afterwards Uncle Dave will take you into the fields for musket prac- 
tice. Now, Janny! Come back! Come back from that window or 
you’ll be wliipped!’ 

Janny came back. He was eight, and gave promise of growing into a 
huge specimen like liis father. He had liis Grandfather Adrian’s fore- 
h(Ad. Hendrickjc patted his shoulder and smiled down affectionately 
upon liim. ‘So much spirit, eh? So much spirit. The old blood. It must 
come out. Never mind the black taint. Ziddy, still, please! Sit still!’ 

On the morning of July 6th, that same year, at about six o’clock, there 
came a loud knocking on the front door of the van Groenwegel 
residence the Bcrbice River. 

Jacques called do\;a from a window; he was puzzled. ‘Who’s that?’ 

It was a soldier from the fort. 

‘What’s the trouble, my man?’ 

‘An order from a[-'ain Lentzeng to muster. Mynheer!’ 

‘To muster? What for? What’s happened?’ 

‘There’s some trouble up-river, Mynheer! Will you please come 
down and sign the circular?’ 

Jacques went down and signed the circular. Like every other planter, 
he was a member of the Burgher MiUtia. 

On his return upstairs he told Faustina: ‘It’s on Laurens Kunckler’s 
plantations — Goedland and Goed Fortuin. When he was at the Council 
meeting yesterday, the slaves took advantage of liis absence to plunder 
his house. They took all the muskets and ammunition they could lay 
their hands on, and after burning the house flat, made off into the bush. 
They frightened off the Accaway Postholdcr who arrived at the fort 
last night with the news.’ 

‘Jacques! That’s serious.’ 

‘Of course it is.’ He was dressing. 

‘You’re not afraid to gv ’’ 

‘Not particularly — but I don’t say I’m pleased at the prospect of pot- 
ting at ambushed negroes and being potted at in return.’ He stretched 
out and tweaked her chin. ‘I think you’d better spend the day at the 
Teuffers. I may not be back until to-morrow.’ 

‘Most certainly not. Suppose the trouble spreads to this part of the 
river.’ 
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He gave her a surprised look. ‘All the more reason why you should 
not remain in this house alone.* 

‘Have you forgotten our family motto? We never run.’ 

He stared at her — with genuine increduHty — then laughed. ‘Well! I 
wouldn’t have dreatnt you were given that way, too.’ 

‘What do you mean? Weren’t we all brought up that way?’ 

‘That’s so,’ he nodded, his face solemn. ‘We never run.’ 

‘Your grandmother would be shocked if she were here to observe 
your attitude,’ she smiled. 

‘I have no doubt. Kiss me good-bye.’ 

‘Aren’t you going to eat sometliing first?’ 

‘They’ll provide some sort of meal at the fort, I suppose.’ 

‘Take care of yourself, Jacques.’ 

‘You insist on staying here, then?’ 

‘Yes, I’ll stay. I’ll keep a few muskets upstairs here.’ 

At about nine o’clock a slave arrived from the Teuffers with a message. 
Juhana wanted to know whether Faustina was not coming. ‘ She say not 
safe remain alone in house here. Missy,’ the man said. ‘Better to go 
home with them until the Massa come back home here.’ 

‘Tell her I prefer to remain here in case anything should happen. Tell 
her it’s my duty to be here. Any more news, Gratta?’ 

‘I hear the Governor take boat up the river. Missy — boat with plenty 
sand-bags in case the' bad-men fire on them. That’s all I hear. Missy.’ 

During the next two or three days only scrappy news drifted in. One 
report went that the Burgher Mihtia and the soldiers from the fort had 
failed to suppress the rebel slaves and that other slaves had joined them. 
‘I hear they moving fast toward the Canje, Missy. Plenty trouble com- 
ing soon. Plenty trouble.’ 

Not an hour later, however, an Indian from up-river told Faustina: 
‘They not gone toward the Canje. They still in the bush. I hear they 
kill two wliite men and wound plenty more.’ 

Faustina was in the dining-room when Juliana and Paula Teuffer, her 
sister-in-law, arrived. They wanted to know if Faustina had heard any- 
thing they had not heard. Juhana had something of Hendrickje’s build; 
she was not as tall, but she had a very dignified carriage and the same 
full-bosomed, erect figure. 

‘I heard two white men have been killed. Do you know who they 
were?’ 

‘No,’ said Faustina. 
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‘There’s a rumour that die Burgher Milida took to its heels/ 

‘I don’t beheve that/ Faustina flashed. T think the best thing will be 
to close our ears to rumours.’ 

‘Let’s go for a ride,’ Paula suggested. ‘It will get our minds off the 
subject.’ 

‘No, thank you.’ 

‘A swim, then.’ 

‘ I’m a poor swimmer,’ said Juliana. ‘ I wasn’t brought up on the Canje, 
I%ula, remember — and I’ve always been scared of peraiJ 

‘Faustina, how have your slaves been behaving?’ 

‘No trouble at all. Jacques treats them well. They’re fond of us. We 
only flog them when we can’t avoid it.’ 

‘I’m afraid we can’t say the same for our place. There are quite a few 
subversive spirits there — and, of course, Vincent and Marcus and Hart 
aren’t pard^i hrly soft in their methods.’ 

‘There’s going tc be serious trouble one of these days, Juliana. Most 
people seem to regard tliis slave question as a minor one, but I don’t 
agree. The negroes arc beginning to realize how hopelessly outnum- 
bered we whites "xc Think of it! Three-hundred-odd whites against 
three thousand sL.ves!^ Do you know what that would mean if there 
were to be a general uprising!’ 

‘Let’s hope there won’t be any such thing, my dear.’ 

‘We wouldn’t stand a chance. It would be wholesale massacre.’ 

At about four o’clock tliat afternoon they heard a confusion of 
shouts on the river, and Jiihana and Paula hurried to the landing-place 
to see what it was about. When they came back to the house they told 
Faustina: ‘It was a boatload of militia-men. Vincent and Jacques are 
coming in one of the other boats. They’re safe.’ 

‘Everything is over, they said. They’ve captured some of the rebels.’ 

‘These slaves could never hope to bring off any really serious rebel- 
hon,’ said Paula. ‘We have them wOo cowed.’ 

When Jacques arrived an hour or so later, however, and gave them 
an account of what had happened, Paula did not speak so confidently. 

In his muddy boots ar 1 dishevelled clothes, liis musket-butt resting 
on the floor, he stood on the veranda and told them the story of the past 
three days. He was disgusted. ‘You mustn’t always disregard rur.iours,’ 
he said. ‘There was plenty of running away. Those niggers went 
off into the bush, cut down a few trees and erected a rough sort or 
stockade, and it didn’t take -more than that to send die brave Burgher 
^ Official figures: 346 whites, 3,833 slaves, in 1762. 
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Militia scampering. Vincent, incidentally, was among those who ran.' 

‘Vincent ran!’ 

‘Tm afraid he did. And so did Hart and Marcus and seventy-five per 
cent of the valiant force. There were about fourteen or fifteen of us left 
behind the earth-wprks with Lieutentnt Theilen after the niggers 
opened fire from their improvised defence-works. Lentzeng himself 
ran — and he’s the Burgher-captain, mind you.’ He laughed. ‘You can 
see for yourself now what will happen if a general uprising materialized. 
Don’t think these niggers are fools. They know well how weak we are 
— and how much guts we’ve got.’ 

‘But how were they defeated eventually?’ Paula asked. 

Jacques shrugged. ‘There were only thirty-six of them. They 
couldn’t hold out indefinitely. Theilen managed, at last, to entice them 
out of their stockade. He staged a mock attack from one side, and when 
the niggers thought he was on the run they couldn’t resist the tempta- 
tion; they dashed out in a sortie and ran right into the ambush that had 
been set for them.’ 

JuUana was dismayed. T can hardly beUeve it. Vincent running away. 
And his mother a van Groenwegel. I’m ashamed of him.’ 

Jacques chuckled. ‘So much for the old blood.’ 

Up the Canje, Hendrickje sniffed and growled: ‘Weak blood, damn 
them! Weak blood! Thank heaven he doesn’t bear our name!’ 

‘Those Teuffers are poor stuff,’ Pedro agreed. ‘I always knew it.’ 

Lailtrens pawed the floor with his deformed foot and scowled. ‘That’s 
why,’ he said, ‘we’ve got to be careful whom we pick for wives. I’d 
shoot a son of mine if he behaved hke that.’ 

‘Black hogs,’ growled Lumea. ‘They should attempt making trouble 
up here. They’d soon reahze what they were up against. T hey wouldn’t 
bring that kind of thing to the van Groenwegcls.’ 

‘Not to the van Groenwegcls,’ echoed David, strutting about and 
tapping his chest with his clenched hand. 

His grandmother regarded him with doting eyes. ‘Grandfather Wil- 
lem over again. That strutting about. That’s it, my children!’ she said 
in a louder voice. She shook her fist at an invisible enemy. ‘Keep up the 
fighting spirit. Don’t let anything depress you. Ziddy! Come here! It’s 
time for your porridge, my boy. Come!’ She hurried fussily after Ziddy 
who, unheeding, made for the back veranda where he and Janny were 
engaged in knife-throwing practice. One of the knives had strayed into 
the sitting-room and Ziddy had come in to retrieve it. 
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*This incident should be a lesson to us planters/ Pedro was saying, 
*It’s a warning, and if we don’t heed it the consequences are going to be 
disastrous. There’s too much complacency around.’ 

‘Anyway, wc’rc well armed,’ said David, still strutting. ‘We’ve got 
enough ammunition for a three-year siege. And there’s one thing with 
me: I’m never averse to a good rousing battle. My knife stock is heavy.’ 

Lumea laughed. ‘You’re a blood-thirsty rascal, Dave. But things 
won’t happen the way you want them. There will never be any slave 
uprising in tliis colony. We’ve got them too much under our heels. 
They can rave and spout sedition among themselves, but when it comes 
to taking action they haven’t got the guts — nor the intelligence — to 
marshal themselves into a fighting force. I'his Berbice River incident is 
a mere flare-up — and that only came about because Kunckler happened 
to turn liis back for a moment. Had he been present on those planta- 
tions, thev n^ould never have run amok. It was the same with that 
Poelwyk aifair in 1731. The manager went to church one Sunday and 
in liis absence the hogs ran wild.’ 

‘I disagree,’ frowned Laurens. ‘That’s how most of the planters feel 
— that so long as they show their faces about their plantations and raise 
the big stick the)^ */ avoid trouble. It’s a smug attitude. Thcy*re blind to 
the signs. Trouble is brewing, there’s n.) djnbt about it. There’s a 
definitely aggressive spirit smouldering in these negroes, and the tem- 
perature is rising every day. Those fellows liighcr up are being under- 
rated. Cuffy and Akkara and Atta and that lot. Those niggers mean 
business. They should be got rid of. They’re originating a dangerous 
movement against the wliitcs in tliis colony, and you hear my word, 
the day isn’t far off when the magazine is going to explode.’ 

V 

In September they received news of the death of Aert at the age of 
eighty-seven. ‘This means the end of the Essequibo plantation,’ wrote 
Hubertus, ‘unless I can secure a good manager. Grandfather Aert was 
active to the day of his death, and the slaves loved liim, but the over- 
seers are hated and I am fearing trouble soon. I was wondering if it 
wouldn’t be possible for David or Laurens to come out and run the 
place. I think it would be a pity to abandon our Essequibo plantation, 
in view of our family connections with that part of the country. The 
Demerary plantation here keeps me fully occupied, and a wife and four 
daughters don’t lighten my responsibilities. Please give me an early 
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teply and let me know what David and Laurens feel on the matter. I 
know Pedro has been ear-marked for Suriname, that’s why I haven’t 
suggested him. . . .* 

David and Laurens shook their heads. 

‘I have no incHnation to go to the Essequibo,’ Laurens frowned. 
‘That colony is on Ihe dechne. I hear Kyk-ovcr-al and Cartabo are in 
jungle again. The best thing Hubertus can do is to sell the place and en- 
large the Demerary concern. Dcmerary is far ahead of Essequibo now. 
That’s where wc should concentrate our energies.’ 

‘Laurens is right,* David agreed. Tf it had been Demerary I would 
have gone, but I’m not going to any backward place like Essequibo.’ 

‘It’s erroneous to describe Essequibo as backward,’ Luinea said. ‘The 
prospects are still good there. The only trouble is that the planters 
won t move down the river fast enough and leave the worn-out lands 
up-stream. In Demerary they’ve already established two plantations on 
the sea-coast, and the English, of course, have done a lot since they 
came. Hubertus did the right tiling in marrying that Maybury girl. It 
will give our family prestige with both the Dutch and the EngUsh in 
Demerary.’ 

‘All the same,’ said their grandmother, ‘we have to consider our old 
pohey of spreading, my children. We must have our foothold every- 
where. Essequibo may have taken second place to Demerary in recent 
years, but it’s not yet a dead colony — and it’s the birth-place of Kay- 


wana- 


‘ Grandma!’ 
‘Grandma!’ 
‘What is it?’ 


‘Are you forgetting your family history?’ 

‘What did I say? Wasn’t Kaywana born in Essequibo? Good heavens! 
But how foohsh of me ! She was born on the Corentyne, of course. Ah, 
well! I’m getting old, my children.’ She tittered and said to David: 
‘Dave, I beheve it’s nothing but that French jade who’s stopping you 
from wanting to go to the Essequibo.’ 

‘Who? Marlisse? Nonsense. She couldn’t hold me back if I wanted to 
go. I’m looking at the proposition in a rational light. Grandma. Family 
sentiment is one thing, but wc can’t let it dominate our reason.’ 

Pedro, silent until now, took his pipe from his mouth and nodded. 
‘Dave is right. Grandma. We’re prepared to go far where the traditions 
of the family are involved, but there’s a Hmit we mustn’t go beyond.’ 
Hendrickje looked deliberately from one to the other of them,. There 
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was in her manner a vague panic, a vague alarm. Her hand trembled 
shghtly as she rested it on the sideboard. A nerve in her check twitched. 

The eyes of the others grew shifty; wandered about the room. David 
stroked his eyebrows. Pedro fiddled with his pipe. Laurens adjusted his 
cravat; he was never without a cravat. Lumea glanced from the dining- 
table to the window, seemed to become interested in something in the 
compound. 

‘This is not a very vital issue,’ Hendrickje said; her voice was the 
v^icc of the former Hendrickje, hard and clipped. All in a flash she had 
ceased to be senile. ‘ In many respects I agree with your arguments con- 
cerning the dechne of Essequibo as a colony, and I shall leave it to 
Hubertus to decide whether to dispose of the plantation there or hire a 
capable manager to carry it on. What disturbs me, however, is that re- 
mark of yours, David — and that remark of yours, Pedro. I can only 
hope that you don’t speak from your heart of hearts when you attempt 
to belittle our fatnily sentiments — our family traditions ’ 

David and Pedro interrupted her in chorus. And Laurens. 

‘Most certainly not. Grandma!’ 

‘You don’t imaf^ine we’d want to let down the old blood!’ 

‘You’ve misu, •I'^rstood me. Grandma,’ said David. 

‘We value our traditions,’ said Pedro. ‘We’ll stand by the family to 
the end.’ 

‘The bitter end,’ vowed Lumea. 

Hendrickje nodded. ‘Very well, my children. Thank you for re- 
assuring me. For an instant, though, I v as certainly inclined to think 
that a little rot had set in. Remember, everything depends upon you. 
Time and myself will soon have closed our accounts. It may be tliis 

J ^ear — even to-morrow — it may be next year. If you soften up, all is 
ost.’ 

‘To me,’ Jacques was saying to AmeHa on the Berbice, ‘you’re ex- 
tremely human. You have no need to be ashamed.’ 

‘I still feel Uke a beast, Jacques.’ 

‘You didn’t cause the thunderstorm, nor are you responsible for the 
circumstance that Faustina happens to be spending the day at the Teuf- 
fers. Stop crying, my dear.’ He dried her eyes. 

She kept her head bent. 

He said, smiHng: ‘My grandmother bcheves that whatever is destined 
to happen must happen. But, she will add, not knowing what has been 
destined for the morrow, you make your own plans for the future and 
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dream of power and renown. You have a beautiful body, Amelia. Go 
home now and dream of lovely things for the future.’ 

VI 

On February the 4<h of the following year, 1763, Bakkara said to 
Pedro: ‘Massa, watch Peddy and Jemmara. They talking against you.* 
Pedro grunted. ‘Talking, eh? But nothing else of a definite nature? 
What I mean is, have you at any time seen them storing sticks or stones 
or knives or any sort of weapon?’ 

‘No, Massa, I not see that, but I watching them good, jemmarra hate 
you bad because you brand him last month.’ 

‘That’s not news.’ Pedro, however, looked reflective, flicking his 
whip against liis leg. Suddenly he nodded. ‘Very well, Bakkara. Keep a 
sharp watch on the bad-men. By the way, what of Bemba? He was in- 
clined to be fractious yesterday. Have you heard Inm saying anytliing, 
too?’ 

‘No, Massa, but I w'atching liim.’ 

‘Excellent.’ 

Later, Hendrickje said: ‘I tliink you’re making too much of this 
whispering among them, Pedro. Slaves always whisper and grumble.’ 

‘It’s got beyond the stage of whispering and grumbling, Grandma. 
Something is going on that we don’t know about.’ 

‘Pedro, I do hope you aren’t developing into a coward in your old 
age/ 

‘I see more than you see, old lady. You’re ninety to-morrow.’ 

On February the 6th, when David was in Field Number Four, a stone 
flew past his head, and when he turned, another came at liim and 
grazed his shoulder. He said nothing. He urged his mule toward the 
clump of shrubs on the lateral dam where he suspected the trouble lay. 
Two figures got up and ran. 

David’s hand went to his waist — then came up. There was a gUnt in 
the sun and a faint singing lisp. 

One of the running figures stumbled to a halt and clapped a hand to 
his hip. The other figure disappeared amid the canes before David’s 
hand could come into play again. 

David rode up and grasped the wounded man by the collar, ‘What’s 
the other fellow’s name, Jemmara?’ 

‘Ow, Massa! Me blce^g. Me bleeding bad!’ 
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‘What’s the name of the other fellow, Jemmara?’ 

‘Ow, Massa! I not throw the stones. Me bleeding. Don’t punish me 
more, Massa David.’ 

David was twisting the man’s arm slowly — powerfully. 

‘The name of the fellow who was with you, Jemmara?’ 

‘Bakky, Massa. Bakky. Ow, Massa! Me arm! Me sick man, Massa.’ 

‘Get back to your quarters, you filthy racoon! Get off! Wait! Give 
me that knife.’ David wiped the blade clean on Jcmniara’s overall be- 
foi»f; tucking it back into the sheath at his waist. 

‘Massa, I sick. I bleeding. Please don’t brand me.’ 

‘Stop winning. Ah, here’s Stragga. Take charge here, Stragga. Get 
this lump of filth off to his quarters, and after his wound has been 
attended to dump Inm in the stocks until this afternoon.’ 

‘Good, Massa David. Leave liim to me.’ 

On Fcbruaiy the i^th Marraka threatened Lumea with a cutlass, so 
Pedro had twelve lashes administered as well as an application of the 
red-hot tongs, followed by ten minutes on broken bottles. 

That same night a fire occurred in the Carpenter’s shed. But Dankje, 
one of the Bodygu rd, saw the flames in time, and, with Dak, another 
member of the faithful five, put them out before much damage had 
been done. 

Nobody knew" how the fire had started, but there were brambles and 
old rags in piles in the shed, Pedro said to Marraka; ‘Let’s hear about 
tliis, Marraka. Did you set that fire last night?’ 

‘No, Massa Pedro.’ 

‘Are you quite sure?’ 

Marraka writhed and shrieked, and Pedro raised the branding-iron. 
The smell of burnt flesh fumed in the air. 

‘Still not sure about it, Marraka?’ 

Marraka confessed. It was he who had set the fire. 

On the seventeenth David and Laurens visited Andre Fouric at Planta- 
tion Magdalencnburg. Fou^-ie W'as tliin and thin-Hpped; when he smiled 
his hps vanished completely. He told David: ‘Yes, there is a bit of 
trouble about here, David, my boy, but nothing that we can’t handle — 
and handle very easily.’ He made soft grunting sounds of mirth, his 
pale-green eyes alight with evil. He kept tapping the nails of his fingers 
together lightly. ‘You know .us? We have our little methods. Very 
effective.’ 
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Laurens, meanwhile, was talking with the Chief Carpenter, Casslan 
Corbeau, who was also assistant manager. 

‘We’re not blind to it, Laurens. We have our eyes on the bad-men. 
That fellow Atta you sold to us is a terror. But 1 do touch him up — 
well, not exactly affectionately, if you grasp my meaning. It’s possible 
you may find many httle traces of our encounters on the soles of his 
feet and in the palms of his hands. Hee, hee!’ 

‘We have another one we want to dispose of. Fellow called Marraka. 
A good worker, but subversive. We bought him higher up, and at first 
it seemed as if he might have made a good leader or driver, but we 
know better now. He’s been spurring the others on to violence. He 
tried to bum down the Carpenter’s shed the other night.’ 

‘That’s the sort of animal, eh? Good. Send liim along. Fourie and I 
can shape him up. We know how to get them tamed. Fire and iron 
does it, Laurens. Fire and iron — and sometimes a httle acid. Hee, 
hee!* 

David was saying to Fourie: ‘Things are looking queer, all the same. 
Have you many you can depend on if anything happened?* 

Fourie shrugged. ‘One or two. Just one or two. I never trouble very 
much, though. No chance of them getting out of hand in a big way. 
Here and there we’ll continue to have trouble, no doubt. Like that 
affair on Kunckler’s two plantations on the Bcrbice. But they can’t 
mount anything on a large scale. They’re too ignorant. They’ll never 
be able to marshal themselves into an organized rebel force.’ 

On the eighteenth Marraka had vanished. A search failed, and David 
said: ‘He must have heard, somehow, of the pending sale. He knows 
what to expect from Fourie and Corbeau. Damned fool! He must be 
rounded up. Where does he think he’s going to hide? Unless he keeps 
in the bush and starves!’ 

On the nineteenth Pedro was in Field Number Two when a musket 
banged among the coffee trees on the neighbouring plantation and a 
ball sang past his head. Pedro saw a wisp of smoke curhng upward 
amidst die coffee trees. He raised his musket and fired. There was a 
scamper of feet and a crackling of dry leaves. 

The twentieth, Sunday, was uneventful. 
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VII 

Monday the twenty-first. 

It was a fine, cool morning; this was the short dry season. In the east 
the sky was flecked with ranks of pink clouds, and the air was pleasant 
with an invigorating chiUiness. Black-and-yellow plaintain birds and 
some kiskadccs were disporting themselves on top the water-tanks and 
fluttering up into the air to catch insects — flying ants and tiny snow- 
white creatures, Hke ghostly mosquitoes, that hovered and drifted in 
happy unconcern on the faint breeze. 

Hendrickje, at a window, saw the distant cane-fields pale green and 
unreal in the soft morning mist. The sun had not yet come up. Beyond 
the cane-fields the mist lurked amid the shaded spaces in the foUage of 
the jungle fl'ai bordered the Canje Creek, and here it had a pinkish look, 
for it reflected the light of the clouds. A fresh, leafy scent rose from the 
earth, and dew ghstened in the trees in the compound. 

There were two small beds in I lendrickje’s room, one on cither side 
of the big four-pos‘’,r; Ziddy slept in one, Janny in the other. 

Hendrickje turn<.d and looked at them; they were still asleep. 

A smile of affection passed over her face. 

Two rooms away David and Laurens, who slept in one big bed, had 
just got up. Laurens stood at an eastern window stretching himself. 
David sat in the big arm-chair smoking his early morning pipe. 

‘The air smells good this morning,’ Laurens commented. He yawned 
and arched his back and scratched his head, shook liis fists at the rafters. 

David made a mumbhng sound in acknowledgment. 

Laurens leant out of the window and grunted. ‘Guess who is leaving 
the house, Dave.’ 

David did not guess. 

‘Rassiki,’ said Laurens. 

David made a gesture of insouciance. 

‘I can’t see what Vedro finds in her.’ 

‘Just what you find in Y ’ani.’ 

Laurens was on the point of retorting when he stiffened and assumed 
a listening attitude. 

‘I heard a rumour last week,’ said David, ‘that Jacques is having an 
affair with your heart’s desire on the Bcrbice.’ 

Laurens put up his hand for silence. 

‘What’s the trouble?’ 
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Out in the morning, coming from the east, Laurens thought he could 
hear a sound — a vague squalling sigh. A low wavering sough of noise. 
It might have been a jumbie yawning before sleep after a night’s wan- 
dering in the Canje jungle. 

‘What’s it, Laurens?’ 

‘Come, Dave.’ 

David rose and joined his brother at the window. 

‘Listen,’ said Laurens. 

His thin, two-foot-long pipe poised before him, David assumed a 
listening attitude. 

For a while only the fluttering and twittering of the kiskadees and 
plantain birds could be heard. Then suddenly through these sounds 
came the other. Far away. Vague. It seemed to waver as the wind 
veered. 

David looked at Laurens. ‘Most imcartUy.’ 

They stood listening. 

‘I don’t hke it, Dave.’ 

David kept liis head cocked, frowning. 

‘ Something has happened. Up-creek.’ 

‘What sort of something?’ 

David laid his pipe down carefully on top of the chest of drawers. 
‘That sound is coming from the direction ot Magdaleiienburg.’ 

Laurens looked uneasy. Shifted liis foot along the floor. 

‘We’d better get dressed,’ said David. 

‘But Fourie and Corbeau both said there was no chance of anything 
serious.’ 

‘Fourie and Corbeau are not God.’ 

Laurens called out to Pedro, and Pedro answered in a sleepy voice. 

‘Get out of bed and go to the wmdow, Pedro. Listen and teU us what 
you think.’ 

Pedro clicked his tongue and did not move. They heard the thump of 
bare feet in the corridor, and Lumea, in her night-gown, came in. 

‘Dave, what’s that sound yonder? Have you heard it?’ 

‘Can’t enlighten you, but it bodes no good.’ 

‘It seems to be coming from the Vernsobres’ place.’ 

When he was dressed David went down into the kitchen where the 
Bodyguard always slept. They were awake and smoking. They 
squatted on the rough mattresses which Pedro had had made for them, 
but on seeing David, they rose at once with exclamations of surprise. 

‘Massa David! You down already?’ 
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David grinned. ‘Given you a surprise, eh? Look here, I believe there 
has been some trouble up-creck. I want one of you to go and do a httle 
scouting around. Who’s the man?’ 

They all volunteered. 

‘Dak, I think you’re the best horseman. You go. Take my horse, 
and go by the tracks — the regular tracks. Don’t cut across anybody’s 
fields.’ 

‘Very good, Massa David.’ 

‘Save something to eat first. All of you cat. I have a special job for 
each man. Mempliis, you and Bakkara must take a ride around the 
outer dams and keep an eye out. Stragga, you go into the fields and 
report on what’s happening. Talk to the drivers and hear how tilings 
are going. Dankje, you remain here and watch the situation with the 
household slaves. You must all carry whips — hide whips. Or cutksses.’ 

By nine o’clock the noise in the distance was definite. A wailing of 
human voices, it grew louder and sometimes faded, but it never died 
away completely. 

Hendrickje was of tlio opinion that it was a ration riot on Horsten- 
burg. ‘Those Horstenburg people have been giving short rations of late. 
Don’t you remember what de Fruizt told us last week?’ 

‘ Anyway, we’re taking no chances,’ Pedro said. ‘ I’m determined not 
to be caught off guard.’ 

‘Itching for an opportunity to do battle, eh, my boy? The old blood. 
The old blood.’ Hendrickje went upstairs to her room, making doting 
sounds of mirth. A few minutes later she called Ziddy and Janny up 
from the compound. ‘Come and have your bath, Ziddy! Janny! You 
dirty boys!’ 

At about ten o’clock Stragga came in a hurry to Laurens who was in 
Field Number Three. ‘Massa Laurens! Baur and Yukka and Tamba 
left the gang. They gone off on to the next plantation.’ 

‘Very well, Stragga. Let them go.’ 

Almost at the same time Memphis was reporting to David in Field 
Number Seven: ‘Massa David, trouble happen in Number Four. 
Baccabre and Majak fighting with three others.’ 

David rode fast to Number Four. When he got there he slashed right 
and left with his hide whip. That broke them up. They cowered back 
and glared at him. Baccabre shouted: ‘Me not afraid of wliite man!’ 
And Majak took courage and flashed: ‘All Christians cruel! Wait and 
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see what coming for them soon! They got to punish as how they make 
us punish!* 

David slashed him across his face, and he howled and cringed away, 
his hands up in defence. David slashed Baccabre across the back. 
Baccabre did not cringe. He caught the whip and tugged it from his 
master’s grasp. In silence David reached down to his waist. His hand 
came up and there was a glint. The knife buried itself into Baccabre’s 
left hip. But even that did not cow the fellow. He slashed with all his 
strength at David. David evaded the lashes and brought liis hand into 
play again. This time Baccabre staggered off couglung and clutcliing 
his throat. He crumpled up and lay s^ amid a pool of blood. 

‘Get me the knives, Stragga, and remove the corpse,’ said David. 
‘And my whip. If there’s any more trouble let me know. I’ll be some- 
where in the vicinity of Number Two or Number Three.’ 

‘Very well, Massa.’ 

At about half-past eleven Dak arrived back from his scouting expedi- 
tion. He was in a state of great excitement. There were gashes on 
his cheek and on the back of his hand. His right sleeve was ripped 
down. 

‘Massa Pedro! Massa David! Big, big trouble break out yonder, 
Massa! Big, big trouble! All slaves on Magdalencnburg, Stevensburg, 
Horstenburg, all of them open not!’ 

‘On Magdalenenburg!’ 

‘Yes, Massa Pedro. That’s where it begin. They kill off Massa Fourie 
and Massa Corbeau and four other white people.’ 

‘Fourie and Corbeau! Killed off! Nonsense! Dak, is this true? Are 
you sure?’ 

‘Sure, Massa. Sure, sure. I talk with plenty slaves who run off in the 
bush because they not want to join in, and they tell me so. They say 
Massa Fourie and Massa Corbeau first to get kill off. CufFy and Atta 
and Akkara at the head of the riot, Massa, and the men joining in from 
all over the place. One-two who not bad-men run off into the bush and 
hide, but all the others joining in and they burning and kilhng white 
people. Massa, big, big trouble open this morning, I tell you. Big 
trouble.’ 

Pedro rubbed his chin hard. ‘ About how many of them would you 
Say there are. Dak? Can you give us any idea?’ 

‘Plenty, plenty, Massa. Nearly a thousand, I sure. Slaves from other 
plantedons joining in with them all the time.’ 
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‘Very well, Dak. YouVe done well. Rest and have a good long 
smoke. Get something into your stomach, too. Call Stragga.* 

‘Yes, Massa.’ Dak went off, very pleased with himself. 

When Stragga came Pedro told him: ‘Go back to the fields and tell 
Massa Laurens to let the drivers blow the horns for meals immediately. 
Tell him everybody must come in at once. Stress that. At once.’ 

‘Yes, Massa.* 

‘^nd, Stragga?’ 

‘Yes, Massa Pedro?’ 

‘TeU the otlicrs — except Dak — to stand by for orders. Be waiting in 
the kitchen in about half an hour’s time.’ 

‘Very good, Massa.’ 

Fifteen minutes later the horns were cooing in the fields, and on the 
back veranda Ikndrickje, bearing Ziddy and Janiiy read, frowned and 
murmured: ‘I shouldn’t have thought it was as late as that.’ She 
lowered the book and rose. ‘Now, don’t run off, my boys. I’ll be back 
in a moment. Read over the last paragraph to yourselves.* 

She went into the pantry and looked out into the compound. She 
saw David and called. ‘David! Is it half-past twelve already?’ 

‘No. Only a quarter to.* 

‘Then why are the horns blowing in the fields?’ 

He approached and told her: ‘We’ve decided to call them in at once. 
There’s serious trouble up-crcck. Grandma. Fourie and Corbeau have 
been murdered. Horstenburg and Stevensburg are in a mess.’ 

‘Where did you hear such a tale?’ 

‘Dak went off scouting.’ 

‘Where is Pedro?’ 

‘ Somewhere by the tanks. Do you want him?’ 

‘No, no, my boy. I’ll see him later. Let me go back to those two 
rascals. David!’ 

‘Yes, Grandma?’ 

‘How is your courage?’ 

‘Excellent, Grandma.’ He struck his chest, grinning. ‘The old 
blood.’ 

Later, when the slaves were gathered in the compound, their black 
faces sullen and wondering, Pedro told them: ‘After eating, you will 
every one of you go to liis quarters — and remain there. There will be 
no work this afternoon. I must see no one wandering about the com- 
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pound or anywhere on this plantation beyond the logic yard. Is that 
clear?* 

A low rumble of assent came from the crowd. There were no smiles. 

Pedro stood, musket at the slope. With his free hand he toyed with 
his liide whip. Fhcked it about in the air. 

Behind him stood David and Laurens, both with muskets, too. 
Laurens had a pistol in a holster at his hip, and the handles of David’s 
knives jutted up in a menacing fence around his waist. 

At about two o’clock Pedro and David were patrolHng the lateral track 
that led to the Creek when they heard a mumble of voices in the bush 
to their right, accompanied by the sound of horses* hoofs. Ahead, 
where the main track opened into the one they were on, a party came 
into view. Four slaves with pack-mules and three white people on 
horse-back. One seemed to be a woman. 

‘Pedro, it’s Gert de Groot and his father and sister!’ 

They advanced to meet them. Gert, who had been one of the 
carousers at the spree in celebration of the birth of Jacques* son, seemed 
on the point of fainting. His head was bandaged, and the bandage was 
soaked with blood. Blood had run down on to his tunic. On the horse 
with Gert’s father sat Lucia. Her hair hung loosely about her neck and 
shoulders, and her Hp was bleeding. She seemed to have only a blanket 
about her. Her legs hung bare and wlnte, the white smeared near a 
knee with blood frotn a gash on her thigh. Her eyes looked distracted. 
She hung her head at the approach of Pedro and David. 

The older man told Pedro: ‘We barely got away in time. They burnt 
our house.* His voice was husky. ‘Tliis is the end, van Groenwegel. This 
is the end of Berbicc.* 

‘Where is your wife. Mynheer?’ 

‘They got her. She tried to escape by the front door, but they inter- 
cepted her in the portico and took her away.’ 

Gert was telling David: ‘We couldn’t do anything against them. I 
had to fight my way through the bush to get to Father. They went into 
Lucia’s room and I heard her yelling for help. 1 simply had to hide be- 
hind the tool-shed and wait. I couldn’t go upstairs to help her. They 
were all over the house. Father had already gone, and they d killed our 
carpenter and the overseer and about five of our loyal slaves.’ 

‘When did this happen?’ 

‘About five this morning. They came from Magdalenenburg and 
Horstenburg. Cuffy is leading them. They slaughtered Fourie and Cor- 
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beau, iVe heard. I tell you, we hadn’t a chance, David. Not a chance. 
They took us by complete surprise. Hell! The damned monsters! When 
I think of what they did to Lucia!’ He began to sob. T must pay them 
back for this, Dave. I know the fellows who went into Lucia’s room. 
Atta was one. And Goussari.’ 

‘Atta, eh?’ 

Mynheer de Groot told Pedro: ‘I’ve heard they have veered off to- 
ward the Corentyne, but they’ll soon mov'e back this way. We’re try- 
ing^o get to Fort Nassau as quickly as we can. Aren’t you getting out, 
too, van Grocnwegel? Why are you still around here?’ 

‘We’re fighting it out. We never run, Mynheer. Why not stay and 
join forces with us?’ 

‘That would be madness. Do you know how many of them there 
are? They were only two or three hundred up to seven o’clock this 
morning, but Hi/-y must number nearly a thousand by now. Every 
plantation they over^-un they absorb a hundred or more into their 
ranks.’ 

‘All the same, we’re staying, Mynheer. We’re quite agreed on that.’ 

Later that day Li^’iic. said: ‘Let them go. They’re a set of weak- 
livered cowards, these planters. Running. Running from a clump of 
black hogs! I’m not so sorry for Lucia.’ She laughed. ‘Atta and his boys 
must certainly have enjoyed themselves.’ 

‘You’re a depraved bitch, Lumea,’ David growled. 

‘It may be your turn before long,’ Laurens said. ‘And they won’t be 
soft, cither. They don’t love you, Lumea.’ 

‘They’ll never get that opportunity. I’d shoot myself first. They’d 
have to do it on my dead body, by God! And mine v^ouldn’t be the 
only dead body lying around before I went down, I swear!’ 

Laurens pawed the floor witli his deformed foot. ‘That’s the talk, 
Lumea! Fighting talk! Remember you’re a van Groenwegcl. The van 
Groenwegcls never run. They fight to the death!’ 

‘Spoken!’ cried their grandmother dramatically from the stairway. 
‘That’s the spirit! That’s the talk I like to hear!’ She came down and 
approached them, Ziddy a^'d Janny trailing after her. ‘Let the others 
run off to Fort Nassau, cliildrcn. We won’t beg them to stay and help 
us defend. We’ll stand together alone.’ 

Pedro laughed ironically. ‘It’s looking that way every minute,’ he 
said. ‘The surgeon and the Cliief Carpenter took their departure a few 
minutes ago.’ 

‘Dashan and van Goos have gone, have they?’ Hendrickje sniffed. 
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^Vcry well. We want no cowards in our midst, white or blact.’ She 
looked round at them. ‘How are you feehng, my sons? Lumea?’ 

‘Full of blood,’ said Pedro. 

‘The old blood!’ David raised his arm. 

‘The old blood!’ said Laurens. 

‘We’ll have a drop on that!’ Lumea mooted. 

‘A toast to Kaywana, by God!’ barked Pedro. 

‘That’s it,’ nodded Hendrickje. ‘A toast to Kaywana!’ 

‘And old Willem!’ 

‘Great-aunt Rosa!’ 

‘The van Groenwegels never run!’ 

All that afternoon the three brothers patrolled the plantation, muskets 
at the ready. At home Lumea had armed herself, too. She went from 
window to window, staring across the fields in the distance toward the 
dark-green jungle that bordered the Creek. 

Hendrickje, too, moved around, tense-faced, Ziddy and Janny fol- 
lowing her everywhere and asking innumerable questions. 

Dankje kept indoors to keep an eye on the household slaves. 

The field slaves were in or around their logics. Memphis and Dak 
and Stragga watched them, hstenmg, prying here, there; flicking tlieir 
whips about with an air of authority. 

Bakkara had gone off on horseback up-creek on a scouting expedi- 
tion. 

In the distance the wailing sough of voices had ceased. All was 
silence now. But, on the horizon, in the cast and south, Lumea and 
Hendrickje saw ominous columns of black smoke. And very faintly 
now and then, on the breeze, would come the pop-pop-pop of musket- 
fire. 

The day was fine. Cloudless overhead. Only in the south and west 
could one or two thin strips of cirrus be observed. The heat, however, 
was not intense. February was always a cool month. 

Later in the afternoon more planters came through with talcs of 
violence. Mynheer van Rueff said: ‘They shot my httle girl before my 
eyes. Just held her up hke that, the fiends, and riddled her with shots 
from a pistol. Wait till this rising is put down! I shall slaughter five of 
the brutes in the worst way possible for every hair on that poor httle 
creature’s head. I swear that. It’s a solemn oath!’ 

His wife had been Cjaptured. And his brother. He and his son and two 
loyal slaves had escaped mto the bush. They had hidden until the horde 
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had passed on, then had wandered about until they regained the track. 

When Pedro suggested that they should remain and put up a fight in 
the house with them they shook their heads. 

‘We couldn’t do any tiling against that band of hooligans, van Groen- 
wegel. It’s utterly foolhardy to think of remaining here. At any instant 
they’ll be heading this way. We are making for Fort Nassau. It’s the 
only haven we can seek at a time like this.’ 

Lumea sniffed. ‘I don’t think much of that as a haven.’ 

‘ If^ve all got together we could give them something to think about,’ 
Hendrickje told him, her tone hard and contemptuous. ‘It’s because you 
planters are running away that these sons of swine can muster the 
courage to carry on tliis insurrection. Don’t you realize that. Mynheer 
van Rueff? Why don’t you stand up and fight and show them you’re 
a white man?’ 

Mynheer v.xi. Rueff sighed. ‘It’s all well and good to talk in that 
heroic vein, Mevrouv , but wait until they reach here, then you’ll see 
for yourself. They know no mercy, those butchers! No mercy what- 
ever! 

Laurens laughed hxrsMy. ‘No fear! We’re not asking for any. Wc 
might die, but wc mean to go down fighting, by God!’ 

Soon after came Monsieur Boissiere and his two girls and little boy. 
The boy was about eight and was badly wounded in the foot. He 
seemed to have been chopped across the instep. The two girls, one 
about fourteen, one about sixteen, were in rags that hardly covered 
their bruised bodies. The younger one had a blood-soaked bandage 
wrapped round her head Uke a low turban; when Lumea tried to take 
off the bandage to attend to the wounds the girl demurred, moaning. 
‘My cars,’ she said. ‘Please don’t.’ 

‘Is somctliing the matter with your ears?’ 

The girl nodded, her eyes tightly shut. 

Then Lumea reaUzed what the trouble was. She edged away the 
bandage gently, and saw. The girl’s cars had been cut off. 

The other one was in a far worse plight. She was weak and could 
hardly hft her feet to walk She had to be taken upstairs. She kept 
groaning, her arms hugged across her body as though trying to conceal 
her nakedness. Blood had soaked the few dirty rags that covered her 
hips. Then it came upon Lumea that the girl’s arms were not hugged 
across her body because of modesty. On closer examination Lumea saw 
that her breasts had been sliced off. She died wliile her father and brother 
were downstairs eating. 
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Like the others before him, Monsieur Boissiere went. He did not 
even wait to see his daughter buried. He had no sooner finished eating 
when he was up and calling to his eight faithful slaves to get ready to 
resume the journey to Fort Nassau. They had no horses; they were 
traveUing on foot. 

Laurens cursed, l)ut his grandmother patted his arm and told him to 
control himself. She was calm — even self-satisfied and quietly elated. 
‘Don’t get heated, my dear Laurens,’ she smiled. ‘We have greater 
reason now to be proud of the stuff of which we’re made. Didn’t I 
always drum it into you, my cliildren? It’s blood that counts. Blood ! 
We have different blood in us. Fire-blood! Fighter-blood! I can hear 
Grandfather Willem saying it. I can see him shaking his fist and strut- 
ting around. He is with us now. His shade is watching us — and he is 
proud! Proud of you, my cliildren!’ Her voice shook, and her eyes 
flashed with the old fight. Her hands clenched and unclenched, and she 
walked up and down with a feverish air, tall, lean and vulturine, almost 
trembling in the obsession that gripped her. 

Soon after the Boissieres had departed Bakkara returned from liis 
scouting expedition. He was suffering from superficial wounds in the 
arm and buttocks. He told them: ‘They nearly kill me, Massa. But I get 
away safe — and I know their plans. They coming this way soon as dark 
fall. All of them didn’t go toward the Corentyne. Only a hundred or so 
gone that way with Atta. They had a big quarrel. Atta quarrel with 
Cuffy and Akkara, but Cuffy and Akkara got more men with them. 
Atta wanted to get away with everybody and cross over to Suriname, 
but Cuffy and Akkara say no, they must conquer Berbice first. Cuffy 
say he is governor of Berbice, and he say he going to kill out all Chris- 
tians and make Berbice black-man colony. They got plenty white 
people prisoners, Massa. They killing some and keeping some to 
bargain with.’ 

‘ What time do you think they should get here?’ David asked. 

‘ Soon, Massa. Sundown time or little after. They moving fast com- 
ing. You going to stay and fight, Massa?’ 

‘That goes without saying, Bakkara. Are you with us?’ 

‘Wherever you there I there, Massa David.’ 

VIII 

The wailing could be heard again in the distance. A ghost-noise that 
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grew louder as the sun sank in the west and the day faded. Soon they 
could hear it coming Ukc a rhythmical chant out of the twihght 
that was settling over the fields and the mysterious jungle beyond the 
fields. 

The barricades went up. 

Hendrickje did not attempt to interfere, but she moved upstairs and 
downstairs, clasping her hands together, avidly interested in every- 
thing going on about her. That bird-like predatory gUnt was always in 
her*'grey-green eyes. Occasionally a senile purring of satisfaction would 
come from her. 

At about a quarter to six Memphis came in with the report for which 
they had been waiting. He said: ‘Massa Pedro, nineteen of them I sure 
about — but the rest. . . .’ He shook Ihs head. ‘No, Massa, we can’t trust 
the others in the house licre with muskets. They might turn against us.’ 

Pedro gillies d at liis grandmother who stood by listening eagerly. 
T think nineteen is a ^t't. What do you say. Grandma?’ 

Hendrickje nodded. ‘Yes, I hadn’t expected so many,’ she said. 

‘And wc’vc got the muskets to supply them with/ said David. ‘We 
certainly aren’t sho^’w of arms and ammunition.’ 

‘What about the tools from the Carpenter’s shed?’ Hendrickje asked. 
‘Have you had them brought into the house, Mempliis?’ 

‘Yes, Missy. They in the kitchen and the pantry.’ 

‘And the food is all right,’ said David. ‘I saw after that myself a short 
while ago. Mabella and Yuani and Katrina will see after the cooking. I 
thought of Ycmba, too, but she might be hysterical. Can’t trust her. 

‘What of the other women and the cliildren? Are there none we can 
trust in the house here? They would be useful as loaders.’ 

‘1 might be able to gee three or four, Mis>y. I hear plenty of them 
talking against us.’ 

At about seven o’clock, when night had descended in black earnest, the 
rebels arrived. They came chanting through the gloom — over the 
fields; the coffee fields and the caiic-ficlds; the provision patches. Along 
the dams. 

Pedro and David stood at a barricaded window upstairs and smoked 
and talked as they looked out into the dark. 

Dankje called out from the other side of the room: ‘Massa Pedro, 
Demba and some of our men and women going along there now to 
join the bad-men.’ 

‘Let them go, Dankje. One day they’ll regret it, you may be sure/ 
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David added: ‘One day they’ll be sorry they took such a drastic step 
— every one of them out there/ 

Downstairs, Lumea and Laurens were trying to persuade their grand- 
mother to go up to her room. 

‘You can’t stay 4 own here, Grandma,’ Lumea told her. ‘It will be 
dangerous. And you know that if you remain down here Ziddy and 
Janny will want to be with you.* 

Hendrickje tittered. ‘Very well, my children. I’ll obey. I suppose I 
must resign myself to taking orders from you. Ziddy! Come here! 
Janny! Stop peering outside. There’s not a single thing for you to see. 
Come!’ 

‘Let one of the men upstairs put your arm-chair in the corridor,’ 
Laurens advised. ‘Don’t stay in your room.’ 

‘Very well, Laurens. Very well. I may be ninety, but I still have my 
wits about me.* She tittered again, and patted Ziddy’s head. ‘Tliis is *66 
again, Ziddy. This is *66. You remember what happened in 1666?’ 

‘That was when Grandfather Willem and the others stayed and 
fought Major Scott and the Caribs. They opened the door of the big 
barn and put the packing-cases before it and fired upon the enemy.’ 

‘And they fired from the house, too,’ said Janny. ‘Grandfather 
Laurens and Grandmother Susannah. Grandfather Laurens smashed in 
the head of an Indian with the butt of his musket.’ 

‘That’s it! Hee, hec! That’s it!’ 

Downstairs, Lumea snapped out orders hke the men. She was in 
charge of the party of men in the pantry and kitchen. She wore over- 
alls hke a field slave. 

Bakkara came in from the pantry and told Laurens and liis sister: 
‘ They reach the water-tanks, Massa. Missy Lumea, you better come now.’ 

‘Very well, Bakkara. I’m coming at once.’ 

Upstairs, Pedro was saying: ‘They’re having a conference with the 
deserters by the logies, it would appear.’ 

David grunted in agreement, and knocked out his pipe against the 
leg of a barricadmg table. 

Outside, the noise of voices ringed the house. Figures could be made 
out dimly under the trees and near the logies and the water-tanks. 

David glanced round at the hghted candles on the floor and said 
doubtfully: ‘Do you think it wise to have light in the house?’ 

Pedro nodded. ‘It’s necessary. We don’t want any fumbling about in 
the dark — and we have to keep our eyes on these men Memphis 
brought in. We can’t afford to take chances, David,’ 
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A voice outside hailed out to them. ‘Van Groenwegels! We talking 
to you! Listen to what we have to say!’ 

Some of the noise died down. 

‘Hear us good what we have to say, van Groenwegels! Your men 
here say you want to fight us ! We not want to fight you ! We got to go 
to Fort Nassau quick to take over Bcrbice! If you surrender we treat 
you good, but if you make us stop here to fight we going to kill you 
bad!’ 

I%dro chuckled. ‘Ignore them.’ 

‘The impertinent jackals.’ 

‘What you say, van Groenwegels? You agree to surrender?’ 

From downstairs they heard Laurens bawl: ‘Get to hell, you swine! 
You’re talking to people now — not to cowards!* 

An uproar of yells went up, but above the din the spokesman man- 
aged to make Limsclf heard again. ‘Very well, van Groenwegels! Since 
you want to meet bn- 1 death we’ll fight you and get you out of the 
house ! This is Cuffy speaking. I is Governor of Berbice now. Hoogen- 
heim not Governor no more!’ 

Pedro guffawed. 

‘Dave, get to yoiu* position on the other side and make preparations 
to welcome the Governor and liis entourage.* 

David left the room. He was in charge of the men on the other side 
of the house — the southern bedrooms. He patted his grandmotlier as he 
passed her in the corridor. She was seated in her favourite arm-chair. 
Ziddy and Janny, squatting at her feet on the floor, each had a candle 
and kept trying to drop grease on each other’s toes. 

‘The fun is about to begin. Grandma,’ David said. ‘Cuffy says he’s 
Governor of Berbice. He shouted up and asked us to surrender Uke 
good boys. Laurens replied appropriately.’ 

His grandmother tittered. ‘Have you sent off a messenger to the fort 
to condole with Hoogenheim?’ 

At that instant the muskets began to explode outside, first on the 
northern side, then on the southern. Ziddy and Janny sprang up with 
excited exclamations. Dav’ \ hurried off. 

A volley banged out downstairs from the sitting-room windows. 
Then Pedro’s men opened fire upstairs. In the pantry Lumea gave the 
order to fire; Dak was with her. Above her, David opened fire, too, 
from the southern windows; Stragga was with David. Memphis and 
Bakkara were with Laurens in the dining-room and sitting-room. 

The noise was tremendous, and the fumes of gunpowder drifted into 
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the corridors. Hendrickje rose and began to pace the corridor, Ziddy 
and Janny marching after her, step for step, like torch-bearers in a 
church procession, the candles flickering and dimming down as odd 
draughts caught the yellow flames. 

In Lumea’s roonj a stone crashed in and bumped and somersaulted 
along the floor. A shot made a chipping spatter in the rafters above 
David. 

In the sitting-room a stone smashed a hole through a picture. An- 
other hit Laurens a glancing blow on the right side of his neck but did 
not draw blood. Laurens muttered obscenities and reached back for the 
musket Yuani had loaded for liim. Memphis had managed to get as 
many as nine trustworthy women to help them load. Upstairs, Rassiki, 
Pedro’s favourite mistress, was in attendance on her master. David’s 
Mabella was with liim. They had all been well coached in the business 
of loading. 

In the pantry a ball had snicked Lumca’s right shoulder, and long 
trickles of blood streaked the whole arm. But Lumea went on firing. 
Her hair had come loose and hung down her back. Hair hke Hen- 
drickje’s in the old days. Long and brown. 

A ball knocked over a candlestick in one of the northern rooms, and 
Pedro sprang away from the window to put it right and rehght it. As 
he went back to his post he bawled: ‘Concentrate on the sapodilla 
trees! Don’t fire bhnd! Aim wherever you see flashes!’ 

Outside, the night, boomed and flashed — and yelled. The rebels did 
not lack muskets and ammunition. They were all round the house. 
Under the sapodilla trees, under the mango trees. Near the water- 
tanks. Near the tool-shed. Near and inside the quarters of the slaves. 

Pedro and David sweated; they had divested themselves of their 
upper garments. In the sitting-room, however, Laurens was dressed as 
though for a ball — with cravat and shoes with silver buckles. Though 
he sweated hke any of the others he refused to take off anything. 

They were having it hottest at the back of the house. One of Lumca’s 
slaves had been hit and was out of the fight; the ball had got him in the 
stomach, and he lay curled up in a corner of the kitchen, moaning. 

Abruptly, from around the larger water-tank, a thick clump of 
figures appeared and came toward the kitchen and pantry, defiant of 
the shots. Lumea saw one stumble and crumple up; she could see him 
writhing about dimly in the starhght. Two others staggered off. The 
rest came on. 

Lumea put down her musket and snapped: ‘Dak! Rukky! Jakarri! 
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Put down your guns! Get those hatchets and hammers and stand by at 
the windows! Strike them down as they try to cUmb in! Quick!’ 

The tools and implements from the Carpenter’s "shed lay stacked to- 
gether ill a corner. The men dashed for them. Lumea snatched up her 
musket again and told the women loaders to keep back from the 
windows. ‘Back! Back! Keep clear! Give the men room!’ 

Upstairs, David saw what was happening and called to his men to 
stop firing. He dashed in to Stragga. ‘Downstairs! They’re trying to 
bre^k into the pantry. Come on, men! Stragga, bring them down! 
Everybody! Get out of iny way, Mabella, damn you!’ 

Hendrickje stopped in her pacing as David and liis men hurried out 
of the rooms. ‘What’s the matter, Dave?’ 

‘They’re trying to break in at tlic pantry!’ 

In the pantry, Dak said: ‘Missy Lumea, stand back and let me get 
into your place. Quick, Missy!’ 

Lumea ubc)ei at once, her loaded musket at the ready. Her eyes 
were defiant and fearless. Her lip was cut where her musket-butt had 
accidentally collided with it. 

At the windows the attackers were clambering in. Their breath could 
be heard panting fiercely amidst the confused thud and tumble of their 
struggling bodies. Rukky got the first one; liis hammer came down 
with a crunch on the invader’s head, and the man collapsed, his skull in 
a mess. 

Jakarri was not so successful. He hit liis adversary a glancing blow 
on the shoulder, and the man recovered and dived at Jakarri. Lumea 
discharged her musket at liiin, but it was Jakarri who received the shot. 
Jakarri went down, wounded in the groin. At this moment David and 
his men arrived, David brought down a hammer with a cracking thud 
on the rebel’s temple, and the man pitclied sideways and collapsed on 
his face, liis head making a puddle on th^' floor. 

At the windows, hatchets and diisels and hammers did gruesome 
work. Attacker after attacker fell back into the yard with a split skull or 
a chopped neck. Groans and yells mingled with a cougliing and spitting 
and the scrambhng and tumbling of bodies. 

More attackers came from around the water-tanks and hurled them- 
selves at the house. Lumea had thrown down her musket and snatched 
up a hatchet. She saved Dak from a stab in the throat when one of the 
rebels flung himself forward and sent Dak staggering back toward 
David who was hacking at another invader just entered. Lumea 
brought down her hatchet with such force that she severed the in- 
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vader*s head clean from his body. She gasped and recoiled in horror, 
and Dak went sprawhng over the thumping, headless body, but re- 
covered in time to rush to Rukky’s assistance at a window. An in- 
vader had shpped in and slashed Rukky across the chest with a cutlass, 
ripping his overalls but merely bruising Rukky’s chest. Before Dak 
could strike, Stragga had brought down the troublesome one with a 
single blow dealt with a heavy mallet. 

The attack failed. The survivors ran off back toward the water- 
tanks. 

The pantry floor was shppcry with tliick smears and clots of blood. 

Lumea rapped: ‘Your muskets again! Start loading and be ready!’ 

‘Upstairs, my men!’ David shouted. ‘Stragga, up with our men! 
Don’t get in Missy Lumea’s way!’ 

David’s party went upstairs again. On his way aeross the dining- 
room, however, David saw something. The rebels were staging a rush 
at the sitting-room windows similar to the one at the back. David 
halted. 

‘Stragga! Come back down! Bring them down again!’ 

Hendrickje, who had come down the stairs in her eagerness to dis- 
cover what had been happening in the pantry, called up: ‘Stragga! 
Come back down! Massa David is calhng you and your men!’ 

Upstairs, Ziddy and Janny hung perilously over the banisters in an 
effort to see downstairs. 1 heir great-grandmother had forbidden them 
to move even one step down the stairs. 

Styagga and his nlen came clattering down again. 

‘What happen, Massa David?’ 

‘Get hammers and hatchets from the pantry and fly into the sitting- 
room. They’re attacking Massa Laurens.’ 

David hurried toward the sitting-room. Paused just inside the door- 
way. Three of the rebels were in already. Bakkara and Memphis were 
each grapphng with one, and the tliird was just recovering after liis leap 
into the room. He was rising to rush at one of Laurens’ men when 
David’s hand went to liis waist and came up. . . . 

The invader crashed forward on his face, a knife in his left eye. The 
cutlass he had had in his hand made a clatter on the floor, and Bakkara 
stepped back on to the blade almost at the same instant as Laurens’ 
pistol banged and Bakkara’s adversary crumpled up. 

Then Stragga and his men came in from the pantry, and Pedro and 
his squad could be heard thundering down the stairs. 

David posted himself in a corner of the room. 
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Five or six of the rebels were in now. One of them was rushing at 
Stragga with a cutlass while Stragga was attacking another with a ham- 
mer. David’s hand went down and came up. Stragga’s attacker toppled 
over, cougliing and spitting blood, a knife in his throat. 

An invader managed to wrest a hatchet from one of Laurens’ men 
and was aiming a blow when a knife got liim in the side of the neck. 

David never even muttered an obscenity. 

^Pedro hacked right and left with a hatchet. He brought down three 
of the enemy witliin less than ten seconds. He sprang around and 
lashed out with a powerful intensity. He was like a tiger. Once, one of 
Cuffy’s men who had just come in rushed at liim with cutlass waving. 
Pedro charged to meet liiin, and with one sweeping blow sent the cut- 
lass clattering out of the man’s hand and severed the fellow’s head all in 
the same moA^einent. He did not pause to survey his fallen adversary but 
pivotec^ round in a sharp morion and sprang oft to help Bakkara who 
was tackling two newcomers, ikftore he could get to them a knife 
whizzed past his head and sank into the neck of one of Bakkara’s 
opponents, Pedro cl'ioppcd the other one down before Bakkara could 
bring his own ha. bet into play. Bakkara gasped: ‘Look behind you, 
Massa Pedro!’ And Pedro turned in time to see the rebel leaping at him. 
He stepped aside, and his arm swept round and down. The man grunted 
and crashed in a heap, his ficc an unrecognizable mess. 

In the pantry Lumea had difticulty restraining Dak. Dak said: ‘Let 
me go and help them in the sitting-room, Missy,’ but Lumea snapped: 
‘You remain where you arc, Dak. Don’t be a fool. If we leave here un- 
protected they’ll make another rush and take us from the rear. Massa 
Pedro and the others can handle them, have no fear!’ 

At the foot of the stairway Hendrickje stood, a tense, erect figure, 
staring into the sitting-room. Her eyes l.ad a fixed, glassy intensity. At 
the balustrade above, Ziddy and Janny kept pleading to be allowed to 
come down, but Hendrickje ignored them. She might have been in a 
trance. 

David was retrieving knives. He made dashes from corpse to corpse. 
Once, three bloody knives in hand, he saw two rebels converging on 
Laurens who was shouting to get his men into position at the windows. 
In perhaps one and the fraction of another second two knives whizzed 
across the spacious room, and both the black men staggered and dived 
head foremost for the floor, .one of them with a sabre dropping the 
weapon to tug at the knife protruding from the back of his neck. The 
other one made hiccuping sounds and lay still. 
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It was Laurens who saved the situation eventually. Laurens hobbled 
around with incredible activity. His cravat had been torn loose and 
dangled raggedly down liis chest. Pistol in hand, he bawled and directed 
the men. While Pedro leapt about hacking in blind abandon and David 
played his deadly silent knife game, Laurens kept shouting: ‘Stand by 
the windows! Post yourselves at the windows! Strike them down as 
they enter!’ It was this insistent command that prevented the battle 
from becoming hopelessly confused and out of hand, for the rebels kept 
swarming up on to the veranda and pusliing past the door and window 
defences. 

Stragga and Dankje guarded the two door positions effectively; 
hardly a man got in but was hacked down with a single blow from 
Stragga’s or Dankje’s hatchet; Stragga sometimes dropped his hatchet 
and snatched up a hammer. But the windows had been left unpro- 
tected here and there, the defenders either having left their posts to 
tackle rebels who had managed to get in or having been forcibly 
thrown back by the attackers. Cuffy’s men were at a great disadvantage 
in attempting to hoist themselves through the windows, and now that 
Laurens succeeded in getting a man to every window again the situ- 
ation suddenly blackened for the rebels. 

About eight of the iilvadcrs were in the room struggHng with Pedro 
and his men when the windows became squares of death for new- 
comers. Every man who tried to hoist himself up and scramble through 
now crashed back with a split skull or a slashed neck. It was gruesome 
at the windows. 

Once a stone caught one of the defenders on the chin and the man 
staggered back. Two rebels at once jostled to clamber over the sill into 
the room. One received a knife in liis right eye, another collapsed back- 
wards when Laurens fired point-blank into his face and called up an- 
other man to take the place of the stunned slave. 

Meantime, the eight other rebels had been reduced to three. Pedro 
had got four of them, and had been about to chop down another when 
David flicked a knife that caught the man in the hollow part of his 
temple. 

Pedro was bleeding in about five or six different places on his chest, 
face and arms from gashes and bruises received from cutlasses and 
hangers. David was untouched, though his hands were red and sticky 
with blood from retrieved knives. David’s eyes were like sliifty points 
of polished steel. They missed nothing. At one window two attackers 
tried to force past at the same time, one of them aiming a cutlass-stroke 
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at the defending slave. David’s hand flicked twice, and even before the 
defending slave could bring down his hammer both attackers had 
crumpled forward into the room spluttering, with blood gushing from 
their throats. 

Within seconds there were no more Hve rebels in the room, and the 
doors and windows continued to be sites of cruel executions. The floor 
was piled with dead rebels, and blood made patchy whorls everywhere. 
More defenders now manned the window positions, and Cliffy must 
ha^e realized that to continue hurhng men blindly against the house 
would not prove profitable, for suddenly the attacks ceased, and the 
defending slaves became petrified figures with hammers or hatchets 
raised in readiness for intruders who never appeared. 

Laurens shouted orders to get the barricades back into place, and Pedro, 
blowing hard, his eyes and hair wild and black, bawled to Dankjc: 
‘Clear thesr ^c^^pscs out of the way! Heave them through the doors!’ 

David snapped: ‘ V/ait there! Get that knife first! Pull out the knives 
before you throw them outside!* 

There were seventeen of Cuffy’s men on the floor with smashed 
skulls or slit throat*' Five others were headless. One of the heads had 
rolled, or been ki< ! ed, into the dining-room, and a wall-candle had 
guttered down grease upon the blank, gaping face. 

Laurens had a gashed cliin, and three of the defending slaves had been 
killed and two injured, one with a smashed knee, the other with a gash 
down his back and a lopped-off thumb. Dankje had an ugly wrist 
wound. 

The corpses were hurled out of the doors across the veranda and 
down the stairs, for Laurens was so eager that the barricades should be 
put up into place again that he refused to let any corpse be shoved out 
of the window. 

At the back of the house firing had broken out again, and David, 
having collected all Iris knives but one, shouted: ‘Upstairs again, men! 
All my men! Stragga! Upstairs to your positions!’ 

The firing from outside, however, was spasmodic, and when David 
and Stragga went upstairs and opened hostilities again with their mus- 
kets the rebels gave up their efforts. They could be heard yelling and 
talking confusedly by the water-tanks and the logies. 

Uncertain firing started up in front, but that, too, petered out. 
Laurens was still shouting to the men and the loaders to get into their 
places. The women loaders had retreated into the dining-room when 
the attackers had broken into the sitting-room, 
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Hendrickjc had returned upstairs and was pacing the corridor again, 
chuckhng to herself and muttering, an obsessed being. Ziddy and Janny 
did not march after her; they were still peering down the well of the 
staircase at the candle-ht scene. They had seen the severed head on 
which the candle-grease had dripped. Ziddy was certain he could make 
out a hfeless hand on the floor near the biggest of the water-jars. 

‘Father must have cut it off, Tm sure,’ said Ziddy. 

‘That’s a pool of blood near that big toe. Look!’ Janny pointed. 

Their father and his men came hurrying up the stairs, bloody and 
blowing after their exertions. Hendnckje stopped and called: ‘Bravo, 
Pedro! Bravo!’ and Pedro uttered a barking sound of acknowledgment 
before charging into the room where he had left his musket and 
Rassiki. 

Rassiki was hiding under the bed, and crawled out when she heard 
the footsteps. ‘Massa Pedro, you safe? Oh, look at the blood on yoiP’ 

‘Get up! Where is Banja?’ 

‘ She in the next room, Massa Pedro. I have the guns loaded for you 
here. Massa Pedro, you bleeding!’ 

Pedro and his men had hardly got into their places at the windows 
when out of the confusion of yells outside came a voice — the voice that 
had spoken before the battle. 

‘Van Groenwegels! Listen to me! This is Cliffy speaking!’ 

Pedro snapped at his men: ‘Quiet! Let’s hear what he is saying!’ 

‘Van Groenwegels! You hstenmg to me?’ 

Pedro bellowed: ‘Speak, you racoon! Say what you want to say!’ 

‘Van Groenwegels! Listen good to what I say! I is Governor of Ber- 
bice! You understand that? My captain is Akkara. You fight good, van 
Groenwegels! You kill plenty of my men! We going to make you pay 
for this, Christians! You can’t beat black man now, because we are the 
masters in Berbice now! If you want to surrender now we’ll let you 
surrender and we’ll give you a fair trial. We not got time to go on 
fighting because we got other places to go and attend to, and I have to 
reach Fort Nassau soon to take over the government. But I warn you, 
van Groenwegels ! When I come back it going to be worse for you. We 
going to have more men with us then — over three thousand! And we 
going to kill you in the worse way you can think! So if you surrender 
now it will be better for you. What you say, van Groenwegels? You 
agree to surrender now?’ 

Pedro bellowed back in reply: ‘Go to hell, Cuflfy! You blasted im- 
pertinent nigger! You may be Governor for the other white men who 
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have fled, but not for us! Not for the van Groenwegels! You’ll have to 
pull this house down beam by beam and board by board to get us out! 
Furthermore, here’s a more tangible answer!’ Pedro’s musket roared. 

After a cackling welter of voices had died down into silence, they 
heard Cuffy again. ‘Very well, van Groenwegels! Since you want to 
fight me then we going to fight! But not now! You can’t get away 
from tliis colony, so I can wait until later to come back for you. And 
don’t blame us for what happen then! We going to cut you up piece by 
pijfce. We going to murder you in the worse way you never think 
about!’ 

‘Fire on them,’ barked Pedro. 

His men opened fire, but there was no return fire. 

During the next hour or so they had to stand at the windows and 
watch their out-buildings consumed by flames. 

HendricKjt, like a trapped monster, moved upstairs and down. ‘Let 
them do their worst out there. Let them burn and pillage. It won’t 
break our spirit,’ She stopped in the dining-room and watched Lumea 
and Pedro attending to a wounded slave. ‘I haven’t lived and struggled 
in vain,’ she mur: .ured. ‘This day is a day that must be marked. 'Lhe 
2ist of February 1763. Even 1666 cannot compare with tliis. Grand- 
father Willem should have been here to see this day. I have kept my 
word to him. I promised him that we should go down the decades with 
honour and glory. Here is our glory! By God! Here is our glory, I 
say!’ 

Laurens, hobbhng past at that moment, paused and raised his arm, 
his teeth flasliiiig in a grin. ‘The old blood, Grandma!’ 

‘Yes, Laurens, the old blood. To-night I can die in peace. We have 
touched the pinnacles to-night, my boy. The pinnacles!’ She wagged 
her head and uttered a groaning, senile sound. She began to pace again, 
her eyes harro wed-looking with emotion. ‘The pinnacles,’ she kept 
muttering. 

Laurens regarded her with indulgence, but under his indulgence 
could be detected the admiration and deep devotion. 

Ziddy and Janny were asleep on the floor near the foot of the stairway. 

‘The pinnacles,’ muttered Hendrickje, moving past them and begin- 
ning to ascend the stairs. 
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This day, the 2ist of February 1763, had been simply another day much 
hke yesterday — at Fort Nassau The business of government had gone 
on as usual. Two slave ships had arrived some days ago, the Adriana 
Petronella, under Captain Kock, and the Standvastt^liLid, under Captam 
Laurensen In port, too, were the iicr/nrt and anotlicr vessel This, 

however, was nothing strange, ships were always coming and going. 
No one thought that the presence of four ships at F ort Nassau at this par- 
ticular time would prove a circumstance of tremendous importance 

Life on the Berbice River went on as before Governor Wolfert 
Simon van Hoogcnheim and his officials dined at Fort Nassau, and now 
and then the conversation would touch on the Sickness and its ravages, 
now and then the Governor would make reference to the state of 
Secretary Harkenroth^s books, ignoring the unwritten laws of table 
conviviahty to elude the Secretary for his careless, slipshod methods At 
times, in disgust, he would drop a remark or two concerning the 
drunkenness of Land-surveyor Hatuiiga and the debauchery of Orphan- 
master Wijs. 

On the plantations, too, life went on as before The managers rode 
round their cane-ficlds, inspecting, and hstemng to the reports of their 
overseers and negro drivers, giving orders or reproving the overseers or 
drivers if there had been signs of ncghgence At midday the overseer or 
the assistant manager blew the horn or clanged the bell to call the slaves 
m from the fields for meals In the late afternoon the overseer and the 
manager decided what pumshments were to be meted out — and saw 
them meted out. 

When the Governor and his offiaals and the planters and their fami- 
hes went to bed on this night nobody had the shghtest knowledge of 
what had happened on the Canje 

The Canje Postholder, like the planters and their families high up the 
Creek, had fled and was hiding in the bush — too terrified to make an 
attempt to get word through to Fort Nassau. And even those planters— 
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like the Boissiercs and the de Groots — who had attempted to get to the 
fort never got there; they died of their wounds or from the hardships of 
the journey, or were overtaken, made prisoner, tortured and hacked to 
death. One or two were kept as hostages. 

So Fort Nassau passed the nights of the twenty-first and the twenty- 
second and the twenty-third hearing only the buzz and churr of insects 
and the bubbhng of fallen palm-berries in the black river — the sucking 
sq^nd of the water on the banks. Those who happened to be awake 
heard these sounds — like the sentries who kept reluctant guard: the 
sentries who were weak and debilitated from recent bouts of the Sick- 
ness. The others, hke Governor van Hoogenheim and Secretary Har- 
kenroth and Land-surveyor Hattinga and the Colonel and Captain and 
two heutenants and the Surgeon-Major, probably heard nothing at all, 
for these slept soundly — with a soundness none of them deserved, save 
FloogcnhcJm — the one man among them who must have done a 
thoroughly honest day’s work. 

The planters, too, slept soundly. The Teuffers. The van Groen- 
wegcls. The C'harbons at Plantation Oostcrbcck. The Schrienders at 
Hollandia. Mynh jr ^ibbensetts at Solitude. Herr Mittelholzer at de 
Vrccdc. And the Ceorges and the Zublis and the widow Johansen. At 
the church-house at Peerebooin, Predicant Kamring and his family. 

All slept peacefully. Only one leisurely parrot-snake, twining its way 
amid the fronds of a tall paraipcc palm which had pushed its plume 
above the other jungle trees, watched the i eddish glow in the distance 
over the jungle — far in the cast and in the south w^hcre houses and 
sheds, sugar-mills and store-houses were on fire. But that was a long 
way off, and the parrot-snake was too indifferent over the fate of men 
to sound an alarm. 


II 

On the twenty-fourth, on the twenty-fifth, on the twenty-sixth, life 
went on as before at Fort Nassau and on the Berbice plantations. 

Late on the night of thv, twenty-seventh, however, the Charbons of 
Oosterbeck heard a hammering on dieir kitchen door.^ 

Jan, a Hght sleeper, awoke and went to a window that looked down 
upon the kitchen stairs. ‘Who is that? What’s wrong?’ he shouted. His 
father woke and joined him at the window. 

^ This incident is based on a story related by Jan Charbon and quoted in 
Rodway ’s History of British Guiana, Vol. I, pp. 193-4. 
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‘Massa Charbon! Massa Mittelholzer send me to you! He say dress 
quick and come over to his house! He say plenty trouble down-river! 
Slaves murdering Christians and burning the houses!* 

‘What!' 

‘Yes, Massa! He say hurry come over with your family and bring 
your guns and shot. He say no time for lost! You must hurry!’ 

‘Good heavens! What could have happened to these niggers all of a 
sudden! Very well, my man! Go back and tell Massa Mittelholzer we’ll 
be over in a short while!’ 

In a moment all was bustle in the Charbon household. Witliin an 
hour they were at Herr Mittclholzcr’s house at de Vreede. 

From down-river came a wailing of shouts and confused noises, and 
over the jungle and the cultivated fields they could make out a glow 
where houses were on fire. 

‘Mittelliolzer! What’s happened? What’s got into the heads of these 
black fools!’ Mynheer Charbon was excited and pale. ‘Have you heard 
the rights of the affair? Where did the trouble start?’ 

‘We’ll discuss that later, Charbon. Let’s get the doors barricaded 
first,’ said Mittelholzer. ‘Tlungs arc looking serious to-mght. This is no 
chance uprising. It’s been planned.’ 

While Charbon and some slaves assisted him to barricade the doors 
Mittelholzer said: ‘It seems to have started on the Canje. A whole 
horde of them broke through the bush and came out at Huis Dagcraat 
in New Amsterdam.'^ They haven’t attacked the fort, but they’re 
plundering everything they come upon. They’re murdering right and 
left.’ 

‘But how so suddenly! I could have fainted when your slave brought 
the message. We never had the slightest liint that the negroes on the 
Canje had run amok. Where was the Canje Postholder? Why didn’t he 
send word through and warn the Governor so that the proper measures 
could be taken?’ 

‘You ask why! Have you heard of a colony more slackly run than 
this! I knew it would happen some day. Look at the condition of the 
fort. It’s no fort at all. The men are all sick. Of the twenty there I hear 
eight are down in bed and the others feeble and hardly recovered from 
the last bout of the Sickness. Captain Lentzeng is a coward and drimkard 
— ^like Hattinga and Harkenroth and the rest of them — so what do you 
expect?’ 

^ Township about a mile from Fon Nassau, down-nver. Not to be confused 
with present-day town. 
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There was a shout from outside the house. Mittelholzer rushed to a 
window. ‘What’s happened out there? Who is that?’ 

It was a slave. He said he was from the Georges’ plantation. He told 
them: ‘Massa George send to say trouble down-river. He say you must 
come and bring your gun, Massa. He say you must go to Predicant 
Ramring’s house at Peereboom. All other Christians gathering there.* 

‘Very well. Tell Massa George thanks. Tell him Massa Charbon and 
his family and myself will be there first tiling in the morning, but we’re 
heading out here for the night.’ He clapped suddenly to attract the 
man’s attention; he was moving off. ‘What’s the news? Have you 
heard what plantations have been overrun?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. Plantation Hollandia and Lilienburg in riot. The slaves 
there gone bad and burning the houses and killing the massas.’ 

‘Great heavens!’ 

‘I hear Abbensetts at Solitude send message to the Governor 

for help to hold out at Solitude, Massa!’ 

At about this same time Jacques, a httle way down-river, heard a drum- 
ming sound in his 'Ic^ p. lie was alone in the house, for Faustina was 
spending a week at the Teuffers. JuHana’s baby was suffering from 
diarrhoea and JuUana needed Faustina’s assistance in nursing the infant 
back to healtli. 

Jacques awoke to reahze that the drumming sound \vas not a dream 
figment; someone Avas knocking at tlie front door. 

He sprang up and hauled on his trousers and coat and made his way 
downstairs. He had no doubt about the caller; it was Graat the over- 
seer. Yesterday Graat had told Ihin he would drop in to-night for the 
bottle of kill-devil rum Jacques had promised liim. It was always good 
policy to humour an overseer like Graat, Jacques felt, especially as he 
was new to the plantation. Graat had come to work with Jacques only 
a fortnight ago. He was a down-and-out whom Jacques had met at 
Fort Nassau and taken pity on. 

When he was at the sideboard Jacques heard the knocking again — 
very loud and insistent. called out: ‘Very well, Graat! I’m awake! 
Don’t be impatient. I’m coming!’ 

‘Jacques! It’s I! Hurry, please!’ 

Jacques straightened up, liis hand arrested on the door of the side- 
board. ‘I must be dreaming, surely,’ he muttered. He rose and hurried 
to the door. ‘ Ameha! Good God! At tliis time of the night!’ 

‘I had to come, Jacques. I had to come.’ 
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‘What’s the matter? Come in.’ 

‘Jacques, sometliing terrible has happened. I’m almost afraid to tell 
you,* 

‘I think I can guess. You’re going to have a child by me, and your 
parents have put ygu out. You had a quarrel.* 

‘Oh, they’d never do that. No, it isn’t that, Jacques. It’s the slaves. 
They’ve run amok. They’re at Lihenburg and Hollandia, burning and 
looting. Father was sending a slave to tell you, but I dashed off before 
anyone could ask a question. You’ve got to leave here now, Jacques. 
Get your musket and some things ready and let’s leave for Peercboom. 
We’re going to Predicant Ramring’s house.’ 

‘Come, come! What’s this, Ameha? Surely you don’t expect me to 
accede to such a request without a good reason. Why should we run off 
to Peereboom because of a shght riot at Lilienburg and Hollandia!* 

‘It’s not shght. It’s serious. The slaves are in rebclhon on other plan- 
tations. I hear they’ve come from the Canje and urged these here to join 
them. It’s a big rising, Jacques. There are hundreds of them.’ 

‘But when did all this happen?’ 

‘Only this evening. Look at the sky there. Don’t you see the glow?’ 

‘Phew! It never occurred to me to look at the sky.’ 

‘Come and let’s go.’ 

‘How can I go with you? What of Faustina and our child! Don’t you 
expect me to see after their safety first!’ 

She was silent an instant, then said: ‘That is what I’ve been dreading 
to have to tell you. You can’t get to Faustina, Jacques.’ 

‘what do you mean?’ 

‘Just that. I tell you, it isn’t a local uprising. Dozens of plantations 
have been overrun. There’s a rumour that the Lutheran Predicant 
didn’t succeed in escaping. He barricaded his house and tried to make 
them see reason by talking to them from a window, but they wouldn’t 
listen and set fire to the house, and when he was coming down the 
stairs they pounced on him and murdered^ him.’ 

Jacques had a hypnotized look. He muttered to himself. 

She grasped his arm. ‘Don’t stare like that and talk to yourself. Time 
is going. I ran a big risk in coming here to you. Some of the rebels may 
be about here already. We must go back quickly to our place. There’s a 
boat waiting to take us to Peereboom, but I’m not waiting for that. The 

^ This rumour did circulate on the night of the 27th, but was later proved 
to be false. The Lutheran church and the Predicant’s house, as it happened, were 
the only buildings not burnt in New Amsterdam. 
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two of us can ride. The track is still open, iVe heard. But if we delay it 
may be overrun. Get your musket and some things and let’s go. Please.’ 

‘I’m not going with you. I must go to the Teuffers. By the way, how 
did you hear this? How do you know they have been overrun?’ 

‘Slaves came and told us. All that way — from Lihenburg to the 
Teuffers — has been overrun. 1 hear the Schrienders have been captured. 
They were taken by surprise and didn’t have a chance.’ 

‘Thanks for coming. Now go back, Amelia. Leave me and go back — 
jguickly.’ 

‘What arc you going to do? The rebels will be here at any moment.’ 

‘I don’t care. I’ve got to go to the Teuffers. Good God! I must go and 
see what’s happened to my wife and child. Faustina is pregnant. 1 can’t 
run off with you to Pccrcboom and forget the rest of them.’ 

‘But there’s notliing you can do. Nothing. Don’t you understand?’ 

‘There mu^t be something 1 can do. I’m going to make an attempt to 
get to tliC i cuffers’ place.’ 

‘You can’t get liiere, Jacques. They’ll take you prisoner and torture 
you to death. They’re murdering every wliitc person they can lay their 
hands on. It’s foolish to talk of going to the Teuffers’ place now. You 
can’t help Faus'-'na by doing that. It would be Hke purposely giving 
yourself up to tnc rebels.’ 

Without a word he left her and went upstairs. 

She waited, and when he returned he was carrying liis musket and 
ammunition pouch. 

‘Jacques, I’m going with you wherever you go. Understand that.’ 

‘No heroics, Amelia. Get off. Back to your people. I’m going into 
danger. Let me go alone.’ 

‘You couldn’t stop me if you tried. I’m coming.’ 

He shrugged. T don’t think we have much time for debating. Come 
on, then.’ 

They took the track that led toward the Teuffers’ plantation. About 
them the fire-flics flashed tranquilly among the low^ shrubs and ferns, 
and the air was wet but invigorating with the smell of leaves and w ild 
flowers. A goatsucker cried ‘^loo-yool’ somewhere on their right 
amidst a clump of sw^zzlestick trees. It might have been any other 
peaceful night. 

They had gone hardly a quarter of a mile along the track when dark 
figures appeared ahead, and they heard voices. It was a party of slaves. 

Jacques drew rein, and Ameha followed suit. 

The negroes came on, jabbering excitedly. 
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Jacques levelled his musket and called: ‘ Stop there! One yard further 
and some of you will be on the way to hell!’ 

The party came to a stumbling halt. Frightened mumblings broke 
out, then a voice called: ‘Massa Jacques! Don’t fire upon us. Me Rabby 
here. Nobody here make trouble, Massa. We walk peaceful, Massa 
Jacques.’ * 

‘Rabby! What are you doing here?’ 

‘I hear trouble up that way, Massa Jacques, so I go to hear, and I meet 
these others coming, so we all walk along.’ 

‘Who are the others? Where arc they from?’ 

‘Some from Lilienburg and Hollandia. Not everybody turn bad to- 
night, Massa. Some behave good.’ 

‘Is there anybody from the Tcuffers’ place?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. One here from Massa Teuffer. Bad news for you, Massa 
Jacques. We just talking about it.’ 

‘What bad news? Have you heard what’s happened to Missy?’ 

‘Missy Faustina and the baby safe, Massa. They get away. But Missy 
Juliana get captured. I too sorry, Massa Jacques. Missy Juliana such a 
nice lady. She treat us good when we go there.’ 

‘How was she captured, Rabby? Arc you sure of this?’ 

Another slave answered. ‘She was in the corial with some Indians — 
she and her baby, Massa,’ he said. He seemed to be the Teuffer slave, for 
be spoke as though divulging first-hand information. ‘They move off 
good from the bank, Massa, but the bad-men begin to fire at them, and 
somehow one of the Indians get Int and the canal overturn and Missy 
Juhana not able to swim good. Instead of swimming out to the other 
boat with Missy Flora and Missy Faustina she swim back to the bank 
and the bad-men pull her out the water. Her baby get drowned, Massa.’ 

Jacques rubbed liis cheek hard. ‘Where have the others gone? Missy 
Faustina and Missy Flora and the rest? Did you hear?’ 

‘They safe, Massa. They gone down the river to the fort. Missy Juli- 
ana could have go with them, too, Massa, if she did swim out to them. 
They call out to her to swim and come, but she not able to swim good. 
She get frightened and confused and swim ashore.’ 

‘Don’t venture that way, Massa,’ said Rabby. ‘Turn back. Bad 
trouble up that way. They firing upon everybody.’ 

Jacques glanced at Amelia. ‘I’m afraid it will have to be Peereboom 
for us, after all.’ He told Rabby: ‘Rabby, tell the others to keep things 
going the best way they can for me. I know you won’t let me down. I 
nave to go to Peereboom.’ 
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‘Yes, Massa Jacques. We keep tilings good for you. You always treat 
us good, Massa. We not turn against you. I going to try and get news 
from Fort Nassau about Missy Faustina and come and tell you. Stay 
good, Massa!* 


Ill 

"^^i^en the Charbons and Mittclholzer arrived at the church-house at 
Peereboom the following morning they found there a group of other 
people — nearly thirty whites. Jacques and AmeUa were there — and 
Amelia’s people. Also the Zubhs. Everytliing was in a turmoil of pre- 
paration for the expected attack. Predicant Ramring told them: ‘The 
rebels have reached the neighbouring plantation. You’re not by any 
means too early.’ 

‘What IS iioogenheim doing^* asked Charbon excitedly. ‘Why 
doesn’t he despatch help for us? Are wc going to be left here to defend 
this house by ourselves?’ 

The Predicant shrugged. ‘ I’m afraid I can’t supply the answer to that, 
Charbon. You kn jw ) ourself what a mess tins government is in. I tried 
to get a message through, but I don’t know whether it was delivered. 
And the good God alone knows if the fort itself hasn’t been captured by 
this time. We can only trust in Him above and defend ourselves with 
the arms at our disposal. That is all we can do, I fear.’ 

‘I understand Captain Lentzeng sent around a circular last night to a 
few of the Burgher Militia,’ Zubh said. ‘Those he could get in contact 
with, at any rate. He ordered them to gather at Mon Repos and Rozen- 
burg, just next to Schriender’s place at Hollandia.* 

‘I heard that, too,’ Predicant Ramring said. ‘And they did turn out. 
But just as you could have expected, judging from what happened at 
Kuncklcr’s place last July, they hadn’t the courage to attack. I hear not 
one of them has lifted a finger to move against the rebels. They’re still 
at Mon Repos winning like a pack of frightened puppies. Sometimes 
one is really ashamed of one’s white blood.’ 

An hour later, when a mulatto called Jan Broer arrived, they learnt 
more about the cowardice of the Burgher Militia. Jan Broer told them: 
‘They gone from Mon Repos and Rozenburg, Massas. Captain Lent- 
zeng and all of them. They run back when they see the bad-men. They 
at Solitude now with Massa Abbensetts. Massa Abbensetts brave man, 
yes. The rebels afraid to attack him there. He shout and tell them he not 
moving from his house. He staying and fighting to the last. He send to 
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the Governor for help early this morning, and the Governor order Cap- 
tain Kock to take the slave ship, Adriana Petronella, and go up the river 
to help Massa Abbensetts.’ 

‘If Kock reinforces Abbensetts and his men they’ll probably be able 
to come on here and relieve us,* said the Predicant. 

George uttered a grunt of doubt. ‘Personally, from what little I’ve 
seen of Kock during the past week, I haven’t much faith in him.’ 

‘Well, gentlemen, we can only hope for the best and trust in the 
Lord,’ said the Predicant. ‘In the meantime we have two or three days* 
supply of food and water, and we shall hold out to the bes'^ of our 
ability, praying earnestly to Him above for succour.’ 

Jacques, leaning casually against a table barricade at a window, gave 
Amelia a cynical glance. ‘Heard that? Pray earnestly to Him above.’ 

She smiled. ‘You don’t believe in God, I’ve heard.’ 

‘I don’t.’ 

‘You look very grim and quiet, Jacques. Are you afraid?’ 

‘My spirit isn’t here,’ he murmured, staring out at the river. The 
house stood about fifty yards from the water’s edge. 

‘I wish 1 didn’t feel this way about you,’ she said. ‘It’s humiliating.’ 

He smiled and patted her arm. ‘No strong feeling should ever be 
humiliating. Only a few people are capable of feeling strongly.’ 

They heard musket-fire down-river. 

He muttered something about the Canje, but when she asked him 
what he had said he Shook his head and moved off to go and speak to 
one of the other men. 

A corial with two Indians hurried past on the river. 

In the dining-room somebody was saying that the best thing might 
be to go off into the bush and hide, that they could not hold out here 
against hundreds of negroes. 

At about nine o’clock they saw two boatloads of rebels on the river. 
They were shouting and gesticulating, and for a moment it seemed 
they were about to go past, but suddenly the boats headed for the 
bank. 

Within a few minutes the attack was on. The negroes fired from the 
boats. Some had approached at the back of the house and were firing, 
too. 

The women shrieked and liid themselves under the tables in the 
dining-room and sitting-room and under the beds upstairs. 

In the dining-room ar ball hit the chain from which the chandelier for 
three candles was suspended. Amelia left her comer near the sideboard 
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and took the chandelier off its hook. She looked about irresolutely, then 
decided to take it into the pantry. 

Jacques, who was firing at a pantry window, glanced round and 
smiled, winking. ‘Brought something for me?’ 

She put the chandelier in a corner and said: ‘Don’t let them hit you. 
I’m praying for you.’ 

‘You do pray, do you! Well, I shouldn’t be surprised. You’re not a 
heathen Hkc me.’ 

‘Don’t say that, Jacques. You’re not a heathen.’ 

‘The truth, my dear.’ 

‘Not at heart. I’m sure you’re not.’ 

His musket exploded. ‘By God! I got him, the stinking rascal!’ He 
chortled. ‘The old blood, Amelia! The old blood!’ 

All that day. until seven in the evening, the battle went on. 

‘They’re preparing for a long siege, by the look of things,’ ZubU re- 
marked, and JacqLiC'j replied: ‘1 like sieges — while the food and am- 
munition last.’ 

The night was quiet The women and children arranged themselves 
for sleep upstairs i.. the rooms and on improvised beds on the floor of 
the dining-room. T he men roughed it in the sitting-room, taking turns 
to watch. One kept watch in the gallery, one at a sitting-room window, 
one in the pantry. 

Shortly before midnight, when Jacques was in the pantry doing a 
four-hour spell that would expire at one o’clock, a figure in white 
appeared silently out of the darkness. 

He chuckled. ‘You? Even here and at this hour?’ 

She said that she was restless and could not sleep. 

‘In view of the situation, a plausible excuse.’ 

‘Don’t mock me, Jacques.’ 

‘It’s a compliment to you when I mock you. I only mock people 
whom I credit with a sense of humour.’ 

‘When is your watch up?’ 

‘One o’clock — since you insist on my confirming it.’ 

‘I guessed it was one, but 1 wasn’t sure.’ 

‘You he delightfully, Amelia.’ 

‘Let me stay with you until one o’clock.’ 

‘As you wish.’ 

‘Jacques, I believe I’m really in love with you.’ 

‘Not merely in lust?’ 

‘You needn’t put it so brutally.’ 
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‘Life is brutal. Grandma always harped that at us. She was right. She 
says life is a blind, brutal scheme, and to be a success you must face up 
to ugly as well as pleasant truths.’ 

‘Don’t you beheve in being humane?* 

‘Certainly. I’m always on the side of humaneness — but I’m also on 
the side of truth. And it’s the truth that force gets things done. Weak- 
ness doesn’t. Weakness ends in defeat and death.’ 

‘And so what do you conclude from that? That we should always be 
hurting each other?’ 

‘No. I merely conclude that life is an insoluble problem and that as 
such we must be prepared to make the best of a bad business. Pity the 
weak, but don’t respect them, don’t coddle them. Be humane to the 
weak, but be ruthless when threatened by either weak or strong.’ 

‘But if the weak are weak, how can they threaten you?’ 

‘There is no terror, Amelia, like the terror of the frustrated weak.’ 
He jerked his chin out at the night. ‘Why do you tliink they’re murder- 
ing and looting without restraint? That’s the way of the weak when 
they gain a sudden and temporary advantage over the strong.’ 

She uttered an indulgent, affectionate sound. 

After a silence he said: T wonder how they fared up the Canje.’ He 
spoke into the night, as though addressing some spectral presence. ‘I 
would have given anything to have been with them. They must have 
fought hke dcmons.I 

‘ Pbught hke demons ! How could they have resisted a horde like this !’ 

He stiffened. ‘Because they’re van Groenwcgcls.’ 

‘I’ve heard about your family traditions. You never run from an 
enemy, isn’t that it?’ 

He grunted assent. 

‘I think you’re the least clannish of them.’ 

He made no comment; 

‘Your spirit seems far away, Jacques. I’m beginning to be lonely.’ 

‘My spirit is here. There are desperate niggers out there.’ 

‘I’m in my night-gown. You knew, didn’t you?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

She waited, and after a moment he stretched out and touched her. 

Upstairs, somebody had begun to snore spasmodically. Snorting and 
stopping. Fire-flies flashed near the water-tank and over the maize 
fields. A raucous laugh came ribboning through the dark. The insects 
churred tirelessly. They could smell the jungle and the river — a wet, 
vegetable scent, dank and heavy in the night air, but refreshing. 
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‘You sense the wetness in the air?’ he said. ‘I can smell wild flowers. 
I’m on the Canjc, Amelia. The Siki Creek. Wc’rc hunting alligators, 
and it’s getting on for seven o’clock, though there’s moonlight and we 
can hear a goatsucker hoo-yoo-ing in the bamboo thicket. The mucca- 
niucca shrubs are watching us from the edge of the water like thin men 
nodding in the dark.’ He kissed her and began to fondle her. 

A few minutes later she helped him to take off his boots, for liis 
boots would have made a noise on the floor. 

On the following night she came to him again, this time when he was 
on the onc-to-five watch. She came on Wednesday night, too. For the 
situation remained quiet. No attacks came, though the negroes had left 
a force to keep an eye on them and to make sure thet they did not 
attempt to leave the house. 

Water and food were getting low, and the women were losing spirit 
and weeping. THe men cursed the government for not doing anything 
about relieving them. 

On Wednesday night Jacques was on watch in the gallery when 
Ameha came. He said* Tt will be risky out here.’ 

‘I don’t tliink so,’ she wliispercd back. ‘Not if we go right up in the 
corner over there.’ 

‘You’re over-heated, Amelia.’ 

‘Don’t say things like that, please!’ 

‘What’s it I told you my grandmotlier said?’ 

‘Sometimes it isn’t humane to speak the truth. She should have 
drilled that into you, too.’ 

‘It is better to seem inhumane than to live in a soap-bubble.’ 

‘You appear to want to hurt me on purpose. Don’t you like me even 
a little bit?’ 

‘A foolish question. I should be very insensitive if I didn’t like you 
more than a little bit.’ He smiled. ‘You have much in you that anyone 
can respect. Bigness. Even your family, smug and planter-complacent, 
haven’t been able to smother your bigness of spirit.’ 

‘What makes you tliink I have bigness of spirit?’ 

‘Your courage in being friendly with me. Your courage in taking 
risks. Your honesty in being yourself at all costs — in not being ashan ed 
to show your feelings and revel in the delights of your senses.’ 

When he was kissing her they heard a gasp and started apart. 

In the starlight that flooded in at the window they recognized 
Jaimetje Zubli. She exclaimed: ‘Oh!’ and turned and hurried away. 
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Jacques laughed softly. ‘Your name will be afire to-morrow in the 
house. Tin sure she knew it was you.’ 

‘I know she docs. She’s been eyeing me oddly since yesterday.’ 

In the morning, however, nobody had time to tliink of scandals, for 
the rebels appeared in force and attacked. It was a fierce attack, and 
lasted until noon, then slackened. Water was almost gone. Food was 
severely rationed. The attack was renewed at about one o’clock and 
continued until well after six, when suddenly the firing ceased outside 
and they heard a voice hail out: 

‘Christians! You had enough now? When you think you’re ready to 
surrender, tell usl’ 

Amelia’s father repUed: ‘But why must you people behave in such a 
shocking manner?’^ 

‘Why? Because you Christians cruel! You flog and brand us and tor- 
ture us! We don’t want any more white people in this colony !’2 

‘We can be gentlemen ourselves!’ another voice bawled. ‘All the 
plantations are ours now, and you have to be prepared to give them 
up!’^ 

‘Oh, have we?’ growled Charbon. ‘You devils! You’ll sec whether 
we have to be prepared to give them up!’ 

The Predicant called out: ‘My people, tliis is your old friend the 
Predicant speaking! You know I have always tried my utmost to be 
kind to you. Won’t you hsten to me and, for my sake, leave us in peace 
so that we may go to the fort?’ 

Jeering shouts went up, but the spokesman rephed: ‘ We know you’re 
a good man, Predicant! You’re a man of God. We’ll talk to you. From 
now we call a truce until to-morrow morning. When to-morrow 
morning come we going to talk again and tell you what we decide!’ 

‘Very well, my man! We shall abide by your suggestions. I’m sure 
when the morrow breaks we shall find a solution to our difficulties!’ 

That night there was httlc sleep. Most of them remained awake dis- 
cussing the new development. 

‘I don’t like the idea of palavering with these niggers,’ said ZubU. 
‘They’ve forgotten themselves enough as it is. It’s bad pohey to let 
them feel we arc prepared to talk to them on an equal basis.’ 

The Predicant smiled shrewdly. ‘That’s not the attitude to adopt at a 
time like this, Zubli. Remember our position. Water is practically gone, 
and we can’t get more from the tanks. Food, too, is another problem 
*, * According to Predicant Ramrmg’s account, these were the actual 
words used. 
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And we must consider our womenfolk and the children. No, I think 
wc shall have to humble ourselves and talk peace with them. I have an 
idea they will let us go unmolested. They are not a bad lot at heart. It 
all depends upon how you handle them.’ 

‘Oh, you’ve always championed them,’ growled Charbon. ‘A pack 
of dirty monkeys, that’s what they are! The plantations are theirs! The 
damned impudence!* 

Jit’s galling,’ said George. ‘And I don’t trust them one inch. They’re 
a treacherous lot. It would be just like them to agree to our going down 
to the fort and then opening fire upon us.’ 

‘No, no!’ frowned the Predicant. ‘They won’t do that. I’m positive. 
Be charitable, George! Be charitable! I know these people. They may 
have black skins, but I can tell you, they have a sense of honour that is 
most remarkable. I’m sure they won’t harm us if they agree to let us go.’ 

‘Anywa^, they haven’t agreed yet. Let's wait and hear what they’ll 
have to say in the morning.’ 

In the pantry Amcha said to Jacques: ‘Whatever happt'ns, I want you 
to promise me never to feel guilty, Jacques. We couldn’t help this 
happening. You rr astii t let it trouble your conscience.’ 

Jacques smiled in the dark. ‘Your conclusion,’ he said, ‘ concerning my 
attitude to our relationship is entirely astray. My conscience is un- 
affected. But if you want to know the truth, Amelia, I’m rather dis- 
gusted with myself. I’ve always been aware of a certain weakness in my 
spiritual structure, and it is tliis that depresses me. At the moment my 
self-respect is not at a very high level.’ 

After a silence she said: ‘It’s going to be hellish for me when we get 
to Fort Nassau.’ 

‘Oh, you’re taking it for granted we’ll gv t there?’ 

‘Well, isn’t it likely? I don’t suppose these niggers will molest us any 
more. They seem willing now to listen to reason.’ 

He made no comment. 

‘Faustina is expecting a baby, isn’t she?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Jacques, I feel I can kih for you. Do anything.’ 

He nodded slightly. 

In the candle-ht sitting-room and dining-room the others kep*’ mur- 
muring on and pacing and glancing anxiously toward the river. The 
women whispered and wept, and occasionally the children were fretful. 

The smell of gunpowder was everywhere. The woodwork was 
chipped and frayed from the musket-balls. Pictures were smashed and 
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tom. The floor was dusty and strewn with paper and bits of dried food, 
and there was all the time the smell of sweat and grime of human bodies. 

T’m even beginning to be jealous of Faustina. I know it’s wrong and 
fooHsh of me, but I can’t help it. It’s so humfliating for me to be aware 
that it’s she whom you care about, and in spite of this to know that I 
can’t keep away from you.* 

When daylight broke the rebels resumed the talks. The spokesman, a 
tall fellow from Plantation Oosterlyk — Zubli said he was from there — 
called out: ‘Christians! We’re all men together. You have guns and 
powder ! But not as much as we got 1 We got fourteen barrels 1 And we 
sure you can’t leave this plantation! So we going to talk peace as your 
parson ask!’^ 

‘We respect your word, my man!’ called the Predicant. ‘Speak on 
and we’ll hsten to your terms! We have notliing against you, remem- 
ber! We don’t hke firing upon you, and we have cliildren here — 
women and cliildren. And they are hungry. I’m sure you won’t hke to 
see any harm come to them. No, my people, let us discuss this situation 
in a friendly spirit and come to a happy decision. As you say, we’re all 
men together. Let us talk and show the rest of the colony that we here, 
at least, can be civilized!’ 

One of the rebels called: ‘You white people didn’t show us no good 
feeling when wc was slaves under you last week! You beat us. You 
brand us. You put us in the stocks. You shame us in every way. Black 
man got feelings same as wliite man, parson!’ 

‘Yes, my man, you’re quite right. I agree with you. I know you are 
human hke any of us here, and I know you have feelings — and big 
hearts. Yes, big hearts! That is why I am appeahng to you to be gener- 
ous to us in our plight. Show us that you are big — even bigger than we 
have been toward you in the past. Show us that you can be even better 
Christians in your conduct than wc have been. We are in your hands, 
and we know you will be kind and let us go in peace!’ 

‘How white man come to speak so small now?’ 

‘Since when you get so humble, parson!’ 

‘You know you in trouble so you begging us!’ 

The tall fellow called for silence and began to confer with the others. 
After a wlule he shouted: ‘What you want us to let you do? Just go up 
to the fort?’ 

^ Actual words, according to Rodway: ‘We are men, and have fourteen 
barrels of powder yet, and you shall not leave this estate.’ 
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‘Yes, that is all!’ the Predicant called back. ‘Let us get into our boats 
and go to the fort! Nothing more we ask, my man!’ 

‘And what we going to get in return for letting you go?’ 

The Predicant hesitated, then smiled and replied: T’m afraid we have 
little that can be of use to you, my friends, but if you wish us to leave 
our arms and ammunition with you as a token of goodwill, then we 
will do so!’ 

After a murmured conference with his companions, the tall fellow 
from Oosterlyk called: ‘All right! We agree to let you go. We don’t 
want no guns or powder from you. We got plenty. Take everything 
you got and go. But we want you to tell the Governor that the planta- 
tions belong to us and that we are our own masters from now!’ 

‘Thank you, my man! We’ll take your message. You’re generous 
and we respect you for it. I knew that your hearts were big! You’re 
Christians!’ 

‘You didn’t tliink so a few days ago. I don’t mean you, Predicant. 
You always talk to us kind. But the others with you treat us like 
animals. We wasn’t Christians to them!’ 

The Predicant thought it discreet not to reply to this. 

‘Get going!’ the tall fellow bawled. ‘We promise not to trouble you. 
Get into the punt and these two boats on the right here!’ 

‘Thank you, my man! We thank you deeply. 1 shall remember your 
face and shall do whatever I can for you if it is humanly possible. Thank 
you!’ 

The Predicant turned from the window with a sigh of rehef and 
triumph. ‘See, my people! Notliing like soft, kind words! The Chris- 
tian spirit. The Christian way of doing tilings. It must triumph in the 
long run!’ 

Jacques gave a sickly smile and winked at Amelia. 

Zubli frowned and mumbled: ‘All well and good, but we aren’t out 
of the house yet. Wait until we’re at the fort before we crow.’ 

‘Personally, I don’t trust them at all,’ Mittclholzer growled. 

‘Nor do I,’ said George. ‘Hamned black brutes! Big hearts! What big 
hearts can they have! Wait until this rising is put down. See how we’ll 
tar and feather their hides again!’ 

‘George! George! That’s unworthy of you. Remember you’re a 
white man and a Christian. They are black, but they arc human. It is up to 
you to prove your Christianity by being charitable and generous of heart.’ 

‘Pah! None of that soft talk impresses me! They’re baboons! Human, 
indeed! Baboons! That’s where they’ve sprung from!’ 
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As they prepared to leave, Jacques squeezed Amelia’s arm. ‘Afraid?* 

‘A little,’ she smiled. ‘And you?’ 

‘More than a httle. I don’t trust niggers.’ 

‘Don’t speak that way, Jacques. I tliink they’ve been good to let us go 
in this peaceful manner.’ 

He shrugged. 

‘They’re whispering about us — the women. Have you noticed?’ 

He nodded. 

The Predicant told them before they left: ‘I’ll meet you later at the 
fort. My wife and sister and I will come on to-day some time as it’s 
necessary for us to see after the house and restore some order.’ He shook 
hands with them and snuled. ‘Good-bye, my friends. Good-bye! Trust 
in God always, my dear people. God is our only anchor in times such as 
these.’ 

Jacques chuckled as they went down the stairs. ‘Trust in God. Trust 
in our wiles, he means. All that hocus-pocus. I can’t tolerate hocus- 
pocus, Amcha. Our grandmother doesn’t care two hoots about God — 
nor do I. Absurd delusion! Why do men have to delude themselves 
with such ideas!’ 

‘You mustn’t say that, Jacques. How can you call God a delusion!’ 

‘Because I think. I tliink, Amcha. Another nasty habit I inherited 
from my grandmother, the old harridan!’ 

She laughed. 

‘That’s what’s hindering us, Amelia. Religion. God. Jesus Christ. All 
that empty, unreaUstic nonsense! That’s what’s keeping back our civi- 
lization. That’s why we can have insurrections like tliis. People are 
being kept too ignorant and superstitious — and the Church is respon- 
sible for more than half the ignorance and superstition.’ 

‘Jacques!’ 

‘I mean it. It’s the truth. I hate the Church! I hate reUgion! It mad- 
dens me to think that we can call ourselves inteUigent creatures of the 
eighteenth century and still retain such piffling conceptions! We’re not 
living in the Middle Ages. We’re supposed to be advanced in thought.* 

They were about to get into the boat. ‘We’re supposed to be pro- 
gressing — not going back to the days of savages. Even here in this 
colony, remote as it is from the centre of culture, we try to tell our- 
selves that we are moving with the times — and yet we can still talk of 
fictitious places Hke hqaven and hell and believe in an old man up in ^he 
sky who watches us day and night and punishes us for our misdeeds. 
God! What is God? Up there is infinite space. Star-dust! God! Look! 
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Watch! See for yourself! Trust in God! Ha, ha! Trust in God, our only 
anchor in times such as these! Quick! Down! This is how the good 
God helps his Christian devotees, Amelia!* 

He pulled her down with liim into some low shrubs that grew near 
the water, the craft rocking perilously and sheering off. . . . 

‘Charbon! My God! Quick!’ . . . ‘The beasts!’ . . . 

‘Down! Down there!* . . . ‘Jump overboard!* . . . ‘Zubli!* 

‘The children, Hendrik!* 

The air exploded. The air thundered. One boat overturned, and the 
women shrieked, scrambling and tumbling about and grasping at the 
shrubs that grew on the bank. 

Zubli fell forward against the side of the punt, his coat stained red 

‘George! Help me here! Help me!* But George was among the others 
struggling in the water; he was a poor swimmer. The best swimmers 
seemed to ^ung Jan Charbon and Mittclholzer. Jan and Mittel- 
holzcr struck out stiv'Ugly and in a moment had vanished around 
clump of wild cacao trees. 

‘Can you swim?’ Jacques asked AmcHa. 

‘Very feebly,’ she said, 

‘Too bad.’ 

‘Go and leave me, Jacques. Go. Swim and save yourself. Quick!* 
He laughed. ‘Don’t trust me, Amelia. I’m a coward — but I’m not 
quite that rotten,’ 

Shots whistled over their heads, chpping bits off the tops of the 
shrubs. A grasshopper alighted on Jacques’ check. Darted off. 

‘White swine!* 

‘Wliitc bitches!’ 

‘Make us suffer, remember! Take some back now!* 

‘Pepper them good!’ 

‘Black man got feelings, too!’ 

‘Kill them! Kill all of them!’ 

‘They beat us! They brand us! They put our foot in boiling water!* 
‘Jacques! There’s jannetje Zubli!* 

‘I see her. I’m no hero, I rell you.* 

Jannetje was hauling one of the younger children toward the punt. 
Suddenly she screamed. Her brother fell away from her with a scraping 
thud; the back of his coat began to turn red. jannetje left him and 
stumbled off toward the punt. She tripped up against a log and fell; she 
seemed to have hurt her ankle,' for when she made an attempt to get up 
she groaned and collapsed again, clutching her foot. 
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The rebels were rushing up from the fields. 

‘Get them! Get them!’ 

‘Don’t let them get away! Hold all of them!’ 

The tall fellow from Oosterlyk bawled from the boat: ‘Keep the 
women! Don’t kill the women. We want the women!’ 

‘Keep some of the men prisoners, too. We can torture them hke how 
they torture us. Brand them and put them in the stocks!’ 

Jacques and Amelia watched them coming. Jacques rose leisurely. He 
had lost his musket; it had fallen into the water over the side of the boat. 
He helped Amelia up, and called out: ‘Go on! Fire! Fire on us and get 
it over!’ 

‘Who that?* 

‘That van Groenwegcl!’ 

‘Don’t shoot him. He got to get torture. He can’t get kill off easy. He 
got to burn in a slow fire.’ 

They swarmed around. 

‘Remember your days on the Canje, van Groenwcgel! Remember 
what your brothers do to black man! You got to get brand on the 
chest, too. Same as your brothers brand black man on the Canje.’ 

‘Look at liis missy. She got good meat.’ 

‘ Cuffy and Akkara will attend to her.’ 

They seized JannetJe, and JannetJe shrieked and struggled, trying to 
beat them off with her fists. She looked frantically about and saw 
Jacques and called: ‘Mynheer van Groenwcgel! Save me! Kill me! 
Don’t let them touch me. Please! Please!’ 

Jacques gave a shght smile. He stood passive, like Amelia, while the 
rebels emptied his pockets. They were pawing Ameha’s body all over 
and making lewd comments. She put up no resistance. 

Some of the rebels were runmng up the stairs of the Predicant’s 
house, but the tall fellow from Oosterlyk shouted: ‘No! No! Don’t 
trouble the Predicant and his ladies! He’s a man of God! He speak with 
God! Don’t touch him!’^ 

Jacques felt a jab in th small of his back. A voice bawled in his ear: 
‘Walk! Go on, van Groenwegcl! Walk toward the fields!’ As Jacques 
moved off a foot landed in the seat of his trousers. 

They told Ameha to walk, too, and she, too, got a kick. 

Behind them, the water was aUve with cries and arms and legs 
threshing about and bodies writhing to resist capture, and black men 
yelling and excited and gloating. 

^ Dalton, Vol. I, p. 198. 
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They slapped Amelia’s behind and tore down her bodice, and kept 
darting their hands at her bared bosom. Like Jacques, however, she took 
it without protest and walked on toward the fields. 

IV 

Jannetje Zubli sobbed all the way. She kept looking at Jacques and 
Amelia and imploring them to kill her. That was a mistake. Had she not 
sobbed and struggled they might not have stripped her naked as they 
had done. They might not have taken such wanton delight in clipping 
off clurrms of her hair and scattering the locks into the bushes. Once 
they stuffed a few locks into her mouth and she spluttered and coughed 
and shrieked. 

There were others like her. A golden-haired girl of about eighteen 
and a woman of about thirty. They stripped them, too, because they 
sobbed and struggled and called tlieir captors dirty, impertinent niggers. 
The woman of thirty even tried tc:) threaten the lebels in a haughty 
voice, forgetting that they were masters now. They laughed and 
slapped her behind. The golden-haired girl had an ugly birthmark on 
the small of her back. 1 he rebels held her by the ankles and made her 
walk a little distance on her hands, joking about the birthmark. They 
tickled her and prodded her. 

One of the men prisoners, infuriated, hit out at her persecutors, and 
because of this they stripped liim and cut oil his private parts, hacked 
him to bits and pelted the bits into the bush. They daubed the faces of 
some of the other prisoners with his blood. 

They daubed Jacques’ face. And Amelia’s. Amelia stopped and 
groaned and retched, and v\ hen she bent forward to retch they laughed 
and slapped her behind. 

Jacques breathed deeply. His manner w^as one of pained aloofness. 

Many of the men sobbed openly and without shame. Some got 
kicks — in the bcliind. Those who got them in front generally collapsed 
and doubled up, groaning. But they were soon yanked up violently. 
Once, one of them bled so badly that the rebels decided to call a halt. 
They castrated the injured man, flinging the parts cut off into the bush. 

Plantation Hollaiidia was the rebel headquarters. When tliey arrived 
there, Jacques looked about the compound at the other white prisoners. 
He recognized Mevrouw Schriender. She was in the stocks, naked; her 
back was sore and wealed, her head bowed; she moaned softly, her hair 
in a tangled mass over her shoulders and arms. The widow Johansen 
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was there, too; she, too, was in the stocks, but she seemed unconscious. 
Two other prisoners, men, were bound hand and foot and lay naked on 
broken bottles; they were twisted in unnatural postures, their wliite 
skins streaked with blood. 

The Schrienders’ liousc was CufFy’s headquarters, it appeared. 

After much talking and shouting, CufFy and Akkara came out to have 
a look at the new batch of prisoners. Jacques recognized them at once. 

CufFy was a medium-sized fellow, very tough-looking. He walked 
with a slight limp. When he smiled he showed perfect teeth. 

Akkara was tall and burly, but his teeth were not so good, and when 
he talked into the faces of the prisoners bis breath was unpleasant. He 
put his face up to Jacques’ and said chucklingly : ‘ So we got you, too, van 
Groenwegel ! You remember the days on the Canje? Your brothers used 
to brand us bad, eh? Not you. You wasn’t so bad. I always hear that you 
never treat your men so bad. But you still got to pay for what they do. 
Yes, van Groenwegel. You got to pay for what your brothers do. They 
fight us good up yonder. They hold out against us and kill plenty of 
our men. But we going to go back and drive them out as soon as we cap- 
ture Fort Nassau.’ He laughed. ‘CufFy! CufFy, look who here with us!’ 

CufFy strolled over. ‘Van Groenwegel, eh? So they catch you, too. I 
didn’t expect to see you. Your brothers fight us up the Canje. They 
kill plenty of our men. They bar up the house and fire upon us and 
they refuse to surrender. You van Grocnwcgels is big fighter-people, 
eh? I always hear so. All right. But we going to go back and get them. 
Soon. Just wait till I capture Hoogenheim.’ He looked at Amelia. ‘So 
this is your wife?’ 

Jacques murmured a negative. 

‘That’s his wife! He lying!’ one of the other men called. ‘He was 
with her when we hold him in the water.’ 

CufFy grunted. ‘ So you want to protect her by saying she not your 
wife, eh, van Groenwegel? She nice.’ He stretched out and pinched 
Amelia’s cheek, and Amelia glanced quickly at Jacques, as though fear- 
ful lest he lost liis temper and did something to endanger liis life. But 
Jacques did not even blink. His face remained passive and abstracted. 
He was looking about him slowly, almost as though he might not have 
been in his right senses. Even when CufFy fondled AmeHa’s breasts, 
Jacques seemed not to be aware of any slight done to her. 

One of the men came up and said: ‘She not his wife. Governor. She 
Missy George. She belong to this part of the river.’ 

CufFy’s eyes glittered. ‘Stop that! Stop that! No missy here! No 
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missy and massa! We the massas now! Our own women is the missies! 
These white dogs is our slaves!’ The tenseness abruptly left him. He 
turned to Amelia again, smiled and patted her cheek. ‘George, 1 like 
you. You is for me, Georgic. I got to treat you good. You got good 
meat.’ He turned and clapped his hands. ‘Hey over there! Rebby! 
Rebby! Cornel’ 

Rebby, a short, thin fellow with a squint, came up at a run. 

‘Y^fs, Governor? You want something, Governor?’ 

‘Rebby, take this girl upstairs and put her in my room. Give her 
water to wash her fa. c — and get some clothes for her.’ 

‘Yes, Governor.’ 

‘And sec and keep your hands off her.’ 

Rebby grinned. ‘All right, (iovernor.’ 

Cliffy slapped ber behind and told her to go with Rebby, and again 
she gave Jacques a swift, anxious glance. But he made no move. As she 
walked off with Rebby toward the house the realization seemed to 
come upon her what wms tlie matter with Jacques. He was afraid. Even 
the blood the rebels h^'.d daubed on his face could not liide liis pallor. It 
was fear that kept him looking aloof and quiet. 

Cuffy began to realize this, too. Cuffy said: ‘Why you looking so 
quiet, van Groenwcgel? You proud? Or you frighten?’ His mouth 
twisted in a sneer. ‘Yes, I believe you frighten of us. And you say you is 
a van Groenwcgel? Big fighter-people!’ 

Akkara and tw^o others came up with ropes. ‘We ready for him, 
Cuffy,’ Akkara said. But Cuffy put up his hand. ‘Wait a httle, Akkara. 
He and me got to talk. He not so bad like his brothers. I always hear 
how he never used to treat the men so cruel.’ 

‘But he got to pay for wdiaC they do,’ said Akkara. ‘His brothers.’ 

‘Yes, he got to pay!’ shouted one of thw others. ‘He can’t get off!’ 

Cuffy nodded. ‘He must pay. No fear, all of them got to pay. You 
see how he frighten wdiere lie stand ih')\v? He soft. Wait, Akkara. Don’t 
trouble liiin yet. 1 got to test liim out. I tliink I might be able to use 
him. Van Groenwcgel, 1 want a secretary. I got to have letters write to 
send to Hoogenheim. How you say about turning my secretary?’ 

Jacques nodded. 

Cuffy looked surprised. ‘You agree? You turn my secretary?’ 

Jacques nodded again. 

Cuffy stared at him, then looked at Akkara and the others. ‘Yes, he 
frighten bad. You see? He frighten. Very well, van Groenwcgel. Shake 
my hand, since you agree.’ 
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Jacques put out his hand and gripped CufFy’s. CufFy held his hand 
tight and looked round. ‘Boys! Look! Van Groenwcgel shaking my 
hand! He agree to turn my secretary! He so frighten he ‘have to 
agree!’ 

Some of the prisoners stared. 

The rebels began to crowd around. 

Jacques bowed his head. A choked sound came from him. 

CufFy grinned and withdrew his hand. ‘Well, van Groenwegel, since 
you is my secretary I got to treat you good. Shake hands with Akkara. 
Akkara is my captain. When you speak to him you got to call him 
Captain Akkara. Remember that. And I is Governor. You got to call 
me Governor. Go on. Shake hands with Captain Akkara. The Captain 
waiting.’ 

Jacques pressed liis hands to his face. 

CufFy laughed. ‘You see that! He soft, boys! He not like those other 
brothers on the Canje. He coward. All right, don’t trouble liim, boys. 
Take him to the house and leave him alone. 1 want him to write letters 
for me to Hoogenheim. He got liis uses, so we must treat him good.’ 

‘He got to pay, CufFy!’ Akkara insisted. ‘He got to pay!’ 

‘We should brand him like how Ins brothers brand black man!’ 

‘Put him on broken bottles!’ 

‘Sssh! Sssh!’ CufFy raised Ins hand. ‘Don’t worry. He going to pay. I 
got my own way tq make liim pay. He and that woman Rebby take 
upstairs been having times together. I can see from the way she look at 
him. I going to make him pay through her.’ He turned and gave in- 
structions to one of the men, beckoning toward the house, and the man 
went ofF. 

A few minutes later, after he had had a wash, Jacques found liimself 
being led upstairs. ‘ Where are you taking me to?’ he asked the man, and 
the man repHed: ‘Wait and you will see.’ 

They went along the corridor, and Rebby, standing as though on 
guard outside the door of one of the bedrooms, squinted at them as they 
halted. ‘Where you taking him, Banwak?’ Rebby wanted to know. 

Banwak said; ‘He got to go in here with the woman. Governor say I 
must put him in with her until he come upstairs.* 

Rebby looked doubtful. ‘You sure Governor say so?’ 

‘Yes. Governor say so.’ 

After they had let him into the room Rebby pulled the door closed 
again and resumed liis guard. 

Jacques saw Amelia sitting by a window, pale but tearless. She had 
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washed and put on a dress which seemed too big for her; it probably 
belonged to Mevrouw Schriendcr. A dark-blue silk dress. 

She did not rise. She looked at him and smiled and said: ‘I hear 
you’re the new secretary, Jacques.’ 

Without meeting her gaze, he nodded. 

‘Why have they put you in here? Did they say?’ 

He shook his head and moved over to a window. 

She rose and joined him and pressed herself against him. ‘You’re 
afraid,’ she said. 

He nodded. 

‘I don’t blame you. Look what they’ve done to the others!’ 

He said nothing, staring outside. 

‘They’re beasts. Beasts.’ 

‘Not more so,’ he said, ‘than the beasts we have been toward them.’ 

‘1 know. have been cruel to them Jacques, what’s going to 
happen to us eventualjA^?’ 

‘1 refuse to think of the future, Ameha.’ 

They stood in silence watcliing the rebels in the compound. 

‘I can’t stand pain,* oanl Jacques, after a long interval. ‘I’m a physical 
coward. It’s no use my pretending to be what I’m not, Amelia.’ He 
clutched the window-sill fiercely. ‘It’s the soft streak in me. Grandma 
always told us about the soft streak They knew I was the one it had 
come out in. Hell! The old blood! I’hc old blood! I feel desperate.* 

She touched his arm. ‘I understand how you feel,’ 

He was about to say sometliing, but the door opened and CufFy 
came in. 

‘I know so. I know you and she was good friends, van Groenwcgel. 
I could see from the way she look at you when you was outside. That’s 
why I tell Banwak to put you in here with her.’ 

Jacques and Amelia said nothing. 

Cuffy put his hands into his pockets and stood with his feet apart, 
watcliing them. ‘So you is liis woman, Georgie. You and he sleep with 
each other. I always hear he hkc liis women.’ 

Cuffy began to strut up a‘^d down. He had a shghtly contemplative 
air. Suddenly he paused and said to them: ‘I is Governor now. What I 
say is law for we all.’ 

He watched them, as though trying to discern what effect his words 
had had on them. Their faces remained impassive. He frowned, licked 
his hps in a baffled way and began to strut again. 

After a moment he stopped and said: ‘He’s my secretary now, 
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Gcorgie. He frighten of me bad. He not like his brothers. He can’t take 
pain. The big one Pedro fight like a wild animal. He kill plenty of my 
men. My men say they never see anybody fight like how liis brother 
Pedro fight. But your man here soft. He going to write letters for me to 
Hoogenheim. I seeding Mevrouw Schriender to Fort Nassau with a 
letter to the old Governor, and I want van Groenwcgel to write it for 
me. You white filth never teach us black men to read and write, so I got 
to get you to write for me.* 

They stood by the window watching him. Jacques very pale. 
Ameha biting her lower hp. 

Cuffy put his arms akimbo. His eyes had a self-satisfied ghnt. Yet 
there was a shyness about him, as though bcliind all his bravado he was 
still in awe of them. Still knew that they were his superiors. He said: 
‘Van Groenwcgel, you see me here? I’m a cruel man. I’m black. You 
white people say I’m not human like you. I’m just an animal who got 
to work for you hkc your horses and your mules and your oxen. You 
got your God in the sky. God not for me. So you say.’ He rubbed Ins 
cheek. He lowered liis gaze. Took a limping pace or two about and 
halted again. 

‘I know I am dirt to you. You is white. I got black skin.’ He turned 
off and seemed to ponder something. He glanced at them suddenly and 
said: ‘I got to make you white people pay for what you do to us black 
men. I got to make you suffer same as you make us suffer. You see how 
I limp when I walk? A wliite man hkc you make that so. Andre Fourie 
do that to me. He make my foot lame.’ He seemed to be egging liim- 
sclf into a rage of bitterness. ‘That what you all do to me. You do it to 
plenty of us. But now we the niassas, and you wliite people got to get 
back some of what you do to us. Wc not going to spare you — none of 
you. Black men got the plantations now. Black man is Governor.’ He 
struck his chest. ‘ I is Governor of Bcrbicc, you understand? Me Cuffy 
who used to work for you. Me Cuffy who you brand with hot iron.’ 
He ripped open his sliirt. ‘Look! Look and see! See the marks! That’s 
what you Christians do to me! You never tliink I got feelings like you. 
Well, now my turn come. Georgie, stand up where you is and take off 
your clothes. Go on!’ 

Amelia made no move to obey. Beside her, Jacques turned slightly 
and began to stare out of the window. 

‘You know you have to do it, Georgie. Nobody not here to rescue 
you. Not even van Groenwcgel here can’t do nothing to help you. He 
too soft. He not got no guts. He can’t dare liit me.’ 
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Amelia still made no move. 

‘I can take them off for you. And you going to get hurt, because Vm 
a cruel man. You white people make me cruel. You can’t expect me to 
treat you soft. Go on, Gcorgie. I orders you to take off your clothes. I 
waiting for you to obey me.* 

Amelia took a few paces away from the window, turned her back and 
began to undress. 

‘Face me while you undress. Don’t turn your back on me. I is the 
Governor of Berbice. You got to treat me with respect. Van Grocn- 
wegel! Look inside the room. Look at her and watch her undressing!’ 

Jacques turned at once. 

‘Don’t look down on the floor. Look up at her. Look up! The 
Governor order you to do it!’ His face twitched. T going to shame you 
Cliristians! 1 going to make you see if you better than me because I 
black!’ 

When Ameha was naked, Cuffy grunted. He licked his lips, liis gaze 
shifty. 1 iis head trembled. He paced about and then stopped and glared 
at Jacques. ‘Van Groenwegcl, you see your woman! Look at her! She 
standing with all h'.r .lothcs off! Naked! You sec how she hanging her 
head. She shame. Yes, she shame!’ 

His breath came in a strangled manner. He thrust his hands into his 
pockets and withdrew them again; they were trembling. ‘Last week — 
before the twenty-first of this month — if I try to touch her skirt you 
wliite people give me twenty lashes and brand me on my chest. But 
now I is Governor ! Your woman got to stand before me naked and do 
what I tell her to do. Georgie, get into bed! Go on! I orders you!’ 

Amelia stood where she was. 

‘Yes, that hard for you to do. You never think one day come when 
you got to he in bed with black man, eh, Georgie? But that what you 
got to do now.’ He moved toward hci and halted. ‘I got no mercy on 
you. I is Governor now. Yes, me Cuffy standing here. I is Governor, 
and you is my woman. You hear that, van Groenwegcl? From now she 
is my woman. And not just for lust I want her. I want her so I can 
shame her — and shame h^r! Every day I going to sliamc her like how 
you white people shame our black women.’ He put out his hand and 
fondled her breasts. His head trembled. He gulped. ‘Yes, Georgie, I got 
to shame you. I got to make you so shame you never want to look 
black man in the face again and think yourself better tlian him. Night 
and morning I going to shame you. You going to turn sick with 
shame!’ He slapped her face. She was crying softly. ‘Just for shaming 
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you I going to shame you! Get into bed! Get in!’ He spat in her face. 
‘Get in!’ 

She turned off and got into the big four-poster. Sat awkwardly, her 
arms hugged loosely about her knees. 

‘May I leave the room now if you don’t mind?’ said Jacques. He was 
blinking rapidly, ahd httle nerves twitched in his cheeks and at the 
corners of his mouth. 

Cuffy turned on him. ‘You staying in here! What you think I had 
you put in here for, van Grocnwcgcl? It’s for this ! So you can stay and 
watch me and her in bed. Sit down there I Sit down in that chair and 
watch her and me what we going to do in bed now!’ 

Jacques made no move to obey. 

‘You hear me! Sit down — or I call in a man to take you out and put 
you in the stocks so that they can brand your back like how the others 
going to get brand in a Httle while. You prefer that?* 

Jacques still made no move. 

‘You prefer that? Talk up!* 

Jacques said quietly: ‘I suppose there’s no point in appeaHng to your 
sense of decency?’ 

‘Decency! My sense of decency!’ Cuffy laughed. He backed away a 
pace or two and looked at Jacques. ‘You expect me to have decency! 
You look on me a black man, van Groenwegcl, and talk about de- 
cency! Where I could get decency from?’ 

Jacques began to glance about the room in a distracted manner. He 
looked at the tester of the bed, at the rafters, at tlie dressing-table. He 
glanced out of the window. The leaves of the sandbox tree ghttered in 
the bright sunslnne, and he could hear the subdued swaslung rustic of 
the vast billowing foliage. A child was cr;ying near the logics — a very 
piteous sound; there might be hunger in it as well as pain. 

‘You make me laugh, van Groenwcgel. 1 always dunk you was more 
sensible than to ask me a thing hke that.’ 

‘Perhaps 1 should have known better,’ Jacques murmured. 

‘I know it going to be hard for you to watch me and her in bed. But 
I glad It going to hurt you. I want to hurt you, van Groenwegcl. 1 been 
waiting years and years for tliis time when 1 can punish you Christians 
for the misery what you bring on us black men. I glad it going to give 
you pain. Sit down there in that chair and keep your eyes on the bed. 
Go on. Sit down — or else outside you go to the stocks!’ 

Jacques crossed over to a chair by the dressing-table and sat down. 

Cuffy grunted and glanced at AmeHa. ‘Georgic! Look at him! Look 
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at your man! You see how he frighten! You sec how he coward! He 
can’t take a branding, so he got to stay in the room here and watch you 
and me enjoy ourselves in bed. That the man they call van Groenwegel. 
Man who come from big fighter-family!’ 

Cuffy laughed and got into bed with her. 

V 

Three days later, when Jacques told her that her spirit was magnificent, 
she replied that it was only because of the thought of liiin that she 
could hold out. ‘But for you, I think I should have taken my life 
already,’ she said. ‘It’s only the awareness of what has gone before be- 
tween us that prevents my spirit from breaking. And I keep remember- 
ing the tilings you say your grandmother has told you — how hfe is 
brutal and abemt facing ugly truths. All those tilings keep running 
through my head when I’m undergoing the nightmare in the room up 
there. They help to steady me — and — and help me to drown some of 
the abhorrence.’ 

It was on the niorning of March the 7th when she told liim tliis — 
every morning since her ordeal had begun she had been able to ex- 
change a few words with liim. 

At night he slept on the dining-room floor, and every morning at six 
it was his duty to sweep the dining-room and pantry and kitchen. 
Amelia’s duty, at the same hour, consisted in bringing down the slop- 
pail and taking it out to the latrine. He always hung about in the 
dining-room and waited for her to appear. She wore a smock — a soiled 
pink caheo smock that once had clothed the body of a slave woman. It 
had one or two rents in front. 

Jacques was in the garb of a field sla'^e. Overalls. 

‘You don’t look so bad in that smock, Ameha.’ 

She touched his hair and uttered an affectionate sound. ‘It would be 
like you to say that. Ironical even in adversity.’ 

‘It’s in times of adversitv that irony is most necessary,’ he said. ‘That’s 
something else you should remember.’ 

She remembered it later that day when he was upstairs in Cuffy’s 
room. Cuflfy, hands in his pockets, strutted about the room dictating a 
letter. Jacques, sitting at the dressing-table, cleared temporarily for 
secretarial work, turned once and smiled at her, liis eyes saying: ‘Re- 
member what I said tliis morning?’ And she smiled back: ‘Yes, I can 
recognize the irony in this, no fear!’ She squatted in a corner on the 
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floor, for, in accordance with Cufly’s policy of shame, she was not 
allowed to sit in chairs. 

Cuffy suddenly paused in his strutting, and said: ‘Scratch out what I 
just talk. Begin again. Start it offhke tliis. Say: “Cuffy, Governor of 
Bcrbice and his Captain, Akkara, send their greetings to your late 
Honourable.’* ’ He strutted. 

Jacques wrote. 

‘You got that down?’ 

‘Every word of it.* 

‘Write again. Say: “The cause of this war is because our allowances 
have been stopped — especially by certain of our masters — Barkcy, de 
Graaf, Isaac Hermans and Lentzeng.” Write that down.’ 

Jacques wrote it down. 

‘Write again. Tell him: “You must go away to Holland, Hoogen- 
heim — at once. If you agree to do this and you fire four guns as a signal, 
the fort will remain good — we won’t trouble it.*’ Put that down.’ 

Jacques put it down. 

‘You got it down? Say again: “But if you refuse to do tliis, then fire 
three guns as a signal that you don’t agree to my orders, and I will 
come down with my men at once and fight it out with you.” ’ 

When Jacques had finished writing tliis, Cuffy told him to read over 
what he had written, and when Jacques had compHed Cuffy grunted 
and said: ‘Yes, that good. To-morrow morning that got to be sent to 
Hoogenheim. I goingTo give it to Mevrouw Schriender to take to the 
fort. I sending her and her child back as messengers. All right; van 
Groenwegel, get up and go downstairs. Go and help in the kitchen.’ 

That night it was not so difficult for Jacques to creep out into the dark- 
ness and wliisper a message into Mevrouw Schriender’s ear. He told 
her: ‘Tell my wife for me that I’m safe and that she must not be wor- 
ried. TcU her to take care of herself, and that my feelings toward her are 
the same as they have ever been. Tell her that no tiling between us can 
ever change.’ 

It was on Thursday morning, the tenth, that he told AmeHa: ‘I hold 
you very high in my esteem, but what is between Faustina and me 
could never be wiped out. While it’s possible I could find myself in love 
with you, the fact will always remain that Faustina has possession of my 
imagination. She is too' strongly welded to the dreams in my past for 
me to forget her or put her aside. I could no more dismiss her from my 
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life than I could dismiss from my memory the jamoon tree and the Siki 
Creek, the mucca^-muccas and the goatsuckers in the moonlight. The 
roots of my intimacy with her go too far back in the past. Too many of 
my fancies and too many of hers are tangled among those letters of 
ours.’ 

She nodded, staring before her in silence. 

He touched her wrist. ‘Even as you are now, you have dignity.’ He 
wagged his head, contemplating the broom, tapping it against his 
aiiMe. ‘Dignity and guts. You have both.’ 

‘My love for you is so real that nothing can defeat me. The thought 
of you is my securest defence against the loatliing that often threatens 
to overwhelm me.’ 

‘You’re becoming lyrical.’ 

She smiled and touched his unkempt hair, and it was during the 
silence that f jJ^owed his remark that they heard the voice in the cor- 
ridor, at the top of the stairs. 

‘ So this is how the two love-birds docs their talking.’ 

Cliffy came down. He did not hurry. 

‘I suspect that yo’’ v is taking too long to carry out the slops in the 
morning, Georgie. 

‘I’m afraid it Avas my fault,’ Jacques murmured. ‘I stopped her to ask 
her somctliing.’ 

Cuffy walked up to liim and slapped his face. 

AmcUa said in an unflustered voice: ‘You needn’t make any excuse 
for me, Jacques.’ She looked at Cuffy. ‘Please understand that it is 
equally my fault.’ 

‘My fault what? What you supposed to address me as?’ 

‘Governor. It’s equally my fault. Governor.’ 

Cuffy slapped her face. ‘ I going to humble you, Georgie. You still too 
proud.’ He moistened his hps. A nerve under his right eye twitched, 
giving liis face, for an instant, a g-otesque look; it was as though the 
whole side of liis face were about to shrivel up from sheer emotional 
tension. When he spoke again his voice was breatldess and jerky. 
‘You still speak to me coM. You still sneer at me. You still think I’m 
dirt.’ 

He stopped and swallowed, his hands clencliing spasmodically. 

‘Dirt, Georgie. You think me dirt. Because I black.’ 

They could hear the breath wheezing in liim. His eyes were half shut. 
He had the look as though he were about to pounce. 

He mumbled something inaudible. Rage made it inaudible. 
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‘I going to break you,’ he said, at length, and with what seemed an 
effort. ‘Break you, Georgie. Me Cuffy. Dis black man! You proud 
bitch!* 

He spat on her. Spat in her face. 

She stood erect, looking through him, the spittle running down her 
cheek. 

‘Put down that pail!’ 

She put down the pail and wiped her cheek with her arm. 

‘You got to get shame and shame and shame. I got to shame you till 
you respect me, till you know, till you feel inside you that I is your 
equal. Your better! Yes, your better!^ There was sahva at the corners of 
his mouth. He kept looking at the floor in swift, agitated glances. His 
gaze jerked up suddenly. ‘ Georgie, pull off your smock.’ 

She made no move. She seemed about to break — about to turn off 
and sob. 

Jacques uttered a growl. ‘You damned brute,’ he said. ‘You despic- 
able, filthy black fiend.’ 

Cuffy turned. He brought his hand up slowly and scratched his chin. 
He said in a mutter: ‘Very well, van Groenwegel. You curse me. You 
get courage sudden.’ 

Jacques stood with trembUng head, his hands clenched hard. 

‘She giving you courage.’ He turned again to Amelia. ‘Pull off your 
smock, Georgie. I gives you ten seconds to obey me.’ 

She obeyed, and stood nude, waiting. 

‘Take up the pail.’ 

She took it up. 

‘That’s right. You is my slave. You is my woman. I is as good as you. 
No! I is better than you! You hear me? You understand? Better. 
Answer me! Say: “Yes, Governor. I understands you.’’ ’ 

‘Yes, Governor. I understand you.’ 

‘You proud. But I Cuffy going to get you humble. Walk toward the 
front door. Van Groenwegel, walk after her.’ 

She walked, and Jacques moved after her. 

When they were about to pass through the front door the guard 
grinned and stared. 

Cuffy said: ‘ Stop, Georgie.’ 

They aU came to a stop. 

Cuffy looked at the guard. ‘Peddy, this is my woman. You see her 
here? This is my slave — my white slave. See her here naked? Look at 
her good. Look at her all over and shame her. Go on. Put your eyes on 
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her. All over her! All over! She not your missy no more! Look at her 
and shame her till she can’t shame!’ 

‘Yes, Governor, 1 looking.* Peddy grinned self-consciously. 

‘Slap 'her behind.’ 

Peddy shuffled his feet about. 

Cuffy scowled. ‘ I gives you an order, Peddy. What you frighten of? 
She is my slave. You black but you as good as her. Do what I say!’ 
Peddy did it — half-heartedly, showing his teeth all the while. 

}iicqucs kept a stohd face. Ameha winced, but nothing more. 
‘Peddy,’ said Cuffy, ‘you still a slave.* 

Peddy giggled. 

‘Yes, Peddy, you still feel she too good for you to touch because she 
white and you black.’ Cuffy blinked, breatliing as though with labour. 
‘Peddy, you taking orders from me. Me Cuffy. Finger up her belly. 
Stoop dow: : nd do it.’ 

Peddy sniggered, hesitated, then obeyed. He rose in a hurry. 

Cuffy ordered him to stoop down again. ‘Go on. Do as I say. Shame 
her. The proud bitch! Shame her, Peddy. Yes, do that again. And again.’ 
Cuffy watched A ‘nrlia’s face. Watched and waited. 

‘She won’t brea^ Go on, Peddy. Don’t stop. She feel that last one. 
Do more. Do more. Don’t stop shaming her.’ 

Peddy did more. 

But Amelia did not break. 

Cuffy looked from side to side in a spasm of frustration. 

Peddy went on. His shyness was gone. He revelled in his task now. 
Amelia, however, held out. She stood like a breathing statue. 

I'he tension in Cuffy’s manner suddenly went. ‘All right, Peddy. 
Stop. We got to try something else. This day I mean to break her. 
Georgie, walk. Walk outside. Take your pail to the cesspit. Walk after 
her, van Groenwegel. I want you to watch every tiling that going to 
happen.* 

Idiey walked. 

After she had emptied the contents of the pail into the cesspit, Cuffy 
said: ‘Put down the pail a’^d go to the middle of the yard there. You, 
too, van Groenwegel.’ 

From the other side of the house came the sound of voices, and a 
man appeared at the run and approached Cuffy and said: ‘Governor, 
guess who here ! Atta and his men and some more wdiite prisoners.’ 

‘ Atta come bick, eh? Why he didn’t go over to Suriname as he say 
he was going? He see now he made a mistake?’ 
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Atta and his men came crowding into the compound. Atta ex- 
claimed: ‘What! Can’t be true! Van Groenwegel! You here!’ 

‘Yes, we catch him, Atta,’ said CufFy. ‘And what about you? You 
catch the Governor of Suriname yet?’ 

Atta laughed. ‘I change me mind about going over there, CufFy. I 
decide to come this way. They got strong forces in Suriname, so I say 
to myself I better go back and make friends again with CufFy.’ 

‘All black man is my friend,’ said CufFy carelessly. He tilted his head 
and regarded Atta. ‘But you got to understand, Atta, that I is Governor 
and my orders is got to be obeyed.’ 

Atta laughed again. ‘We understand that. Governor CufFy. Don’t 
get frighten. Atta know who is Governor and who not.’ He turned 
again to Jacques. ‘ Van Groenwegel, I surprised to see you here. How 
you manage to get captured? I always tliink your fanuly never sur- 
render.’ 

Jacques retained a stolid face. 

Atta grunted amiably. ‘I got your sister there with the prisoners. We 
pick her up with some others down the river. The boys say they have 
plenty good times with her last night. Look at her coming there now!’ 
He beckoned and called: ‘ Hey ! Bring the van Groenwegel woman over 
here, Jappa! Mevrouw Tcuffer! Bring her here!’ 

They brought her. She was in rags that hardly covered her white, 
bruised body. Her hair was in a straggly mass about her neck and 
shoulders. Her blue ‘eyes gleamed with a weary but determined light. 

Amelia muttered: ‘My God. My God.’ And Jacques uttered a quick, 
dry sound, his hands clencliing. 

Atta guffawed. ‘ See her here, van Groenwegel ! Early this morning 
she and me was in bed. I told your brothers up the Canjc that one day I 
must get pay back for how they treat me. I glad you here. You and 
your sister going to suffer bad. CufFy, you must leave these two to me. 
I going to take care of them.’ 

CufFy grunted. ‘Van Groenwegel is my secretary, but from tliis 
morning 1 having him put in the stocks. He curse me. I got to make 
him pay.’ 

Atta looked Jacques over. He kicked him casually on the shin. ‘Yes, 
van Groenwegel, you and your sister got to get good torture. This is 
my day. Up yonder on the Canje your brothers still holding out in the 
house. They can fight good. I surround them for two days and nights, 
but they won’t give in. They bar up the windows and doors and fire on 
my men. We rush the house, and they cut down plenty of my men at 
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the windows. That Pedro one ! He fight hke a wild beast, but the day 
must come when he and me will meet. I going to get him. In the mean- 
time, yqu and your sister got to pay for your brothers’ sins. Don’t hope 
for rescue. We is masters in Berbice now. Fort Nassau done with and 
over. On Tuesday Hoogenheim had the guns spiked, and he set the fort 
on fire, and he and all the refugees gone down the river in the ships 
what been in port. They gone to Plantation Dageraad. Hoogenheim’s 
da^s is done, van Groenwegel. Black man master now.’ He slapped his 
thigh. ‘ All you white people is our slaves.’ He stretched out and fondled 
Juliana’s chin. ‘To-night you and me again, Mevrouw. I must send and 
tell Pedro how you and me sleep together. When he and me meet we 
going got plenty little tilings to talk over.’ 

Cuffy said: ‘I have a job to do now, Atta. This white bitch here is my 
woman. Her name is George. 1 call her Gcorgie. She too proud, and I 
got to time her. Tell your boys to sit around and watch and see how I 
going to shame her. 1 determined to break her spirit this day.’ 

Atta grunted approval. ‘Good. She is your woman, eh? Yes, she got 
a proud look. You must break her, Governor. Break them all.’ 

The men were - lade to sit around the compound in a circle, and 
Cuffy gave muttered instructions to Rebby who went off to the house. 
Cuffy and Atta conferred, and Atta, too, sent a man to the house. 

Presently, Rebby and Atta’s man returned, each with a bowl of food. 
Rebby handed his bowl to Amelia, and Atta’s man handed his to 
Juhana. 

Cuffy ordered AmcHa to eat, and Atta ordered JuHana. 

The two women began to eat, using their fingers; no implements 
had been provided. Juhana ate hungrily. 

Suddenly Cuffy and Atta acted. Cuffy snatched the bowl from 
Amelia and spat into it — a tliick blob of spittle. Atta did the same with 
Juhana’s bowl. The bowls were handed back, and the women were told 
to go on eating. 

Shouts of approval went up round the compound. 

‘That’s right. Governor! Shame her!’ 

‘Make them eat black man’s spit!’ 

‘Force it down their throats!’ 

Neither JuHana nor Amelia would eat. JuUana glared at Atta and 
muttered: ‘You stinking cur!’ Atta clouted her and snarled: ‘Eat! Eat, 
you white bitch!’ 

Cuffy did not clout. He kicked. ‘Eat! Eat!’ The words left his mouth 
like shots. 
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For answer Amelia hurled the bowl from her. It smashed at Rebby’s 
feet. Juliana, a second later, hurled her bowl straight at Atta’s chest. 

CuflEy snarled and kicked. And kicked. 

Atta laughed an4 said: ‘Woman got spirit. I hke your spirit, Mev- 
rouw. Jappa, go and get her another bowl of food. She deserve it.’ 
Atta also added some muttered instructions, and when Jappa returned 
he brought not only another bowl of food for Juliana but Jso a bottle 
of rum. Juliana took the second bowl and ate hungrily. 

Atta took a gulp of rum from the bottle and offered the bottle to 
Jappa who took a swig, too. Cuffy glared at them and shook a finger at 
Atta. ‘What I always tell you about that kiU-devil, Atta! I not tell you 
that first morning on the Canjc that wc have to keep off rum until we 
conquer these white dogs? Suppose wc get attacked one day and every- 
body drunk and can’t fight! Send that bottle back to the house. At 
once!* 

‘Why I can’t drink some kill-devil if I want to, Cuffy? I not man for 
myself?’ 

‘You man for yourself, but I is Governor here, and what I say is law 
for everybody. I say to send that rum back to the house.’ 

Atta looked dangerous for a moment. Then he shrugged and 
grinned. He glanced at Goussari and Accabre who squatted near by 
eating, and winked. ‘Goussari! Accabre! You hearing what Cuffy say- 
ing. He Governor. He ordering me what to do. Me Atta!’ 

Accabre gave a sly smile but said nothing. He was an oheah man. 

Goussari waved casually and smiled: ‘Don’t lose your temper, Atta.’ 

Atta laughed. ‘You right, Goussari. All right, Governor Cuffy. Atta 
going to obey you. Balkan a, take this kill-devil back to the house. 
Governor Cuffy say no rum-drinking tins morning. Atta got to obey.’ 

After the rum had been taken back to the house Cuffy beckoned to a 
man, and when he came up told liim: ‘Burra, you and Dakky and Mab- 
bara go and bring the coal-pots and the branding irons. And two liide- 
whips.’ 

Jacques struggled and howled when they stripped him. ‘Don’t touch 
me! Don’t touch me! I’ll do anything you want! Don’t brand me! I 
beseech you, Cuffy! I beseech you!’ 

‘Georgie, you see how your man behaving! You see how soft he is! 
You not shame for him?’ 

Atta laughed: ‘Big. fighter-family he come from. Van Groenwegel, 
you disgrace your family. When the other boys up the Canje hear how 
you behave tney must feel shame.* 
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Amelia and Juliana kept their faces averted. Juliana sat hugging her 
knees; she had finished eating. Amelia kept her legs close together, 
stretched out straight, her hands in her lap. 

When the whip slashed down on his bare back, Jacques panted and 
gasped and blubbered and begged for mercy, and the rebels laughed and 
reminded him of the days on the Canje. 

‘Remember your brothers, van Groenwegel! Remember how they 
used to brand us and put us to He on broken bottles!’ 

They branded him on his tliigh and on his chest, and he fainted. 

Atta said: ‘His sister must get some lashes now. I got a big debt to 
settle with these van Groenwegels.’ 

Atta gave Juliana six lashes on her bare back. Juliana shut her eyes and 
bit her lip, but not a sound came from her. Atta nodded and said: 
‘Cuffy, she can lake it. The woman got more guts than her brother. 
Take her up into the house, Jappa.’ 

Amelia behaved the aame. She uttered not a sound. But Cuffy lacked 
Atta’s sense of humour. He raved. He kicked her and snarled: ‘You 
won’t scream, eh, Georeie? You won’t scream. I don’t know what more 
to do to break you i ou got a hard spirit.’ He clouted her, stamped on 
her legs, slashed her again and again — across her back, across her 
breast. She shut her eyes and screwed up her face and panted, but not 
even a wliimper passed her bps. 

Cuffy, at length, threw down the whip in a rage of frustration. He 
told Rebby to take her to the house, and strutted oft, low gibbering 
sounds issuing from him. He paused and looked back at her, opened his 
mouth to say sometliing. His head trembled, and he gulped. He turned 
again and moved on toward the house. 

Late that night, when Jacques was dozing near the trunk of the sandbox 
tree, secure in the stocks, a voice whispered: ‘Massa Jacques!’ 

Jacques started into consciousness and saw someone croucliing beside 
him in the dark; the starlight was not bright enough for liim to make 
out who it was. 

‘Massa Jacques, it’s Rabby, Massa.’ 

‘Rabby! My God! Have you come in with them, too?’ 

‘Sssh! Not talk so loud. No, Massa, 1 not join in with them. I only 
fool them I join in so I can come and help you. I come tliis morning 
with Atta and his men. Four others come with me — Passy, Dcbarra, 
Cobby and Tengo. Wc all faithful, Massa, but we got to fool the others 
that we on their side because we want to help you and Missy Juliana.’ 
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‘Thank you, Rabby, but please be careful. Did you go to the fort as 
you promised? Have you seen the Missy?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. I go to the fort. I talk with the Missy. She and .the baby 
safe. She get your message when Mevrouw Schriender come on Thurs- 
day with the letter for the Governor, and she say I must tell you she 
feel same way for you. Things too confused, Massa, or she would have 
write.’ 

‘Is it true that the fort has been abandoned?* 

‘Yes, Massa Jacques. Since Tuesday night. The Governor had all the 
guns spiked and the buildings burned down, and they all gone down 
die river to Plantation Dageraad. Massa, the people so coward! They 
not want to fight. The white men make noise and say they must go 
aboard the ships. They send in protest to the Governor and the Council 
and say they can’t fight and that the Governor must let them go 
aboard the ships and move down the river. They all afraid to fight. 
Massa Abbensetts hold out at his house at Plantation Solitude, but no- 
body would help him. The Governor order Captain Kock to take his 
sliip, the Adriana Petronelldy up the river to help Massa Abbensetts and 
the people at Peereboom, but Captain Kock liimsclf coward hke the 
other white men, and he go up about a mile and cast anchor opposite 
Plantation Fortuyn. He won’t go on no further. Massa Abbensetts had 
to come down to the fort and give up liis plantation, and now they all 
gone down the ri^er to Dageraad. The Governor and Massa Abben- 
setts only brave men at the fort. They wanted to stay, but the other 
white men say no, so they had to burn the fort and leave.’ 

‘And Missy Faustina has gone with then?’ 

‘Yes, Massa. She on the StandvaUigheid, She brave lady. She not cry 
and behave Hke the other ladies.’ 

‘She’s a van Groenwegel, Rabby. The old blood. It’s only I who got 
the soft streak.’ 

‘Never mind, Massa. You treat us good. We going to help you. Soon 
as we get the chance we will try to get you and Missy Juliana away.’ 

‘They’ll kill you if tliey discover you’re a traitor. Tell the others to 
be careful. There’s another lady I’d hke you to help if possible. Missy 
George. She’s a good friend, Rabby.’ 

‘Whoever you want us help we help, Massa.’ 

‘What about the other men on my place? What has happened to 
them?’ 

‘Some still there on the plantation, Massa. Some gone in the bush 
hiding, and one or two gone down to Fort St. Andries with the missy. 
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All slaves not bad, Massa. Plenty at Dageraad fighting on the Govef-* 
nor’s side — and even plenty here now with CufFy only join because 
CufFy threaten to kill them if they not come in with him/ 

‘Very well, Rabby. I think 1 see a guard by the stable. Hurry oS 
before you’re discovered.’ 

‘Stay good, Massa Jacques. We help you to escape soon.’ 

VI 

Week after week went by, however, and Rabby and the four faithful 
others were unable to effect an escape. Jacques was taken out of the 
stocks and put into the Carpenter’s shed with nine other prisoners, and 
the shed was kept under close guard day and night. Juliana and Amcha, 
as mistresses of Atta and CufFy, respectively, never left the house except 
under t 

On Friday the tighteenth Jan Charbon was brought to headquarters. 
After wandering about the bush for nearly fourteen days, he had been 
captured at Plantation Oosterlyk where the rebels had stripped him of 
all his clothes ar a ti .reatened to give him two hundred lashes and cut off 
his head. He ^^as put in the stocks, and CufFy told him: ‘So we still 
catch you, after all, Charbon. I hear you and Mittelholzer get away 
from Pccreboom. The two of you swim off and liide in the bush. 
Where Mittelholzer?’ 

‘I don’t know. I lost touch with him at Oosterlyk over a week ago. 
We were trying to get some food there and we were attacked. We had 
to run off and hide in the bush again. From then I became separated 
from him. We’d wandered round in the bush for nearly a week before 
that. We managed to get some food once from Doornboom.’ 

‘Very well. To-morrow we going to deal with you, Charbon. You 
look hungry and tliirsty. Recover iirst. To-morrow we’ll decide how 
many lashes you must get.’ 

On the morning of the twenty-ninth a rumour came up the river 
that set the whole camp mumbling with alarm. 

‘Soldiers from Suri. ame arrived yesterday,’ Jacques heard one man 
saying. The man was talking to the guard outside the Carpenter’s shed. 
‘Hoogenheim and the Christians all went to Fort St. Andries, but I hear 
they coming back to Dageraad to make an attack on us from there.’ 

‘CufFy say nothing hke Hoogenheim can stop him.’ 

‘Let’s see if CufFy can keep liis word.’ 

Near the stable, Atta and his cronies, Accabre and Goussari, were 
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discussing the situation and working obeah. Accabre smiled slyly and 
rolled palm seeds along the ground. A black candle was burning in the 
shade of a calabash with a vent at the top. Accabre muttered a few 
words in an African dialect, and sprinkled a Uttle greenish powder from 
tlie bill of a toucan on each of the palm seeds. 

‘Watch how thej)owder settle,’ said Accabre, hfting the seeds with 
care. ‘I read plenty in this powder, Atta.’ 

‘What it say, Accabre?’ asked Atta. 

‘It say a big man among us going to dead soon.’ 

‘A big man going to dead?’ 

Accabre nodded. ‘A big man. An important man. And the powder 
say that when this big man dead we all got to go to the Canje again, 
and Atta got to take lead of black men and conquer the Christians in 
Berbice.’ 

Under the sandbox tree, CufFy was talking to Jan Charbon. Jan had 
been taken out of the stocks a few days ago, and was allowed to sleep in 
the house and walk around the compound.^ They had given him good 
clothes. CufFy said to him: ‘Well, Charbon, you can’t say we not treat 
you good these past few days. Now it got to be your turn to treat us 
good. I want a new secretary, Charbon. Van Groenwegcl no use to me 
no more. He try to interfere with my woman, so he got to stay in 
prison and punish. What you say? You agree to write letters for me?’ 

Jan nodded. ‘Very well. I’ll do it.’ He was physically exhausted and 
his spirit was broken. 

‘Good man. I got.an urgent letter I want you to write. Hoogenheim 
and his men have returned to Dageraad. They left there and went to 
Fort St. Andries, but now they come back to Dageraad, so I got to send 
out to tell him what my terms is.’ 

When they were in CufFy ’s room a few minutes later, CufFy rapped 
his chest and said: ‘I got to let Hoogenheim know who is the real 
Governor of Berbice. You yourself got to take this letter and dehver it 
to Hoogenheim, Charbon.* He continued to rap his chest. ‘Hoogen- 
heim got to know that black man on top now — and black man got to 
stay on top. Hoogenheim must turn humble. I going to shame him — 
like I shame her there.’ He jerked liis thumb toward where Amelia 
squatted on the floor in her smock. 

Cuflfy moved over to her and put his foot in her lap. 

^ He received fifty lashes and was kept in the stocks six days where he wit- 
nessed horse-whippings and the murder of two prisoners as well as atrocities to 
women and children. (Rodway, Vol. I, pp. 193-4.) 
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She took no notice. 

‘I got to make Hoogenheim crawl and kiss my foot. Kiss my foot, 
Georgic.’ 

Amelia ignored him. 

He grunted, gave her a prod in the stomach with his toes and moved 
away. ‘You see how stubborn she is, Charbon! I can’t tame her yet. 
The only way I get her to obey me is if I threaten to injure van Groen- 
wegel. That the only way. She stubborn, Charbon. She stubborn. But 
I going to break down her pride. I must break her.’ 

A few minutes later, when Jan was seated at the dressing-table with 
quill and paper, CufFy strutted about the room and said: ‘I want you to 
begin it this way: “CufFy, Governor of Berbicc to Hoogenheim.” ’ 
He halted. ‘No, change that. We got to make it sound important.* He 
was thoughtful a moment, then nodded. ‘Say: “CufFy, Governor of the 
negroes of Bcrbice and Captain Akkara sends their greetings to your 
late Hvn)ourablc.” Yes, that’s it. Put that down.’ 

Jan put it do\vn and waited. 

Amelia began to smile. She could not restrain herself. She sniggered. 

CufFy stopped strutting and glared at her. ‘So you laugh at me, 
Georgic. Ver; g ”»od. CufFy never forget an insult.’ He resumed his 
strutting. And his dictation. 

It was nearly an hour before he was satisfied that he had done a good 
job. ‘Read over the whole tiling now and let me hear how it go,’ he 
said. 

Jan sighed wearily and comphed. 

‘ “Cliffy, Governor of the negroes of Berbice and Captain Akkara 
send their greetings to your late Honourable. We don’t want war; we 
see clearly that you do want war. 

‘ “ Bar key and liis servant, dc Graaf, Schoock, Dell, van Lentzeng and 
Frederik Betgen, but more especially Mynheer Barkey and liis servant, 
and de Graaf, arc the principal originators of the riot whicli has occurred 
in Bcrbice. The Governor, CufFy, was present when it commenced, and 
was very angry at it. The Governor of Berbicc asks Your Honour that 
Your Honour will come and speak with liim; don’t be afraid! But if you 
won’t come, we wi!] fight as long as one Christian remains in Berbice. 
The Governor will give Your Honour half of Berbice, and all the 
negroes will go liigh up the river, but don’t think they will remain 
slaves. Those negroes that Your Honour has on the ships, they can 
remain slaves. The Governor greets Your Honour.” 

^ Actual wording~as translated from the Dutch by Rodway. 
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‘Very good. That very good, Charbon. You shape it out nice for me. 
I going to send you with it to Dageraad in a few days' time. But per- 
haps I mightn't have to send you after all, so don't raise your hopes too 
high. To-day is Tuesday. On Saturday coming, the second of April, we 
attacking Hoogenheim. We going to test liim out to sec how strong he 
is. I attacking him with seven hundred men, and we going to sec how 
he stand up to me. If we don't capture him, then I'll send you with this 
letter to him.’ 

He stopped at a window and looked down into the compound where 
Akkara was drilhng the men. They were marching with muskets at the 
slope, in four hues. 

Near the stable, Atta and Accabre and Goussari squatted, talking and 
working their obeah. Accabre seemed to be boiling something in a small 
pot suspended over the black candle in the calabash. Goussari glanced 
toward the house and said something confidentially to Atta. Then 
Accabre, too, bent his head in a conspiratorial manner and said some- 
thing. 

Cuffy turned off from the window with an ominous grunt. 

VII 

At nine o’clock on Friday night Cuffy came to liis room and said to 
Amelia: ‘Georgie, I'm going into battle. At eleven o'clock we leaving 
for Dageraad. We attacking Hoogenheim at dawn. But you staying in 
this room, and you needn’t try to escape. I’m leaving guards for the 
prisoners — and special guards for you and the other women in this 
house.' 

AmeUa ignored him. 

‘Get up from there and come here to me.’ 

She rose from the floor and came. 

‘Hold my face and kiss me.’ 

She made no move to obey. 

‘That is always the hardest thing for you to bring yourself to do, but 
you got to do it. You got to kiss me good-bye in white-man fashion. 
You got to know I is Governor. Your boss. You is my woman. Hold 
my face and kiss me, Georgie. On my Hps.* 

No response from Amelia. 

‘I waiting, Georgie. The Governor waiting.’ 

She stared through him. 

‘You being disrespectful to the Governor, Georgie,' 
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Outside, the voices of the men sounded in a confused, excited jabber- 
ing. Now and then Akkara could be heard bawling at them to get into 
line and be orderly. Once Atta’s mocking laugh came clearly through 
the din. 

‘I going to count, Georgie. For every second you delay, ten lashes for 
van Groenwegcl.* He began to clap liis hands and count. 

She took a pace forward, shut her eyes, held his face, kissed his lips 
briefly, then turned off and began to return to her corner. 

‘Come back!’ 

She came back. 

‘Always got to threaten you with hurting van Groenwegel before 
you can obey me. 1 don’t know what to do to break you, woman. I 
don’t know what to do. Kiss me again. Do it!’ 

She did it again. 

‘Say: “1 love you, Governor.” ’ 

She v, ouia not say it. 

‘Say it! Or lashes and hot iron for van Groenwegcl!’ 

She said it — tonelessly, like a recitation. 

‘Say: “I hope you come back safely. Governor.” ’ 

‘1 hope you come back safely. Governor.’ 

‘Yes, you hard to break. But I must do it. I going to shame you and 
shame you till you fall down and cry at my feet and beg me to have 
mercy on you.’ 

‘That day will never, never come.’ 

He stood and watched her, tremblingly incoherent. Then turned off 
and left the room. 

At about ten o’clock the following morning, when complete silence 
enveloped the rebel camp, the crunch-crunch of the guard’s footsteps 
outside the Carpenter’s shed suddenly ceased. The ten prisoners in the 
shed thought notliing of this until the door opened and the guard 
called in a loud voice: ‘You ask for water, van Groenwegel! Here the 
water! Take it!’ 

Jacques gasped, but had the presence of mind not to express his 
amazement in words. 1 iic guard near the stable might have heard. He 
got up and went to the door and murmured: ‘Jankarra! When did you 
arrive?’ 

Jankarra, one of liis field drivers, murmured back: ‘Only yesterday, 
Massa Jacques. Take the water quick — and a letter here from Missy.’ 

‘You know that Rabby'and some others are here, too?’ 
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*Ycs, Massa, I talk with them yesterday/ 

When Jankarra had shut the door and secured it, Jacques went back 
into his nook near the work-bench and read the letter. 

The * Standvastigheid\ 

Fort St, Andries. 

2 yd March 1763. 

My dearest, 

I never dreamt that the day would come again when I would have 
to write a letter to you — ana under conditions hke these! But it’s no 
use my trying to express what I feel at this moment, Jacques. I leave 
that to your imagination, and it is such a good imagination that I know 
it won’t require any words from me on paper to help it to picture aU 
the things that have been going on witliin me these past few troublous 
weeks. 

I’m writing this in my bimk, and can you guess why? Jacques, they 
have arrived! How I wisli I could sec your dear, quaint face when you 
read tliis! Yes, Jacques — they] Two of them. I’m the mother of twins, 
and both boys. In the middle of this dreadful confusion and these 
horrible happenings, Jacques, twins! Can’t you imagine how Grandma 
Hendrickje would have rejoiced if wc could have got word to her! 
Poor dear, I wonder how they fared up yonder on the Creek. But that’s 
a solemn note, and I feel so happy, Jacques, in spite of every tiling— just 
at this moment.. Everyone is so kind to me; Aunt Flora and Mother 
Teuffer and Paula and Marcus and Vincent and the other people on 
board here. And that message you sent to me by Mevrouw Schriender 
when we were at Fort Nassau meant so much to me. I do wish I could 
say all I want to. I keep telling myself that everything will be well in 
the long run and that if it is the will of Destiny not all the most horrible 
rebels in the world could keep you from coming back safely to me. 
Yes, I am worried, Jacques, dear. I know it would be silly to try to pre- 
tend to you of all people that I am not. You are so quick to see through 
pretences. But then you know how brave I am; you know how well I 
can stand up to the rough knocks of life. That is what 1 am doing now. 
Standing up bravely to everything and willing myself not to let mor- 
bid thoughts take possession of me. You arc doing the same, too, I am 
confident. I can just see you twinkling impassively through all your 
tribulations and showing them what stuff a van Groenwegel is made of. 
Jacques, the cow^ardice at Fort Nassau was terrible, terrible! I feel 
ashamed of my complexion. To think that white men could have been 
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guilty of such behaviour! The men simply refused to fight. They 
crowded aboard the sliips with the women and children, and the 
Governor had to order them ashore again, but even when very reluc- 
tantly they returned they still clamoured to be allowed to go back 
aboard. They sent in two petitions to the Governor. And the captains of 
the vessels were hardly any better. Captain Kock could easily have rc- 
heved you people at Pcereboom and helped Mynheer Abbensetts at 
plantation Solitude, but when the Governor ordered liim to go up- 
river he simply proceeded for about a mile and cast anchor opposite 
Phintations Fortuyn and Zublies Lust. Oh, it was terrible, Jacques. The 
Governor and Mynheer Abbensetts were the only men who showed 
any courage. But perhaps wc should not be surprised. Remember how 
the Burgher Militia behaved in July last on Kunckler’s plantations? You 
were there yourself, so you know. One day, if even I don’t ever see you 
again, someone will come and tell me liow brave you were and how 
grandly you faced every dung like a true van Groenwegel. . . . 

Hc' read it over and over. At about four o’clock, when the first 
shouts of the returning warriors began to filter into the shed, hc was 
still reading it. 

A stout gentleman came across and touched him on the shoulder. 
‘Van Groenwegel, have you heard? Cufty was repulsed.’ His voice was 
excited. ‘Hoogenheim and the Government forces drove them off.’ 

Jacques looked up. ‘Excellent. Very good news,’ he said, and bent 
his attention on the letter again. 

Outside, the sound of voices grew louder and more distinct. 

‘We lost the war. . . .’ 

‘Hoogenheim strong at Dagcraad. . . .’ 

‘ Plenty of our men get killed. . . .’ 

‘. . . 1 can just sec you twiiikhng impassively through all your tribu- 
lations and showing them what stuff a van Groenwegel is made of. . . .’ 

‘We never able to beat Hoogenheim. . . .’ 

‘1 always know Cliffy was leading us into trouble. . . .’ 

‘How we can hope to beat Christians with all their guns and soldier- 
men! CufFy foohsh to st^n tliis rcbelhon. . . .* 

‘ . . . One day, if even I don’t ever see you again, someone will come 
and tell me how brave you were and how grandly you faced every- 
thing hke a true van Groenwegel. . . 

Under the sandbox tree Atta said to CulFy: ‘Governor, what happen 
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you let Hoogenlieim remain at Dageraad? We think you was going to 
capture liim and bring him here this evening/ 

‘You not fight with us? Why you jeering? Why you not capture 
him?’ 

Atta shrugged. ‘When I plan my battle, CufFy, Hoogenheim or no 
wliite man can’t stand up to me. But you is Governor. I only do what 
you say. I know before we leave here last night that Hoogenlieim 
would beat us.’ 

CufFy rapped his chest. ‘You can mock me, Atta, but my day not 
done yet. Hoogenheim will hear From me again. Tliis is only a test. 
Wait till I bring my full strength against him. This very month I going 
to attack him again.’ 

Goussari sniggered, and Accabre smiled mysteriously and rattled the 
pebbles and palm seeds in his pocket. 

CufFy sniffed. ‘I not afraid of ohenh, Atta. The men on my side. That 
what matter. Ohcah can’t trouble me.’ He moved away, then paused. 
‘To-morrow morning Charbon will take a letter I make him write to 
Hoogenheim. That will show Hoogenheim I’m not yet beat. That Will 
make him see I still got plenty fight in me.’ He struck liis chest. ‘Don’t 
crow yet, Atta. I is still Governor of Berbicc.’ 

VIII 

When the end of the month came, CufFy ’s big offensive had not yet 
materiahzed, though Akkara drilled the men every day, and more and 
more men kept arriving. Huts and bembs had been erected, and some 
of the rebels slept in hammocks slung between the branches of trees. 

Atta and Goussari and Accabre continued to jeer, but CufFy ignored 
them and went ahead with his preparations. 

Early in May news came from Dageraad. Hoogenheim had issued a 
hst of premiums and rewards. For every rebel shot — twenty florins. 
For every rebel taken ahve — fifty florins. For the capture of Akkara — 
four hundred florins. And for CufFy — five hundred. 

When CufFy heard tliis he did not laugh. He said: ‘Let him try to 
capture me. Hoogenheim don’t know that his day coming fast. Next 
week tliis same time Hoogenheim cither dead or in the stocks under 
that tree.’ 

‘Somebody’s day who I know well coming soon, too,’ Atta mut- 
tered. He and his cronies squatted near the stable. Accabre was burning 
chicken feathers- over the flame of a black candle. 
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CufFy overheard the remark. ‘You not talk wrong, Atta. I can see 
the day of reckoning between you and me. It not far off.’ 

Atta ignored him. He glanced at Accabre. ‘What the feathers tell 
you, Accabre? Tell me the future.’ 

CufFy went upstairs to his room. 

‘Georgie, you hear the news? Hoogenheim think he can scare me. 
He ofFcr reward for my capture. Five hundred florins. He don’t know 
that in a few days I bringing my whole force against him. I have over 
fifteen hundred men who going to fight with me. On the thirteenth of 
this month of May I going to strike at Hoogenheim. The final blow. 
Come over here and sit in my lap, Georgie.’ 

She came and sat in liis lap. Her face was drawn and pale. She had 
aged during the past few weeks, but her eyes remained cold and defiant. 

He explored her person casually — without passion. ‘Hoogenheim 
won’t send no replies to my letters, Georgie, but I going to humble 
him — like • going to humble Atta out there. Let Atta and Accabre work 
obtah against me. On the tliirtccnth — four days from now — the big 
reckoning will come and I will be master of all Berbice colony. Say 
something, Georgie. Say something to me. Talk to me. I’m a human 
being hke you!’ 

He might not have spoken; she did not turn her head even. 

‘Get off my lap!’ He hurled her off. 

She rose and returned to her corner. 

‘Come here to me! Come, you bitch! You proud bitch!’ 

She came. 

‘You determined I mustn’t break you, eh?’ 

She stared through him. 

He slapped her face. 

Her eyes grew moist, but she still stared through liim. 

‘I human like you, Georgie! I human! No matter my skin black. I 
can fight. 1 can fire musket. Just hke your fellow Christian. Van Groen- 
wegel no better than me. 1 can do everytliing he can do. I would have 
know how to read and write if I had been taught. You and he not 
better than me, Georgie. None of you is better than me.’ He looked 
about him fcverishl). ‘I don’t know what more to do to make you 
respect me. I don’t know what more to do to shame you and make you 
know I is your equal. Your better! Yes, your better!’ He gulped. ‘Kiss 
me! Hold my face and kiss me! Go on! Otherwise lashes for van 
Groenwegel!’ 

She held his face and' kissed him. 
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*You see! You kiss me as if you is a stone rubbing a stone. I kiiman, 
Georgie! I human like you! Don’t treat me like tlus.’ There was a sob 
in his voice. He was trembling. He held his head between his hands and 
paced about distractedly. ‘ If only I could get you to see I human, if only 
you can smile at me once as if you recognize me as a man\' 

He came to a hilt and regarded her. Like a baffled puppy. After a 
moment he groaned and rapped liis chest once or twice, men turned 
slowly and left the room. 


IX 

The long rainy season was setting in. Heavy May showers sometimes 
turned the compound into a morass. But preparations for the attack 
continued. On Thursday, the twelfth, the whole rebel camp was trans- 
ferred to Plantation Herstelhng, the plantation adjoining Dageraad. 

Jacques, with fourteen other white prisoners, was imprisoned in an 
old tool-shed. The floor of the shed was damp, and among the spades 
and shovels stacked away in corners the lisp and crackle of insects could 
be heard. There were three women prisoners with them, and one of 
them moaned and shivered; she was going down with the Sickness. 
Within the past three weeks four prisoners had died of the Sickness. 

The bustle and confusion of the first night gave Rabby Ins oppor- 
tunity. The door was unlocked and Jacques heard an urgent liiss. 

‘Massa Jacques! Massa Jacques!’ 

Jacques was at the door in a second. ‘What’s it, Rabby?’ 

‘To-morrow morning, Massa. Look out for me and Tengo and 
Cobby at five. Be sure you not asleep at five o’clock, Massa.’ 

‘what are you going to do? Attempt a get-away?’ 

Rabby did not reply. He shut the door and locked it. Jacques heard 
voices and footsteps approaching. ‘What you doing here, Rabby? You 
come to keep guard?’ Jacques heard Rabby reply: ‘Yes, I keeping 
guard now. Akkara put me here. He say I must stay here till eight 
o’clock. Then I coming again at five in the morning.’ 

‘I want somebody for the other prisoners in the cottage over there. 
We have some prisoners we got to guard.’ 

‘Ask Jankarra,’ Rabby said. ‘He not doing nothing now, Peddy.’ 

‘No, it got to be a more rehable person. Cuffy’s woman among these 
prisoners. We got to get a man I know personally. All right, don’t 
worry. I will find somebody.’ 

Peddy ’s footsteps feceded. 
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One of the prisoners whispered: ‘Perhaps we can all get away if this 
fellow will help us/ 

Jacques mumbled: ‘Yes, of course,’ in an absent-minded voice. 

Water dripped monotonously on the roof of the shed. The smell of 
humanity and damp boards filled the air. 

‘I believe there’s going to be trouble among these fellows,’ one of the 
prisoners murmured. ‘ Atta seems to be disagreeing with Cuffy, and he 
has quite a following of liis own.’ 

‘Oh, they’ll soon be smashed up. They’ll never stand up to the 
Government forces.’ 

‘To-morrow will be the deciding battle.’ 

‘I heard one of them saying that Hoogenheim has received fresh 
soldiers from St. Eustatius. Two ships arrived last week.’ 

The ill woman moaned throughout the night. 

For Jarques, the night was a fantasy of murmurings and fleeting 
nightmares, for he dozed in spite of liis resolve to remain awake. He 
dreamt of fire and thunderstorms. Liglitning flashed brassily, and rain 
came down in coarse drops. He saw Juliana stumbling through the bush 
in rags. She called his name, looking desperately about. Atta was after 
her, but Amelia was after Atta with a cutlass. There was spittle on her 
face, but her eyes were bright and defiant. . . . Cuffy appeared from 
beliind a clump of shrubs and hurled a knife at her, but the knife fell to 
the ground and began to jump about like a living thing. It made a 
rattling sound like chains. Like chains being shaken. . . . 

He awoke. It was the door. He stumbled up and moved across. 

Rabby liissed: ‘Come, Massa Jacques!’ 

There was a stirring among the other prisoners. 

‘Can’t we take some of these others with us, Rabby?’ 

‘No, Massa. Only you can come. It not work good with more. They 
will catch us if more come. Quick’ Cornel’ Rabby tugged at his arm 
with urgency, and Jacques slipped out into the dark. A voice in the shed 
murmured: ‘Who is that? That you, van Grocnwegel? Have they come 
for us?’ 

Rabby shut the door quickly and secured it. 

Jacques became aware of the presence of another man. ‘Is that Tengo 
there?’ he hissed, and heard Tengo reply: ‘Sssh, Massa! Not talk!’ 

A hand grasped Jacques’ arm and urged liim forward. In the star- 
hght he could barely make out Tengo and another man who, he de- 
cided, must be Cobby. They were dressed in dark clothes and seemed 
to be armed. 
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Suddenly leaves crackled under their feet, and Rabby hissed: ‘Go 
slow, Massa/ 

They went slowly. They were passing through tall shrubs. They 
could hear the murmur of voices far to their right. 

After a moment they found themselves in a provision patch. Jacques 
could feel eddoe feaves brushing liis bare knees. They emerged on to a 
track after a while. Jacques heard the sucking of water. 

‘Are we approaching the river, Rabby?* 

‘Yes, Massa. We got to hide by the hank. I got a spot where they 
can’t find us. We got to wait there till the battle on, and then Passy 
and Debarra and Jankarra going to come with a boat. Plenty of 
the men going to desert later, Massa, when the fight on. I hear them 
saying so. They not want to fight. They know Hoogenheim going 
to beat them. He got new soldier-men from the West Indies. Cuffy 
can’t beat him. And ships in the river with guns to bomb the bad- 
men.* 

‘What about Missy Juliana and Missy George? Can’t we do some- 
thing about them, too? Where are they? I heard sometliing about a 
cottage.’ 

‘We can’t go that way, Massa. Strong guards round that cottage. 
That is the cottage where the Carpenter used to live. When the fight 
going on we can try and go that way.’ 

‘Sssh!’ cautioned Tengo. ‘Some of them coming up the track.’ 

They heard voices approaching. 

Rabby urged Jacques into a clump of ferns and creepers, and the 
voices went past within a few feet of them. 

When all had grown quiet again, Rabby led the way into a track 
that wound between swizzlestick trees. The ground became sandy and 
rose steeply. The darkness had Hghtencd somewhat, and they could 
make out a dense canopy of vines and palm fronds above. Jacques 
nearly stumbled into the long, jutting thorns of a fallen palm trunk. 
The swizzlestick trees gave place to wild pines and wild cacao, with a 
clump of manicole palms here and there hke shm black ghosts looming 
up before them. 

‘We safe now, Massa,’ said Rabby. ‘Nobody ever come this way. I 
spy out this part of the bush myself yesterday. This track is an old 
Indian track. Nobody ever use it.’ 

‘What time has the attack been planned for?’ Jacques asked him. 

‘As soon as dayhght break, I hear, Massa. The men already gone up 
to where they going to fight near Dageraad. Cuffy and Akkara and 
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Atta, all of them gone already. We not got long to wait before the 
battle start.’ 

They were descending now. Through the trees ahead they could see 
the sky. It was streaked with carmine and purple. Jacques listened to 
the soft, sensual sucking of water amid vegetation. 

They came to a tiny clearing on the bank of the river, and Rabby 
said that this was their destination for the time being. Long ago this 
clearing must have been a regular landing-place for corials, but the 
jungle now hung well out over the water, and ferns and dragon’s blood 
•fringed the bank. The ground was not so sandy here — ^it was a crumbly 
loam — and in the grey light of dawn they could see innumerable aeta 
palm seeds strewn about amid the short grass and low herbs and ferns. 
Frogs were fluting, and the night-time churr of insects had not yet 
ceased. The dank, wet odour of the black water came up to their senses, 
and Jacques found liimsclf smihng reminiscently. 

Teng^ had brought a sack with food — bread and dried meat and 
sawari nuts already rid of their hard shells — and Rabby suggested that 
they should eat something. ‘We might have to get on the move any 
time, Massa. Better to eat now.’ 

When they wer^ eating they heard musket-fire down-river, but it 
was only spasmodic and soon faded off. It did not come again. 

T believe the Governor sending out scouts to see what Cuffy and his 
men doing. Yesterday Lieutenant Theilen and another officer-massa 
was out with some men in the bush looking around.’ 

At six o’clock — by Rabby’s reckoning — all was still quiet, and 
Jacques began to get restless. ‘What’s keeping them back? Didn’t you 
say they were going to open the attack at daybreak?’ 

‘Yes, Massa, so 1 hear them talk.’ 

From where they were they could lock down-river and sec the two 
vessels at anchor — the Seven Provinces and the St. Eustatius. Rabby told 
Jacques that these were the two sliips wliich had brought the reinforce- 
ments from St. Eustatius in the West Indies. Jacques said: ‘If it hadn’t 
been for the two missies we could have swum out to them, Rabby. 
They aren’t more than a quarter of a mile off.’ 

Rabby shook his heaJ. ‘Bad-men would sec us and fire upon us from 
the bank, Massa. Too big risk.’ 

The sun topped the ragged hne of the jungle on the opposite bank, 
but still there were no signs of hostihty down-river. At about eight 
o’clock — again by Rabby’s reckoning — they heard more spasmodic 
musket-fire, but, like earlier, that too died away. 
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Jacques sat in silence, listening to the sucking of the water. Suddenly 
he asked Rabby: ‘Where are we going to flee to when the others arrive 
with this boat?’ 

‘We got to try to get the path that lead to the Canje, Massa. If we 
can get to that and reach the Canje, we can trust to luck to get a boat to 
take us to Fort St. Andries.’ 

‘Sounds a long chance to me.’ Jacques gave a start and said: ‘Why 
couldn’t we take the regular trail for the upper Canje, Rabby? My 
people are still holding out up there.’ 

‘Massa, you not want to go to your wife at Fort St. Andries?’ 

Jacques looked troubled. He murmured: ‘That’s so. But there are 
other considerations, Rabby. I have to think of Missy George and my 
sister — Missy Juhana. It doesn’t seem right that I should take them on a 
wild adventure on a track we hardly know anything about — that is, of 
course, assuming that we succeed in effecting their escape this morning.’ 
He was silent again. Abruptly he looked at Rabby and said: ‘If you 
want to know the truth, Rabby, I’m itching to get back to the old 
house on the Canje. I want to be with my brothers and grandmother. 
I’d have given anything to have been there with them when they were 
attacked. I want to get to them, Rabby.’ He rose and clenched his 
hands. ‘Yes, that’s my one aim now. To get into the old house and help 
them defend it if the necessity arises again.’ 

‘I hear they fight good, Massa. Massa Pedro especially. I hear he kill 
plenty of the bad-men when they try to rush the house.’ 

Jacques nodded; a pained, sensitive look on liis face. ‘The old blood, 
Rabby. The old blood.’ He moved toward the water’s edge. 

The men gave liim curious glances. He stood staring at fallen mora 
blossoms, a yellowish dust on the surface of the water. He had a vacant, 
haunted air. 

‘The strong and the weak,’ muttered Jacques. 

The men said nothing. Only watching liim. 

After a long silence he turned and looked at them. ‘I’ve decided. It’s 
the old house. We’re going to take the regular trail and get to the upper 
Canje somehow. Somehow, Rabby, I must get back to my old home. 
I’m a sentimentalist.’ He gave a brief, awkward laugh. 

‘Whatever you want to do, Massa, we will do,’ said Rabby. 

‘I’ve got to do something to redeem my cowardice,’ said Jacques. ‘I 
couldn’t go through the rest of my hfe a guilty man.’ 

The sun was high above the horizon. 

‘What would you say the time is now, Rabby?’ 
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Rabby shaded his eyes, tilted his head and said: ‘Nearly half-past 
nine, Massa Jacques/ 

‘Something seems to have gone wrong with the new Governor's 
plan of battle/ 

Not half an hour later, however, muskct-fire broke out again, and 
this time it had a concentrated note. They heard the wailing of voices, 
and Cobby said: ‘Massa Jacques, the fight start. Let me go up on the 
hill and watch so I can tell you how dungs going.' 

‘Can you see what's happening from the top of the rise?' 

‘Yes, Massa — if I climb on a tree I can see.' 

‘Better stay here. Cobby,’ said Rabby. ‘Any time the other men 
might come with the boat.’ 

‘By die way, where is tliis boat, Rabby?’ 

‘Plenty boats by the landing-place liigher up, Massa.’ 

The firing increased in volume. Suddenly they heard a boom out on 
the rive;. J.uques ran down to the vatcr’s edge and looked down- 
river. He saw a duwny cloud of smoke. Almost at once another cloud 
appeared, and the air vibrated to the sound of another boom. On land 
they heard the crash of the exploding bomb. 

‘They’re using mortars.’ 

A flock of parrots passed low overhead, chattering animatedly. 

‘Cobby, let’s go up and try to get a glimpse of the battle. Rabby, you 
remain here with Ten go in case the boat comes.’ 

‘Very good, Massa.’ 

At the top of the rise Jacques and Cobby climbed into the branches 
of a coiirida tree. The musket-firing had risen to a fierce pitch in the 
depression to the nortli and east where Plantation Dageraad lay. They 
could see the panorama of cane-fields and provision patches stretching 
into the distance, and, about a nule awa) , the residence and outhouses 
on Dageraad. 

‘They have earth-works round the house,’ Cobby toldJacques.‘I can 
make them out, Massa.’ 

‘So can I,’ nodded his master. 

Black ants were giving Jacques trouble. He had to keep brushing at 
his legs. The ships in uie river kept lobbing over bombs. Only the 
masts of the vessels were visible from their tree; the fringe of the jungle 
along the bank acted as a screen so that the river was out of their range 
of view. They could sec the smoke rising above the jungle, however, 
and the boom-boom added an impressive note to the general din of 
wailing voices and musket-fire. A haze of smoke swirled continuously 
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over the pale-green canes, and now and then they would see ihe canes 
wave frantically as the concealed attackers rushed forward. The bombs 
from the ships seemed ineffectual; most of them landed in the jungle 
fringe or on the outskirts of the cane-fields. They sent up jagged sprays 
of leaves and earth and wliite puffs of smoke. 

The black ants kept crawHng up Jacques’ legs. 

Suddenly they heard a soaring wail of shouts, and the musket-fire 
began to fizzle out. Then it started up again. The cane-fields hazed, and 
among the cassava stalks and eddocs of the provision patches a few 
black figures could be seen moving swiftly in the direction of Dagcraad. 
The next instant, however, the figures were moving in the opposite 
direction. Jacques saw the glint of steel in the bright sunshine. The 
musket-fire died down, rose again, died down. A bomb exploded on a 
patch of yam vines, and they heard yells and saw vegetation flying. The 
white smoke billowed up and spread out and made a thinning haze over 
the greens of the provision patches. Figures seemed to be moving in 
both directions now. The wailing of voices criss-crossed. Suddenly 
musket-fire broke out in determined, angry bursts, and they saw the 
cane-fields hazing again. Something wliined past Jacques’ ear, and a 
crackling amid the branches of some swizzlestick trees sounded beneath 
them. 

Jacques began to descend. ‘Come down. Cobby. We’ve seen enough. 
Let’s get back to the others and see if the boat has arrived yet.’ 

Some minutes later, when they rejoined Rabby and Tengo, they 
found that there still was no sign of the boat. Rabby said: Tt must take 
them a little time to get away and run back, Massa. They got to do it 
quiet or else the other men will fire upon them. Cuffy say all deserters 
will be shot.’ 

Jacques paced impatiently. T can’t stand delay and suspense.’ 

Tengo said: ‘Massa Jacques, perhaps we can go back to Herstelling 
now and see if we can get the missies away. Most of the men must be 
fighting. Cobby and Rabby and I can knock the guards on the head 
and you can take the musket and smash down the door meanwhile.’ 

Jacques looked at Rabby. ‘Rabby, what do you say to that?’ 

Rabby nodded. ‘ It might work, Massa.’ 

Cobby, too, thought it might work. 

Jacques looked contemplative. ‘What of the boat, though? Suppose 
it comes wliile we’re away.’ 

The men were silent, shifting about their feet. 

‘No, we must wait here,’ ruled Jacques finally. ‘It would be pointless 
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to rescue the missies only to come here and find that we had no means 
of conveying them across the river/ 

When the sun was overhead the noise of battle was still loud, and the 
boat had not yet arrived. Cobby wanted to go back to the top of the 
rise to watch the progress of the battle. Jacques said irritably: ‘What’s 
the use, Cobby? What could you see from up there!’ He rose abruptly 
and beckoned. ‘Very well, come on. Let’s go. Better than remaining 
here to grow old watcliing our fingers and toes.’ 

^^Rabby accompanied them, but there was nothing new to see. The 
battle seemed to have shifted more to the east — nearer the river. Bombs 
still exploded haphazard amid the provision patches and the fringes of 
the jungle. 

Rabby said the time must be about half-past one. 

The sun beat down upon them fiercely. 

They were on the point of descending from the tree when Rabby 
cried: ‘Massa, look! The ships firing dilTerent way now, you notice! 
The bombs going over that way near the middle cane-fields.’ 

Jacques nodded, shading liis eyes. ‘You’re right. They’ve discovered 
their error at last.’ 

They heard a confused wailing. The musket-fire began to die down. 
Cobby pointed. ‘Look, Massa! They running. The bombs too much 
for them in the fields!’ 

An intent expression settled on Jacques’ face. ‘I believe this is the 
turning point. They’re in retreat.’ 

The bombs continued to raise white plumes of smoke amid the 
canes. The ships had got the right range in earnest now. 

‘Down we go,’ said Jacques. ‘We must get back to Tengo.’ 

‘Look, Massa! Look! Soldier-men chasing them!’ 

‘Hoogenheim has made a sortie. That’s the end of Cuffy. Come, let’s 
get back to the landing-place.’ 

The distant wail of voices grew in intensity. They could see the rebels 
in flight. The sun flashed on the steel of sabres and knives. The swish- 
swish of the violently agitated canes came clearly on the air. 

Arrived back at the landing-place, Rabby said: ‘Perhaps this is the 
best time to go and rescue the missies.’ 

‘Wc can’t venture back in that direction now, said Jacques. ‘We’ve 
got to concentrate our energies on getting across to the othci bank. 
Cuffy is sure to make for the Canjc now. We can follow him and see 
what we can do about getting the missies safely out of his hands.’ 

The shouting was getting nearer and more confused. Jacques kept 
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ga2dng anxiously up and down the river, but there was no sign of any 
small craft like the one they were expecting. 

Suddenly they heard a crashing, crackling sound at the tpp of the 
rise. Rabby snatched up his musket and stood ready. Jacques armed 
himself with Tengo’s hanger, liis face white. 

It turned out ^o be Jankarra. He was blowing, and shiny with sweat. 
Slung over his back was a bulging sack. His clothes were torn and 
blood-spattered. He told them: ‘I nearly didn’t come. I couldn’t slip 
away before. They had their eyes on us. Not till the ships change their 
fire and the bombs begin to fall all round us that Debarra and me 
manage to run off. Everybody begin to run. Massa, I never run so fast 
in all my life.’ 

‘But where’s the boat, Jankarra? And the others? What’s happened?’ 

‘Debarra gone round for the boat. He coming soon with it. Passy get 
killed, Massa. A bomb explode just near him and four others. Massa, 
plenty men get killed. And plenty gone over to the Governor’s side. I 
could have gone, too, but I had to come back to sec about you. Soldiers 
run out and chasing Cuffy and his men. Lieutenant Thcilcn leading 
them. I hear the Governor had a close escape. A ball cut through his 
coat, but it didn’t pass into his body.’^ 

‘What you bring in your sack?’ asked Cobby. 

‘Food and trousers for Massa. I had it ready since last night. I rush in 
the house when I come back from the fighting and pick it up and come 
straight here. Massa, they liave strong guards around the cottage, but if 
we make a quick rush we can beat them in the confusion and rescue the 
missies. The guards only got cutlasses — no muskets. Cuffy had to take 
all the muskets to fight with.’ 

‘We can’t attempt that now, Jankarra,’ said Jacques, avoiding the 
man’s gaze. ‘What I’m going to suggest is that you remain with Cuffy 
and his lot and keep in contact with us. We’U take the trail for the 
Canje and keep in liiding so that we can follow Cuffy’s movements and 
await our chance to rescue the two missies ’ 

‘Massa! The boat coming!’ Tengo called from the water’s edge. 

‘Is it? Fine. Jankarra, you’ll do that for me, won’t you?* 

‘Yes, Massa. Good plan. They not suspect me. Peddy not like me too 
much, but Cuffy and Akkara talk to me good.’ 

The boat was pulling in. Debarra’s left sleeve was soaked with blood. 
He told them: ‘I first man to get to the landing-place. Come in quick 
and let’s get off. Jankarra, you bring the food and the trousers for Massa?’ 
^ Dalton, Vol. I, p. 205. 
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‘Yes, they in the sack here/ 

They heard shouts and crackhng sounds not far off. Jacques and 
Rabby and Cobby got into the boat. Tengo was in already. Jacques 
smiled at Jankarra and said: ‘You’re a good fellow, Jankarra. You’re 
all good fellows. I won’t forget this.’ 

When they were in midstream Cobby said: ‘Massa, suppose CufFy 
not take the Canje trail. Suppose he go liigher up the river here, how 
we will rescue the missies?’ 

Jacques said: ‘I’ve thought of that, but we’ll have to hope for the best, 
fairly certain Cuffy will flee straight back to the Canje.’ 

X 

Jacques proved right. Cuffy did take the trail for the Canje. A mere 
stragghng, disorganized rabble now, the rebels quarrelled most of the 
time, and frequently there were fights between the disciples of Cuffy 
and Atta. 

■^Jacques and liis men kept track of them continuously. Cuffy camped 
in the open air every night, and every night Jacques was able to get in 
touch with Janka»Ta Jankarra kept Jacques and Ins men supplied with 
food — sometimes at great risk of discovery. 

When they were crossing the stretch of savannah country midway 
between the Bcrbicc and Canje watershed the risk became tenfold, for 
there were only isolated clumps of black sage to act as cover. Now and 
then a lone cotnida tree, 

Ameha and Juliana, with three or four other women prisoners, were 
kept under heavy guard and never allowed to stray near the fringe of 
the camp. Jankarra told Jacques: ‘We got to wait our chance, Massa. 
One night if a big figlit take place and ever) thing confused wc can try 
to get them away, but wc can’t do notliing while tilings quiet.’ 

One night, after the long trek had entered its third week, a serious 
quarrel developed and seemed to give promise of a free fight. Jacques 
and his men waited behind a clump of black sage and watched the 
situation. It was on the fourth day of Cufty’s new camp; often he 
would camp on one spot for four or five days. 

The quarrel started when Cuffy began to strut around rapping liis 
chest and reiterating: ‘I not beat yet. 1 not beat yet. If Hoog?nheim 
think I beat, he wrong. He going to see I not beat yet.* 

A few guffaws and cat-calls came from Atta and liis group near the 
fringe of the camp. Atta called: ‘But Hoogcnlieim got hundreds of your 
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men on his side now, Cuffy! And plenty more deserting all the time!* 

‘Yes, Governor! How about the three hundred men who desert at 
Dageraad ! Next time you try to fight Hoogenhcim a thousand might 
desert!’ 

Loud laughter spiralled round the camp. 

CufFy stopped strutting and folded his arms across his chest. The 
light from the crackling brambles and palm-logs augmented the omin- 
ousness of his pose as he stood there glowering at Atta and his men. 

Near an isolated clump of aeta palms on the hard savannah land 
Accabre squatted, a sinister ghoul in the shadows. Accabre was boiling 
a concoction of beetles and bones in a pot suspended over four black 
candles. 

‘Let all who mock go on mocking,’ said Cuffy. ‘The day will come 
when the mockers going to regret the words they use.’ 

‘Don’t worry with them, Cuffy,’ Akkara growled. ‘ Some people can 
only talk and make a lot of noise, but they can’t do nothing.’ 

Amelia turned her face aside to avoid Akkara’ s breath. Akkara sat 
next to her. She and another woman prisoner, Akkara’s mistress, were 
eating out of bowls. Amelia’s face looked drawn, and her eyes had a 
tired, resigned appearance, but her general bearing was one of defiance 
still. She kept her head erect. 

Abruptly, Cuffy looked around and called out: ‘We going to see 
who is big man and who not big man, Atta! Everybody who on my 
side stand up 1 Everybody who not on my side keep sit down. Stand up, 
all who for me! Go on! Stand up, let me see!’ 

About three-quarters of the men stood up at once. 

‘We all for you, Cuffy! Not worry with Atta!’ 

‘Atta stupid man!’ 

‘Who say Atta stupid more than Cuffy?’ 

‘ Since when Cuffy turn Governor! Cuffy is a slave like me. He never 
can rule Berbice!’ 

‘Shut your mouth! Shut your mouth!’ 

One of Atta’s men, more in playfulness than anytliing else, put out 
his hand and grabbed an ankle of one of the men standing. The man 
toppled over, and there was a loud clamour of angry snarls. Within a 
minute a free fight was in progress. Cuffy and Atta bawled and gesticu- 
lated in an effort to restore order. 

Jankarra took opportunity of this diversion to slink off and look for 
Jacques. By an agreement between Jacques and Jankarra, Jacques and 
his men always Icept to the west of Cuffy’s camp at night, so Jankarra 
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did not have much difficulty in finding them. He dumped down a sack 
of food and told Jacques: ‘Massa, things looking serious. Keep ready in 
case we can manage to get the missies away. Don’t move from this 
spot.' 

‘Where is Missy Juliana? I haven’t seen her.’ 

‘ She with Atta and his men, near the aeta palms, Massa.’ 

To their disappointment, however, the fight did not last long, nor 
become general. CufFy and Atta soon brought it under control. Before 
he sat down near Amelia, Cuffy shouted across at Atta: ‘One day all 
this trouble must stop, Atta. One day I going to break your spirit!’ 

Atta called back: ‘You can’t even break Georgie’s spirit you looking 
to break mine! Shut your mouth, Cuffy!’ 

‘1 going to break both you and her. I going to tame both you and 
Gcorgie.’ He glanced at Amelia. ‘You hear what he saying, Georgie? 
He defying me to break you.’ He rapped his chest. ‘But I going to do 
it.’ He kiiOcked the bowl of food out of her hand. 

She smiled and folded her hands in her lap. 

‘Why you don’t leave her alone now, Cuffy? You not ill-treat her 
enough?’ 

‘No, Akkara. I noc leaving her alone. She and Atta got to go down 
before me and beg for mercy. I’m a determined man. Once I set out to 
do something nobody can stop me. I going to break both of them. Yes, 
you, Gcorgie. If you don’t break under me, then it’s a sign that 
Hoogenheim stronger than me. If you beat me, then Hoogenheim beat 
me.’ He took up her bowl, scraped up some ot the scattered food and 
put it into the bowl again, handed the bowl to her and snapped: ‘ Stand 
up and eat that!’ 

She took it from liim, and flung the contents into liis face. 

‘Nowadays that van Groenwegel not here for me to threaten with a 
beating you got plenty of courage, Georgie. But I still going to break 
you.’ 

He rose and kicked her. Went on kicking her until Akkara restrained 
him. From the other side of the camp came jeers and mocking laughter. 

Three nights later, whci. they were in the vicinity of Plantation Mag- 
dalenenburg, an alarm went up. They were in cultivated territory now, 
and Jacques and his men were in a coffee field when Jankarra ca me and 
told them the reason for the signs of activity in the rebel camp. Cuffy 
had occupied the outhouses of a plundered plantation — the residence 
itself was a burnt-out ruiii — and some stragglers had arrived from 
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across the Canjc Creek and brought the news that soldiers were 
approaching along the Indian trail from the Corentyne. 

^The bad-men preparing to run off and leave all the goods they dig 
up near the vat yesterday, Massa,’ said Jankarra. ‘I hear the soldiers not 
more than half a mile off. Perhaps they crossing the creek this minute.’ 

‘What goods they dig up near the vat?’ asked Cobby. 

‘Plenty goods in jars. Silk and jewellery and money and other things. 
Atta and his men dig them up, but Accabre say they must seal up the 
jars again and leave tnem buried for a week before opening them again, 
because the jars was buried with two dead men, and the dead men’s 
spirits must be driven away first before they can touch any of the 
valuables.’ 

‘I know who buried those jars,’ said Jacques. ‘It was Raoul Laplace — 
before he got away. He always kept his valuables in jars. I know that 
vat very well, Jankarra. There used to be a jamoon tree near it.’ He 
grunted reminiscently. ‘Which way is Cuffy going now, Jankarra? Do 
you know?’ 

‘He going south into the bush, and then he say they will take the* 
trail and come round back to the creek at Magdalenenburg.’ 

‘Ah, I sec. My brothers and I once had to adopt a similar strategy 
when the overseers on the Toulouse plantation were after us for shoot- 
ing one of their sheep. I’ll meet you by the bamboos bcliind the outer 
dam on Magdalenenourg, Jankarra.’ 

‘Good, Massa. I meet you there night after next.’ 

Two nights later Jacques thought Jankarra would fail them. Jankarra 
was not familiar with the countryside, and rain poured and the night 
was dark. Cobby and Tengo expressed doubt as to their direction, but 
Jacques told them: ‘Don’t trouble. I can find my way bhndfold, Cobby.’ 
But for Jacques they might have lost their way hopelessly. They found 
the bamboos near the dam, but after a wait of nearly two hours there 
was no sign of Jankarra. The rain held off, but water made a swift 
gurgling on every hand. The dam was muddy and treacherous. Over 
die canes, toward the north, there was a glow, and Rabby said: ‘Cuflfy’s 
camp must be over that way, Massa.’ And Jacques nodded. ‘Yes, 
they’re in the pasture-land beyond the coffee fields. I know the spot.’ 

They heard a squelching, and saw a dark figure approaching from 
the west along the dam. It seemed hesitant and not sure of itself. Tengo 
took a chance and called: ‘Jankarra! That you?’ 

It was Jankarra." He told them: ‘Wc might get a chance to-night. 
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Plenty happen. The soldiers who come after CufFy from the Corentyne 
find the jars what Atta’s men left bcliind. Atta’s men didn’t bury them 
good, ai\d the soldiers dig tlicm up easy and take out the valuables. 
They had a big quarrel over sharing out the Jewellery and silk and the 
other things. CufFy send men to spy on them, and the men come back 
and say they witness the quarrel. The soldiers had Indians with them 
who the Governor get to help fight the bad-men, and the soldier- 
officers wanted to give the best tilings to the Indians as a reward for 
^ghting, but the ordinary soldiers say no, and they all had this big 
quarrel, and plenty of the soldiers desert and heading now for Mag- 
dalenenburg to join with CufFy and his men. Over forty of them on 
their way to join up wdth CufFy. But CufFy suspicious of them, and he 
send out a party to take them by surprise and capture them. Best tiling 
now is for us to move up near so we can rescue the missies if confusion 
take place when they bring in the soldiers.’ 

Jankaira WcUitcd to go the way he had come, but Jacques showed 
them a short cut through the cane-ficlds. ‘lliis is familiar territory, 
Jankarra. The territory of my youth. I feel I have the advantage over 
any enemy in this part of the colony.’ 1 Jis voice quavered with excite- 
ment. He might h. we been eight again and engaged on a daring escapade 
with Pedro and David and Luiiiea. 

A few minutes later, crouching among the coffee trees, they looked 
out upon the rebel camp in the pasture. I ires, as usual, were burning, 
but the wood seemed wet from the rain and smoked profusely. 

They could sec CufFy and Akkara silting around one of the fires. 
Amelia and Akkara’s wliite mistress were near by but were not visible 
to Jacques and liis party. 

On the other side, toward the west, Atta and his men were grouped 
around another fire. They had a glum look. 

The rebels kept glancing frequently toward the north-cast where a 
track opened into the pasture from the busli. It w^as that way the am- 
bush party had gone. It was there it would appear when the wliite 
soldiers were captured. 

‘Trouble coming, Akkara,’ said CufFy. ‘I feel it. Atta making serious 
trouble now.’ 

Akkara nodded, and threw a glance toward the track-opening. Goat- 
suckers hoo-yoo-ed to each other among the coffee trees. One of the 
men got up and poked the fire and it sent up sparks and crackled. The 
smoke wavered around, blue and woody-smelling, making the eyes 
smart. 

a* 


483 



children of Kaywand 

Overhead it was starry, but the stars had a watery look, and there 
would be more rain before dawn. Perhaps before midnight. They could 
hear the sound of water gurgling in trenches about the plantation. Tree 
frogs fluted cheerfully, revelling in the wet. 

A commotion of voices suddenly became evident in the bush in the 
north-east, and*Jankarra muttered to Jacques: ‘They coming back, 
Massa. They must be capture the soldier-men.’ 

One or two of the rebels began to move toward the track-opening. 
Atta and Goussari had risen. Akkara began to move away, but Cliffy 
stayed liim. ‘You wait here till they come, Akkara. They must bring 
them to us here. We send them to do the job. They all my men.’ 

The commotion swelled, and the ambush party appeared. They had 
carried out their mission successfully. The wlnte soldiers were firm cap- 
tives, some grasped by their tunics, some by their arms, some by the 
seats of their trousers, some by their hair. They jabbered wildly, one or 
two of them struggUng and protesting. 

Quacco and Baubc, who had been given charge of the ambush party, 
brought the prisoners before Cuffy and Akkara. Cuffy rose with an air 
of ceremony, his chest thrown out importantly. Akkara, unassuming 
and awkward, stumbled to his feet, the sabre which he always wore at 
his waist cHnk-clanking. 

Ameha continued to sit where she was. 

‘Who the leader?’ snapped Cuffy. ‘I only talking to the leader.’ 

After a minor scuffle a blue-eyed fcUow was pushed forward. Baube 
said: ‘He the leader. Governor.’ 

‘You the leader, wliitc man?’ Cuffy asked the man. 

‘Yes, I’m the leader. We’re trying to explain the position to your 
men. We have come to join forces ’ 

‘What your name?’ Cuffy interrupted. 

‘Jean Renaud. I’m French, but I came with the expedition from the 
Corentyne. This is our Surgeon.’ 

‘You know what is my name? I’m Cuffy, Governor Cuffy of 
Berbicc.’ 

‘Yes, I concluded so. Well, we’ve come to join you, Cuffy. We’re on 
your side. We don’t want to fight you. We have plans to go on to the 
Orinoco, and we want you and your men to help us and come with us. 
We can start our own community in the bush. We can look for gold 
and get rich. I was trying to explain this to your men, but they 
wouldn’t hsten. We’ve deserted our officers and we want to fight with 
you.’ 
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‘You think Cui^ is a fool, Christian?’ 

‘But no, my friend. I speak the truth. Surgeon, do I not speak the 
truth when I say we want to fight with Cuffy?’ 

‘Yes, yes,’ said the Surgeon, a tall, slim, grey-eyed man. His tunic was 
in rags, and he had been badly mauled about the face. 

The other white men joined in in a chorus of assent. 

‘We have come to fight with you, Cuffy! We are loyal to you!’ 

‘You must beheve us I’ 

Cuffy uttered sneering sounds. He waved his hand and said: ‘Peddy, 
ifaake a count and tell me how many of them here!’ 

‘I count them already, Governor,’ Peddy grinned. ‘Forty-two.’ 

‘Forty-two, eh? All right.’ Cuffy strutted about, looking contem- 
plative. He cast a swift glance at Atta and liis men who hung around in 
the background, watcliing the proceedings. Abruptly he halted and 
asked the Frenchman: ‘Who is tliis surgeon you talk about?’ 

‘I am ♦‘lie Sjrgeon,’ said the grey-eyed man. 

‘You? Very well’ Cuffy waved liis hand. ‘ Surgeon, you stand aside. 
Let liiin go, men. Let the Surgeon stand aside.’ 

The Surgeon stepped aside with an air of wonder and apprehension. 

Cuffy beckoiKd to Peddy, and when Peddy came muttered some- 
tliing to him in an undertone. Peddy nodded, looked a trifle blank, but 
hurried off at once. 

Cuffy stood with arms folded and head at an angle while the French- 
man, in halting Dutch, tried to plead with him and assure him that his 
men had come to join the insurrection. ‘I speak the truth, Cuffy. That 
is our intention, my friend ’ 

‘To you I is Governor Cuffy, Frenchman. And I is no friend to you.’ 

Peddy returned. He had in liis hand a canvas bag. Cuffy took this bag 
from liim and shook it, and there was a rattling sound. 

Atta and his men looked on with wondering frowns. 

Among the coffee trees Jankarra muttered to Jacques: ‘I believe he 
going to work obeah on them, Massa.’ 

Cuffy called for silence. ‘ Listen to me! White men, you say you come 
to join in with us. Perhaps you talking the truth — and perhaps you 
telling lies. We black then can’t trust you. But what we can do is to 
make you serve us. I need about twelve or fourteen men to help me. I 
want some of you white men to drill my men and clean guns, and I 
want a surgeon. The surgeon here is all right. He safe. So what I decide 
to do is to keep fourteen of you, white men. The rest of you got to get 
kill off now before you make trouble.’ 
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A gasp went up from some of the prisoners. Evidently all of them 
did not understand Dutch. 

CufFy’s men shouted in approval. 

‘That’s right, Governor! Kill them off!’ 

‘White spies! They come to betray us!’ 

Culfy raised Jiis hand for silence. ‘I got in tliis bag here,’ he shouted, 
‘forty-two palm seeds. Twenty-eight of them is small seeds. But the 
other fourteen seeds is large ones. These seeds is going to decide who 
must hve and who must die.’ He put his hand into the bag, fumbled 
and took out a large seed. ‘ Surgeon, this is your seed. I choose it for you 
because you got to live. The Governor decide that. We not taking no 
chance for you. The thirteen other large seeds in the bag here mean that 
thirteen of your wliite men friends will live. Every man who draw a 
small seed will got to die.’ 

Cuffy began to strut. He told the prisoners:* That’s whatl decide, Chris- 
tians. I Cuffy, Governor of Berbicc, makes that decision. Tliis black man 
who all you Christians treat like dirt. I going to say if you hve and if 
you not hve.’ He struck his chest rapping blows with his knuckles. ‘I is 
Governor — not Hoogenheim ! 1 is the big master in Bcrbice. This nigger ! 
And what this nigger say is that he pass sentence upon you tliis night!’ 

‘Good talk, Governor! Good talk!’ called Atta. 

Cuffy ignored him. He shook the bag with the seeds, then turned 
and beckoned to AmeUa. ‘Georgie! Come! Get up. Don’t sit there as if 
you gone to sleep. You got work to do. You is the Governor’s woman. 
I call upon you to draw the lots!’ 

‘To do what?’ 

‘I say I call upon you to draw the lots. You got to put your hand in 
the bag and pull out the seeds so as to let us see who must live and who 
got to get kill off. That’s what I ordering you to do, Georgie.’ 

She looked about her a Httle distractedly, silent. 

‘Yes, that hurt you, Georgie. I can see it. I know it hurt you. You 
don’t like helping to send your fellow Christians to their death. But you 
got to do it. I the Governor orders you to do it.’ 

She smiled. ‘And suppose I refuse?’ 

‘I was waiting to hear you say that. Since we not got van Groen- 
wcgel here to threaten with lashes and hot iron you get more stubborn 
and more stubborn every day. Very good, Georgie. If you refuse to 
draw the lots I will order my men to lay out all these white dogs and 
cut their throats — every one! The surgeon, too! All! I won’t spare one. 
What you say now?’ 
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‘It's certainly an efFective way of gaining your point. Very well. 
Hold out the bag.’ 

Culfy beckoned to one of the prisoners, a short, thickly-built fellow 
with ‘sandy hair and blue-green eyes. He was wounded in the arm. 

‘You step forward. Push him forward!’ 

They pushed him forward. Kicked liim. He stood gulping and wild- 
eyed, glancing from Cuffy to Amelia. 

Cuffy held out the bag to Amelia, shaking it continuously. ‘Go on. 
Pull one, Georgie. Let us see if your God going to save this one here.’ 

Amcha’s face was impassive. When she withdrew her hand from the 
bag, the man’s eyes bulged. He uttered a dry sob. It was a small seed. 

They took him aside. 

So it went on. Once there was a tall, slim fellow whose grey eyes 
tooked straight at Amelia, calm and unafraid, even a trifle contemp- 
luous. He seemed perfectly resigned. But his was a large seed, and 
Cuff laughed and said: ‘No, long man! Death not for you. Your God 
with you to-night,’ 

The twenty-eight were stripped and bound and piled together in the 
mud. One or two struggled and broke free, trying to make a dash for 
the coffee tre' Inesc were hacked to pieces. Then Cuffy and Akkara 
and Peddy set co work with horse-pistols on the rest. One by one tliey 
were shot — some in the head, some in the heart. 

It was when the last three were writliing and pleading that a sudden 
commotion broke out among Atta’s men on the other side of the clear- 
ing. Jankarra said to Jacques: ‘I must go and sec what wrong, Massa. 
Wait a little bit and I will come back.’ I'hey heard reports. Muskets and 
pistols. And shrieks. The shrieks of women. 

Jankarra hurried off, and Jacques and the others watched him ming- 
ling with the crowd that was moving toward the bush in the north-east. 

Cuffy and Akkara, meantime, had completed their work. Cuffy 
waved his pistol at the fourteen survivors and told them: ‘From this 
minute you is my slaves, Christians. And if any of you try to escape, 
same what happen to your friends to-night will happen to you, so take 
warning. I’m a cruel man. I have no mercy on none of you wliite 
Christians.’ 

It was nearly half an hour before Jankarra returned to Jacques. He 
was agitated. ‘Massa Jacques! Trouble, Massa! Big trouble!’ 

‘What’s it, Jankarra?’ 

‘Massa, they kill Missy Juliana. They shoot her down when she run,’ 
‘What!’ 
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‘Yes, Massa. Goussari shoot her down. She and two other mftsies run 
off. They was trying to escape in the bush. One missy get shot in her 
leg, but Missy JuUana and the other missy get killed.’ 

Jacques nodded. ‘Another grim instance of the futihty of human en- 
deavour. After all our pains — the rain and the mud and the discomforts 
we’ve been througji — this ! Grandma is right. Life is a brutal, haphazard 
game.’ 

After a silence, Jankarra asked: ‘What wc going to do now, Massa?’ 

Jacques said: ‘We’ll go on, Jankarra. Missy George is a good friend. 
She means a great deal to me.’ 


XI 

Through the rains of June and the thunderstorms of July the hide-and- 
seek game went on. It was not so difficult now, for Cuffy established his 
camp definitely at Magdalenenburg. 

The knowledge that he was so near to his old home was a great 
temptation to Jacques, and more than once he almost decided to give up 
the chase and go home. One morning, when Tengo and Rabby had 
gone off to forage for food and Jacques and Debarra were sitting on 
the veranda of a silent, deserted plantation house, Jacques said to De- 
barra: ‘Missy Faustina has told me, and rightly, that I’m not a practical 
man. She said I’m a giant of goodness whose head is lost in the clouds. 
It’s only witliin the past few weeks that I’ve begun to look down at the 
earth, and what I behold is so gruesome I could hft my face to the stars 
again and retire to my dreams as of yore. But that would be shirking my 
earthly responsibihties, so we must go on, Debarra. Missy George is a 
noble woman. A woman of the earth — and strong like the earth. In 
many respects she reminds me of my grandmother.’ He got up and 
began to pace. ‘ I keep talking so much nonsense. I believe before long 
rU become hke that great-grand-uncle of mine we’ve always heard 
about. Reinald, I think he was called. The fellow who lost his nerve in 
1666 during the Scott raid. Debarra, how do I impress you? I should 
appreciate it if you would be frank.’ 

Debarra only grinned. 

One day, toward the end of August, when the rains had begun to thin 
off, Jacques, against the advice of Rabby and the others, went off on a 
ramble alone, and climbed to the top of a star-apple tree where, for over 
an hour, he remained swaying gently in the wind and watching the old 
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house in the distance. He could see the upper storey only; the lower part 
of the house was obscured by trees. 

In e^rly September they had an encounter with two rebels who sur- 
prised them on a dam aback of Magdalenenburg. Rabby snatched up 
nis musket and rapped: ‘Stand just where you is!’ 

The two men were unarmed. They halted. 

‘Where you come from?’ Rabby asked them. ‘You Cuffy’s men?’ 

‘We from the camp,’ one of them replied. ‘Where you from? Who 
that Christian with you?’ 

Jacques and the others came up. ‘ What are we going to do with them, 
Rabby? We’ll have to keep them with us, or they’ll go back and in- 
form on us and we’ll have scouts on our track.’ 

Rabby said: ‘Massa, leave them to me.’ He snapped at the two men: 
‘Turn round and walk. Go on!’ 

‘ Wher^ are you taking them to, Rabby?’ 

‘leave them to me, Massa. Don’t follow me.’ Rabby turned his 
head. ‘Tengo! Come with me!’ 

Tengo followed them, and Jacques watched them disappear into a 
clump of bamboos. Jacques kept pulhng slowly at liis stubble of beard. 

After a mOi.‘cnt there was a report amid the bamboos. A moan. A 
thud and a threshing about. Then silence. Rabby and Tengo returned. 
Tengo was wiping the blade of a cutlass in the grass as he approached. 

‘Only way, Massa Jacques,’ said Rabby. 

‘ Quite so, Rabby. Shouldn’t we have them buried, lest their bodies 
are found and investigations made?’ 

‘You right, Massa, Tengo, come with me. We must bury them.’ 

It was not until the middle of October that Jankarra told them one 
night: ‘Massa Jacques, they going to hold a meeting in the pasture to- 
morrow night to decide whether t j go back to the Berbice River. I 
beheve trouble going to happen. Atta and Goussari had a quarrel, and 
Accabre not talking to anybody now — not even to Atta and Goussari. 
I sure they going to have a big quarrel to-morrow night. Make sure 
you come.’ 

The following night Jacques and his party stationed themselves in the 
coffee field. Jacques was not very hopeful. He told Cobby: ‘This will 
probably Just be another night of vigilance that will end in iailure.’ 

There was a moon in the east, and the sky was cloudless. A true 
October night. The ground was parched and cracked, and the air sweet 
with the scent of dry twigs and dry-weather earth. 
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In the pasture the rebels had lit only one fire. Some of them sat talking 
in murmurs, but there was a group beating a tom-tom and chanting. 
From the direction of the logics and the tool-shed — the only buildings 
which had not been burnt down in February — came the sound of loud 
voices. 

Jankarra came and told them: ‘I sure something going to happen to- 
night, Massa Jacques. I hear Cuffy challenge Atta to a fight. Atta say 
CufFy take a barrel of powder what belong to him.’ 

A little later events seemed to bear out the truth of tliis rumour. 
Cuffy appeared with liis cronies — Amelia and Akkara’s mistress were 
with him — carrying a small barrel under his arm, a barrel tliat had 
every look of being a powder-barrel. He placed it beside liim when he 
squatted down, and from liis gestures Jacques and lus party could see 
that the barrel was the subject under discussion. The tom-toms and the 
general uproar made it impossible for Jacques to make out what Cuffy 
was saying. 

Suddenly Akkara rose and clapped his hands, calling in his powerful 
drill-master voice for silence. The mumbhng and shouting and the 
tom-tom beating gradually died down. 

Cuffy rose. He looked round and called: ‘Give me silence to talk!’ He 
bent and took up the barrel. ‘I want you all to talk fair and honest! If 
any man among you see tliis barrel in Atta’s logic, stand up and tell me ! 
I talking to my men now! My men! Stand up and tell me. Don’t be 
afraid to talk. Tell me if you see it in Atta’s logic.’ 

Two men stood up. 

‘Governor, I see the barrel in Atta’s logic.’ 

‘You see it, Demba?’ 

‘Yes, Governor. You ask me to talk true. Well, I talk true. I sec that 
same barrel in Atta’s logic up to yesterday.’ 

‘Good. Cudjoe, what about you? You sec it, too?’ 

‘Yes, Governor. I see it. Yesterday morning I sec it there.’ 

‘In Atta’s logic?’ 

‘Yes, Governor. In Atta’s logic.* 

‘Very good, Cudjoe. Sit down.’ There was a note of menace in 
Cuffy’s tone. He put down the barrel. Atta’s men broke into an uproar 
of heated discussion. Atta rose and shouted: ‘I hope everybody hear 
what Demba and Cudjoe say! That barrel of powder belong to me — 
and I got to get it back before this night out!’ 

Jacques whispered to Jankarra: ‘Where are the white soldiers they 
captured? The ones thut survived?’ 
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‘They got them locked up in the tool-shed and under guard, Massa. 
They don’t let them out at night.* 

Cuffy was calling for silence again. The noise began to die down. 
CufFy shouted: ‘Nobody need make no trouble over this matter! I 
know how to settle it. Atta challenge me to a fight if we can’t agree, 
and 1 ready to fight him! Let him come! I not afraid of Attai’ 

Atta jostled his way through the crowd toward Cuffy, shouting: ‘1 
ready, Cuffy! I not afraid of you!* 

Jacques whispered: ‘Jankarra, get back among them. This situation is 
looking very propitious. There’s nobody paying attention to Missy 
George at the moment.* 

Jankarra was off at once, moving with such stealth and silence that he 
might have been one of the shadows thrown by the fire against the trees. 
They saw liim, a few minutes later, jostling his way unhurriedly through 
the crov^l and shouting and waving his arms hke any of the others. 

Mcanwliile, Cnffy and Atta had come to grips and were struggling 
on the ground. I hc crowd stood around them and shouted encourage- 
ment. Jacques and his party could only conjecture what was happening. 

Suddenly there was a roar, and Jacques heard shouts of ‘Cuffy done! 
Atta beat liim 

‘Get up, Cuffy! Get up quick!* It was Akkara’s desperate cry. There 
was a sob in it. 

Another roar. 

‘Atta win! Atta win!* 

The roar spread Ukc a rusliing, enveloping flame over the crowd. 
There was a milhng and stirring and a josthng. Free fights broke out 
everywhere. 

‘Get Akkara! He’s a dog! He betray us!’ 

‘Hold Goussari! Goussari mustn’t get away!’ 

Like shadows interminghng and then magically taking substance, 
Jankarra and Amelia came into view and then dodged in amidst the 
coffee trees. Jacques gripped Amelia’s arm and said: ‘Come, Amelia. 
This way — quick!’ She hurried off with him, Jankarra and the others 
following. 

Behind them, in the pasture, the sound of conflict rose. Suddenly 
Jacques liisscd: ‘Stop!’ They heard footsteps amid the dry leaves, and 
the sound of someone panting. A dim shape darted past where they 
were crouched at the base of a coffee tree. Something was clutched in 
its grasp. Jacques breathed: ‘It's Cuffy.* He rose, and urged Ameha to- 
ward the right. ‘This way! Wc must get after him!’ 
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‘No, Jacques. Let him go. Don’t think of revenge now. We must 
escape — that’s the main thing.’ 

‘You keep by me. I’m giving orders. He’s a fugitive Hke us, and by 
Christ, if I can get face to face with him alone there’s going to be hcU 
coming to Hfe this night!’ There was a rasp in his voice. 

At odd seconds, as they advanced, they would get a ghmpse of the 
shape moving ahead of them. Cuffy was in a hurry, it was obvious, and 
it was no easy business keeping pace with him. 

Suddenly Jacques made them halt again. ‘He’s stopped. No, there he 
is! This way!’ They went on. 

Jankarra gasped: ‘ Atta beat him good, Massa. Smash up his face with 
blows. But he managed to get away with the barrel of powder in the 
mix-up. I beheve he trying to hide it before they can catch liim.’ 

Jankarra proved right, for not long after they saw Cuffy streaking 
across a small clearing, and the barrel of powder was no longer in his 
grasp. In the moonHght they had a gUmpse of sometliing hke a horse- 
pistol in his hand. He glanced back in their direction as though suddenly 
conscious of being pursued. 

They were among sugar-canes now. Jacques gasped: ‘This way!’ and 
led them out on to a dam. ‘He’s cutting across the fields. If we move up 
this dam we’ll be able to head him off when he comes out.’ 

‘Massa, careful! He got pistol. He might fire on you.’ 

‘And I’ve got a cutlass. I might chop off his head.’ 

They hurried al9ng the dam, Jacques well ahead of them. The canes 
waved gently, pale-green and fairy-hke in the bright moonlight. In- 
sects churred in a high-pitched chorus, and one could smell the dry- 
weather aroma of grass and starved herbs and shrubs, strong and spicy 
in the fresh, dew-laden air. 

Amidst the canes they could hear a steady thresliing noise. Abruptly, 
it stopped, and Jacques halted and dropped flat, hissing: ‘Down! I 
beheve he’s seen us!’ 

They lay flat on the hard, grassy dam. Jacques began to crawl for- 
ward toward the drain that separated the dam from the cane-field, 
silently and with the stealth of a salampenter. He signalled to the others 
to remain where they were. 

The canes made a faint Hsping in the cool, soft drive of breeze that 
came from the south-east — a land breeze, heavy with the scent of the 
jungle. A cricket hopped away from near Ameha’s cheek. 

Jacques was entering the canes now. They saw a flash amid the canes 
ahead of them, heard a report. There was a thud, a groan and a thresh- 
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ing about. They saw Jacques rise and rush forward. Heard him call to 
them. 

He was chuckling when they caught up with him among the canes. 
T don’t think,’ he said, ‘there’s much we can do for His Excellency, 
except hope he will writhe in torture in Hades.’ 

‘Is he dead, Jacques?’ 

‘He’s shot himself through the heart,’ said Jacques. ‘With the horse- 
pistol. Come, let’s be off. No time for elegiac reflections.’ He glanced 
at the slaves. ‘Jankarra! You know what you have to do. Rabby! 
Tengo! Get started, all of you. You know your jobs.’ 

‘Yes, Massa. Don’t trouble,’ Rabby assured him. 

‘What’s the plan, Jacques? Where are they going?’ 

‘They’re making for the Laplace plantation to get two corials, and 
you’re coming with me to the Siki Creek where they’ll meet us.’ 

‘But why can’t we go with them?’ 

‘Foi two reasons. It will mean our having to go too far out of 
our way and in territory where we’d run the risk of being recaptured. 
And the second reason is that I want to have you to myself for a 
wliile.’ 

He led hei along the dam and then into a track that wound between 
clumps of bamboos. 

‘Jacques, wouldn’t it be possible for us to get a word of warning to 
your people? Atta is planning to attack the house and wipe them out.’ 

‘Is that a fact? Did you hear that?’ 

‘Yes. I heard them discussing it. Atta and his men arc going there to 
attack them before the night is out. Atta wants to head back to the 
Berbice River, but he’s short of powder and shot. He knows your 
people are well stocked, and he’s determined to get what they have.’ 

‘Thanks for the information, Amcha. I had intended going there in 
any event. As soon as I see you off at the Siki Creek I’ll be on my way 
to the old house.’ 

‘See me off? Aren’t you coming with me?’ 

‘I’m afraid not. I’m joining my people. I could have been with them 
months ago, but I made a pact with myself that until I saw you safely 
out of the hands ot those black brutes I’d never approach witliin a 
stone’s throw of the old place.’ 

‘Jankarra told me about your resolve. But why go and join them? 
Couldn’t you get them away and let’s all go to Fort St. Andries? Aren’t 
you anxious to see Faustina?’ 

‘Faustina is safe. My duty is to stand by the family and defend our 
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home. Tm going to fight with them. The van Groenwegels never run, 
Amelia.’ 

‘That grandmother of yours. I always knew she had a strong hold on 
you. My dear! I do hope you’ll succeed in beating them off. Atta has 
got so desperate of late. Accabre has fallen out with him. They’re 
divided into various little factions now.’ 

‘Yes, I’ve heard. Goussari, too, has a little clique of his own, I under- 
stand.’ 

They were moving through what had once been a well-kept provi- 
sion patch. Now there were vines and weeds. They heard a goatsucker 
hoo-yoo-ing amid the bamboos they had left beliind, and Jacques 
turned his head. 

‘Do you hear that? A goatsucker. Amelia, you won’t ever know how 
much that bird means to me. Tliis is my terrain. The bird sounds and 
the smells of the shrubs and the grass and the earth.’ 

There was an odd excitability in his manner. He kept looking round 
at the wild, moonlit scene, moving across the provision beds with a 
sureness that came of long famiUarity with everytliing about him. 

‘It’s the soft streak in me, I suppose,’ he said. ‘Grcat-great-grand- 
mother Griselda. Great-grandfather Rcinald. And Grandfather Igna- 
tius, the artist. Uncle Cornelis. They were the soft ones.’ He laughed. 
‘Don’t take me too seriously, Amelia. I’m in a spiritual dechne.’ 

‘You haven’t changed one bit, Jacques.’ 

‘ Wliich reminds mp to tell you how much I’ve admired you all these 
mondis. You have been magnificent. Sometimes I feel breathless and 
incredidous. I never thought that any human could have been capable 
of such endurance. Even at this minute I can’t quite convince myself 
that you are beside me here ahve and talking.’ 

Musket-fire broke out in the distance belnnd them. 

‘Arc you sure we’re on the right track for tliis crccklet you spoke of?’ 
She uttered a sound of uncertainty. T’m trembling with fear, despite 
your compliments and your high opinion of me.’ 

‘You needn’t entertain the shghtest fear of our losing our way,’ he 
told her. ‘I could tell you every tree you’ll find in this bush we’re 
approaching — every tree and shrub. A thunderstorm caught Pedro and 
me just about here one afternoon, and a cookcrit palm fell right before 
our path. The Hghtning hacked it down as though a giant had used a 
giant cutlass on it. I was about seventeen then, and Pedro and 1 were on 
the track of a lahba’-tiger that was worrying our goats.’ 

‘You’re so sentimental, Jacques.’ 
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‘Down!* 

She dropped quickly, and lying in the stunted, itchy grass and ferns, 
they saw three shapes moving toward a track-opening on the left. One 
of them was armed with wliat looked like an arquebus. 

‘Three stragglers. 1 believe they’re Atta’s men, Jacques. He sent some 
men to scout around your people’s house.* 

‘I wish I had a musket with me. I’d have given them something to 
take back to Atta. Come on, let’s hurrv. We mustn’t waste more time 
lijian is absolutely necessary. I hope those men get the corials.* 

‘You seem to have planned everytliing to the last detail.’ 

‘We had several months in which to do our planning.’ 

When they were on the old Indian trail that led out to the Siki Creek 
he told her: ‘When you get to Fort St. Andries tell Faustina I’ve done 
my duty to the family. Tell her that’s why I couldn’t turn up along 
with you.’ 

Amelia made no comment. 

‘Have you a good memory for messages?’ 

‘Fairly good. I’ll tell her anytliing you want me to.’ 

‘Fine. Well, tell her the soft streak came out in me. Tell her I was a 
shameful coward when the test came, but that, in the long run, the old 
blood came to the fore. Tell her I mean to fight to the death defending 
our home and that if she never sees me again she can be certain that I 
went down in battle and had no regrets. By die way, did you know 
that I’m the father of twins — both boys?’ 

‘I didn’t. Congratulations.’ 

‘Thank you.’ He said it with such droll solemnity that she asked him 
to stop and kiss her, so he stopped and kissed her. 

‘Tell her, too,’ he said as they went on, ‘that it is a matter of in- 
difference to me whether she tells our sons the tales of old or not, for 
I’m convinced now that heredity decides all family histories. If our sons 
have it in them to be brutes notliing will stop them from being brutes; 
if they have it in them to be humane, then all the elements of heaven 
and earth could not change them. Tell her that events hkc tliis insur- 
rection should make us reahze that we humans are not as noble as we 
would hkc to think ourselves. We over-rate ourselves immensely. Un- 
der their layer of culture and refinement civihzed men are animals, and 
it doesn’t need much urging to have them flying at each other’s throats. 
Therefore while the Cliristian philosophy is an excellent one — a civil- 
ized philosophy — we must hve up to its ideals only in so far as it enables 
us to be humane one to another; it must not be allowed to convert us 
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into sentimental weaklings: we must always remember the animal and 
we must always be prepared for outbreaks of savagery. And in order 
that savagery might be kept in check we must be strong — physically 
strong. Physical strength results in moral strength. Strength respects 
strength, and peace follows. Strength despises weakness and strife fol- 
lows. Tell her iVe come to learn these past months, after much reflec- 
tion, that it is instinctive for all creatures to despise weakness; weak 
people secretly despise themselves for their weakness. Even those who 
may say they abhor a show of force in their deep selves admire strength 
and are contemptuous of weakness. Strength, I have discovered, to be 
effective, should be employed in a reasoned and unemotional manner; 
my grandmother employed it in a fanatical manner, that is why she 
brought suffering to so many. Strength sometimes falls into the wrong 
hands; tliis is in the nature of the haphazardness of things: there is no 
cure for it. So long as men are men — that is to say, self-tamed animals — 
there will be physical violence to the end of time. A sad and depressing 
conclusion to come to, but the truth. Tell her, AmeHa, that she must 
always face the truth, no matter how sad, depressing or forbidding the 
truth may seem; the fool who attempts to evade the truth or escape 
from reahty is doomed from the beginning. Tell her it is much more 
fruitful and satisfying to keep grappfing with the difficulties of human 
thought and human conduct than to surrender oneself to the rigid 
grooves of a pattern of thought and conduct devised by people who 
went before us. That, tell her, is the easy way, and in the easy way lies 
complacency — and weakness. And weakness is always bad. Strength is 
always good.’ 

They were nearing the Siki Creek. The jungle met overhead, and the 
moonlight filtered through in shm shafts. They could hear the tree 
frogs in the bamboos, and now and then a rustle would sound in the 
gloom beyond the aw at a and cooker it palms on their right. The smell of 
creek-water was in the air, a wet, vegetable scent that permeated every- 
thing around them — the trees and the carpet of dry leaves as well as the 
air. Even the chirrup of the tree frogs seemed drenched with it. The 
silent bamboos might have been breathing it in through the ends of 
their thin, feathery leaves. They heard the low croaking of an alhgator, 
and abruptly they were at the water’s edge, gazing at the cool, still 
blackness of the Siki Creek with coins and flakes of moonUght serene 
on its surface. 

‘Same old Siki Creek,’ smiled Jacques. ‘See it. No different from 
what it was when we used to come here as boys. Same as it was that 

496 



The Soft Streak 

evening when we were on our way to shoot Mother and Raoul Lap- 
lace.* He glanced at her. ‘Can you imagine yourself setting out on an 
expedition to kill your mother, Amelia?’ 

She ’said nothing. They listened to the alligator croaking. 

Suddenly they heard the splash of paddles, and two corials came into 
view around the bend. 

‘I won’t forget the messages for Faustina.’ 

‘I know you won’t, AmeUa.’ 

When she was getting into one of the small craft, Jacques said to 
Jankarra: ‘Take good care of her.* He stretched out his hand. ‘Give me 
your hand, Jankarra. Debarra. Cobby. Tengo. Rabby. My good 
friends.’ 

He watched them moving off, the moonlight on them in flakes. 
Coins. 

‘Amelia!’ 

‘Yes, Jac^^ues’’ 

‘Keep an eye oat for marabimtasV 

For several minutes after the two corials had vanished round the bend 
he stood gazing around liim. At the bamboos. And the miicca-wiiccas. 
The long, slim bau stems of the mucca-miiccas were in dense shadow, 
but here and there the moonlight ghmmered on the shiny, arrow- 
shaped leaves. Secretive and intelUgent the leaves looked. And old. As 
though these inight have been the very same shrubs his boy’s eyes had 
gazed upon that afternoon when he and Pedro and David and Lumea 
had landed here on their way to the Laplace plantation. The missouri 
grass looked the same, too, as though these might have been the very 
clumps that he had seen floating in the black water that afternoon. The 
alligator might be no sentimental conjecture, for alligators lived for 
centuries. It could be the identical one croaking there now. 

In the distance, musket-fire. 

He stood with his head cocked. Listening to a goatsucker. ‘Hoo-yoo! 
Hoo-yool’ . . . Like cool blebs of creek- water drifting through the 
jungle spirit-hke. . . . ‘Hoo-yool’ 

With a soft grunt he plunged into the water and in four swift 
strokes was across. He clambered out, and the next instant was on the 
trail that would take him to the coffee fields on the Toulouse plantation. 
It was amid the coffee trees on the Toulouse plantation that Raoul Lap- 
lace and Rosaria had lain in waiting for his grandmother. You simply 
had to cross the lateral dam and you were on van Groenwegel territory. 
You took the longitudinal' dam and moved straight toward Field Seven, 
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then you turned left past the provision patches and went on between 
the old store-house and the logics of the field slaves, and before you, 
within hailing distance, loomed the old house, 

XII 

On the 2nd of January 1764 Governor van Hoogenheim was in a good 
mood, for the day before a letter had reached liim from one Colonel de 
Salve saying that the Colonel had arrived at Fort St. Andries with a 
force of six hundred and sixty men, troops of the Netherlands. 

On tliis same day a haggard young lady in rags, accompanied by five 
slaves, presented herself before the Governor. The young lady said her 
name was Amelia George and that she had been in the hands of the 
rebels since the disaster of Peereboom on March the 4th and that she 
had only succeeded in escaping from them with these five faithful slaves 
when CufFy had shot himself after being defeated in a fight with Atta 
over a barrel of powder. She did not hesitate to mention that CufFy had 
forced her to become liis mistress. Her gaze was steady, and she seemed 
indifferent to such a petty consideration as feimiiine modesty. 

The first person she asked after was Mevrouw van Groenwegel, and 
when she was informed that most of the civilian refugees had left the 
colony for Dcmerary or Suriname her face grew blank with dismay. 
Then Mynheer Abbensetts told her: T think Mevrouw van Groenwegel 
is among the few still at Fort St. Andries. She is the lady who had 
twiiTiS on the Standvasti^heid, don’t you remember, Hoogenheim?’ 

‘Would it be possible for me to go to Fort St. Andries to take a 
message to her?’ Amelia asked. 

It might have been because the Governor was in such a good mood, 
or it might have been the steady, undefeated light in her eyes that 
moved him to a deep respect and compassion. However, without delay 
he set about to make arrangements for her to be conveyed to Fort St. 
Andries, and two days later she stepped ashore near the fort at the 
mouth of the river and was conducted to one of several benabs which 
had been erected to accommodate refugees. 

Faustina listened to Ameha without interrupting, then nodded and 
said quietly: ‘Thank you. I tliink you have been incredibly brave.’ She 
was as pale and haggard as Amelia, and as undefeated. 

‘I should have gone to Demarary,’ she said, after a silence. ‘My 
cousin, Hubertiis, has written twice trying to persuade me to come. But 
I can’t leave until I hear something definite about Jacques.’ 
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She told Amelia her own tale of the past months. 

‘What of the others?’ asked Amelia. ‘Your Aunt Flora and the 
Teuffers?’ 

‘Paula and Sarah and Mother TeufFer have gone to Suriname. Aunt 
Flora and Vincent and Marcus are dead. They went down with the 
Sickness.’ 

‘The Sickness?’ 

‘Yes. It’s been terrible, Amelia. The whole crew of the Standuastig- 
hejd, including the Captain and the Mate, died of it. All the soldiers who 
fought at Dageraad in May are dead, too. Mynheer Abbensetts is the 
only member of the Governing Council alive.’ 

Alter a long silence Amelia asked: ‘ What have you named them? The 
twins?* 

‘Edward and Storm,’ Faustina told her. 

A drizzle was falling, and tlie sky was overcast. It was the short rainy 
season. V duck were passing overhead, on their way to the swamps 
of the Corentyiie, squeaking in httlc remote bleak flakes of sound. 

‘Ameha.’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘You never heard what happened when Atta and liis men attacked 
them?’ 

No.’ 

About a week later they heard that Akkara and Goussari had surren- 
dered themselves and had offered their services to the Government on 
condition that they were pardoned, lloogenheini accepted the offer, so 
Akkara and Goussari had gone off again to set traps for the other rebels. 
They were after Atta’s blood. Every other week they arrived at 
Dageraad wdth a party of rebels whom they had persuaded to come 
over to the Government’s side. Others who proved more difficult to 
persuade were led into ambushes and taken prisoner. By the middle of 
February there were nearly eight hundred prisoners under guard at 
New Amsterdam, near Fort Nassau. On March the 2nd a hundred 
prisoners were selected for trial as ring-leaders. Fifty-three were sen- 
tenced to death and forty-seven allowed to go free. Fifteen were tied to 
stakes and burnt to death, sixteen were broken on the wheel, and 
twenty-two hanged. 

But Atta and Accabre were still at large. Each had his own body of 
men and were deadly enemies. Atta was reported to be somewhere near 
the Wikki Creek on tlie Berbice, and Accabre was behind Plantation 
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Markey where he had fortified himself and his men within a stockade 
of sharp bamboos. The heavy rains had begun, however, and Colonel 
de Salve and his men were active. On March the 23 rd Accabre was 
defeated and taken prisoner. He smiled his mysterious obeah-mzh smile, 
unruffled and in nq way fearful. 

Atta put up a better fight. It was not until April the 15th that Atta 
was caught, and then it was only through the strategy of Akkara and 
Goussari that they succeeded in getting him. Unlike Accabre, Atta 
broke down, and when they brought him before the Governor, he 
whimpered and fell down before Hoogenheim, trying to kiss the 
Governor’s feet. Accabre, who was present, uttered a mocking laugh 
and cried: ‘You not ashamed, Atta? That’s all the courage you got, 
after all your big talk!’ 

In dying, both Atta and Accabre were brave. When Atta was being 
broken on the wheel, he called out: ‘The Governor right! I’m suffering 
what I deserve!’^ 

On the morning after the execution Faustina and Amelia arrived at 
Dageraad. With the permission of the Governor, they were allowed to 
question some of the prisoners. 

During the first few minutes every man Faustina spoke to said he was 
one of Accabre’s men. Amelia was more fortunate. After the fourth 
attempt she came upon one who said he had fought with Atta, so 
Amelia beckoned to Faustina to come. 

He was a short,. rather surly fellow, and when Faustina asked him 
whether he knew what had happened to the van Groenwegels he 
looked up and uttered a deep growl. He said yes, he knew. He was in 
no way penitent. Later they discovered that he was under sentence of 
death. 

They asked him to tell them what had happened, and he growled 
again, and, after some hesitation, told them. 


Actual words. 
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‘^TOP there! Give the pass- word!’ 

A soft laugh came from the shadows near the large water-tank. ‘Has 
it come to that now, Dave? What’s to-night’s password? The van 
Groenwcgcls never run?’ 

‘Jacques!’ 

‘I fear it is.’ 

‘What rho devil arc you doing in tliis part of the country?’ 

‘I’m a sentimenrahst, Dave.’ 

Jacques emerged into the moonlight, and David exclaimed: ‘Look at 
your condition! I can hardly recognize you!’ 

‘I can well believe that.’ 

As they were entering the house, through the pantry door, they 
heard Pedro call from the window upstairs: ‘Is that Bakkara, Dave?* 

‘No, it’s Jacques!’ 

‘Jacques?’ 

‘The soft streak, Pedro!’ Jacques called. 

Entering the dining-room, they heard Pedro upstairs shouting to the 
others to wake up, and a few minutes later the house was aUve with 
footsteps and voices. 

Only Hendrickjc and Janny and Ziddy Avcrc in night-clothes. Lumea 
was in overalls, and Laurens and Pedro in sliirt and trousers. Like David. 

‘Look at liim!’ Lumea exclaimed. ‘My God! He’s hkc a wild man of 
the bush! It’s only liis eyes I recognize.’ 

‘I could have made him out by his brow,’ said Hcndrickje. ‘He has 
Grandfather Willem’s brow.’ She spoke with an air of subdued fire. 
Her manner was shghtly forced. Jacques knew at once that something 
was wrong. Her eyes held the old inhuman gHtter. The ghtter that Ig- 
natius had known. And Adrian after the surrender of Fort Nassau. The 
ghtter that Jacques had seen on the night of Bangara’s death by fire. 

Her hair hung down her back in two loose plaits. Like pewter snakes, 
thought Jacques. He had a swift picture of her smashing her fists down 
on to his mother’s face. 
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‘What has brought you back to us, Jacques?’ There was nothing soft 
or affectionate in her voice. The doting Hendrickje of a year ago had 
vanished. This version seemed to exude a subtle malevolence. 

‘Grandma, what has happened to you in my absence? You don’t 
seem exactly pleasc4 to see me. Me your pet grandson, besides.’ 

His grandmother grunted. There was a silence. Jacques heard the 
others stirring. Heard the lisp of feet on the floor. Jacques glanced 
round and saw that David and Pedro were frowning heavily. Lumea 
stared blankly in the direction of the pantry, and Laurens kept scraping 
his deformed foot along the floor. Even Ziddy and Janny, in their long 
white nightshirts behind their great-grandmother, had a tense, uncom- 
fortable air. 

‘I confess,’ said Jacques, ‘that I’m a trifle puzzled. After having heard 
such effulgent accounts of your successful battles up here, I should have 
expected to find a more robust spirit among you. What has happened?’ 

Hendrickje answered. ‘The rot,’ she said, ‘has set in, Jacques. That is 
what has happened.’ 

‘The rot?* 

‘Yes, Jacques. The rot. Your brothers and sister want to leave the 
house. They want to run. They want to let down our traditions.’ 

Jacques looked from one to the other of them. ‘They want to run?’ 

Pedro uttered what sounded like a sigh. ‘Jacques,’ he said, ‘we’ve dis- 
cussed tliis so often I’m tired of it. Anyway, I’ll tell you. We’ve told 
Grandma again and -again that it isn’t that we want to let down the 
traditions of the family. We’re not disloyal. It’s merely that there 
comes a time when we must put reason before sentiment ’ 

‘Reason before sentiment! You hear liim, Jacques!’ Hendrickje ad- 
vanced a pace, a clenched hand poised before her. ‘Reason before sen- 
timent! Note the excuse! I tell you, the rot has set in. Since September 
last year I suspected that something was a little wrong in the hearts of 
David and Pedro. They turned down a project put by Hubertus to go 
and manage the Demerary plantation — or the Essequibo, whichever it 
was. Pedro dropped a remark on that occasion that bothered me. Now 
1 know for certain that my instinct was right. The rot was there.’ 

Pedro sighed again. ‘Jacques, hear me out, please. Let me relate to 
you what’s happened during the past few months. You’ll better be able 
to judge. In February we stood up to an attack from Cuffy. We won — 
but we lost four of the nineteen men whom Memphis brought in to 
fight with us. Not a week later we were attacked again by Atta and his 
men on their return from the Corentyne. In that attack we lost Stragga 
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as well as seven of the remaining fourteen men we had with us. By the 
end of May those who had survived had deserted us. One by one they 
went, and we never saw tlicm again. Some time in June, Dak came in 
with the news that soldiers had come up the creek and were about to 
attack Cuffy. Then it appeared there was some dispute among the 
soldiers and a party of them deserted and were captured by the rebels. 
Mempliis brought us tliis news, but in the process of obtaining it he had 
been shot at, and he was so seriously wounded that he died two days 
latci?^^ Two weeks ago Bakkara went off on another scouting expedi- 
tion, and up to now he hasn’t returned. That means that besides our- 
selves, we have only Dak and Dankje and two women loaders. We had 
three, but Mabella died of the Sickness. And added to this, we’re Bving 
on corn and yams and an occasional fish when we can succeed in catch- 
ing one, for the country about here simply swarms with stragghng 
bands of rebels. 

‘Under conditions like these, Jacques, do you think it unreasonable 
for us to suggest that we should make some attempt to get to Fort St. 
Andries, or somewhere, at least, where we would be able to put up a 
decent fight? We ha^x* four coruils, and, with luck, we might be able to 
make the trip to Fort St. Andries in a fortnight. Perhaps much longer, 
but that’s not the point. 1 he great question is which is the wiser course? 
To remain here and be butchered hopelessly if v/eve attacked again, or 
to make a get-away wliile the creek is open and there’s a chance of our 
winning through to Fort St. Andries? That is the proposition we’ve put 
to Grandma. We haven’t run. We haven’t let down the family tradi- 
tions. Wc stayed and withstood two terrible attacks. No one could 
accuse us of cowardice.’ 

David grunted and said: ‘We’ve had the four corials packed and ready 
at the landing-place for the past three or four weeks, but Grandma 
resists every effort of ours to persuade her lo come with us. She just gets 
into a rage every time wc broach the subject.’ 

Jacques smiled, lie took a deep breath and said: ‘To be honest. I’m 
too taken aback to say what I think.’ 

‘What do you mean, take ^ aback?’ said Pedro. ‘Don’t you agree with 
us that our proposal is reasonable?’ 

‘Oh, certainly. Very reasonable. But — well, it’s like this, Pedro. You 
see, my sole object in coming home here was to help you defend. I 
came prepared to fight — and to go down fighting.’ 

They looked at him. 

Hendrickje had been pacing up and down. She stopped. In the un- 
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certain light of a stump of candle on the dining-table, she might have 
been a spectre materialized out of the gloom near the stairway. 

‘What did you say, Jacques? Repeat that!’ 

Jacques shrugged. ‘ Oh, please don’t think I’m trying to sound heroic. 
I was merely stating a fact. I said I came here to fight — to stand by the 
family and go down in battle if we have to go down. I’d always under- 
stood that that was the keynote of our philosophy as a family — to die 
rather than surrender or flee — but, as I’ve said already. I’m a senti- 
mentahst.’ 

Hendrickje uttered a crowing sound of triumph. ‘Thank you, 
Jacques! Thank you! My God! And you are the soft one! Did you hear 
that, Pedro! David! Lumea! Laurens! Your brother whom we have 
always looked upon as the weak hnk — the soft streak! My God! This is 
what I’ve Hved to see. Pedro and David and Laurens in a funk. Lumea. 
And Jacques ready to stand by the family and go down fighting.’ Her 
voice broke. 

Jacques cleared his throat affectedly and said: ‘Perhaps it won’t be 
amiss if I mentioned that at the moment we are in danger, so whatever 
decisions you want to make it would be advisable to make them with- 
out a minute’s delay.’ 

‘What do you mean, in danger?’ David asked. 

‘ Atta and his men are advancing upon us. At any moment they wiU 
be here — and I mean that literally. At any moment.’ 

‘Why didn’t you warn us right away, then?’ 

‘My dear fellow, if there’s one thing I can’t resist it’s a strong drama- 
tic situation. It’s my weakness. I simply had to hear you say your parts 
before delivering my warning.’ 

Once again Hendrickje paused in her pacing. Her eyes flashed from 
one to the other of them. Hawk-Hke, eager, desperately hopeful. So 
great was the fanaticism that gripped her that she seemed unawed by 
Jacques’ revelation that they were in danger. Only the moral issue 
seemed to concern her — not their physical situation. 

‘Decide, decide!’ she shouted. ‘What are you going to do? Didn’t 
you hear what Jacques said! Atta and his men are coming. Are you 
running, or are you going to stay?’ 

They were all silent. 

Janny was biting his thumb. 

‘Jacques!’ 

‘Yes, Grandma?’ 

‘What are you doing? Are you staying?’ 
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‘Yes. Yes, you can count on me for staying.’ 

Pedro barked: ‘Jacques, what damned absurdity is this! Do you mean 
to tell me you want to remain in this house to be butchered by those 
black lumps of filth ! Don’t you realize that we’re in a hopeless position? 
How could we do anything against that horde?’ 

Jacques shrugged. ‘ If you’ll remember, when we were boys I was 
reluctant to shoot Mother, but when Grandma convinced me that it 
was the right thing to do 1 forgot reason and my personal feelings and 
joined the expedition. Remember that, Pedro?’ 

‘what has that got to do with our position here to-night?’ 

‘Much. In the same manner that I considered it my duty when I was 
a boy to hunt down and shoot our mother I consider it my duty now 
to stay and fight. In both instances the issue at stake is loyalty to the 
group — and the traditions of the group. The question of whether to do 
the right thine: by the family, irrespective of reason or personal feelings, 
or not. Don’t blame me, Pedro. In a manner of speaking, it’s a matter 
outside of me. It was the way I was brought up. It comes all the way 
down from old Willem. To act otherwise I should feel a cur.’ 

Pedro snorted. ‘You always had cobweb on the brain, Jacques. Very 
well, if you want to stay you can stay. I’m off. And by Christ! I know 
I’m no coward. I’ve proved a dozen times I’ve got as much guts as all 
the wliite men in tliis colony put together. But I’m no blind, heroic 
imbecile. If there were the slimmest chance of holding out here I’d be 
the first to suggest we stay and give the black hounds what they de- 
serve. But I can’t fight two or three hundred savages and expect to 
come off the victor. Dave, are you coming with me?’ 

‘Most certainly. I’m going up now to wake Dak and Dankje.’ 

‘Lumea? What of you?’ 

Lumea hesitated, then said: ‘Yes, I’m coming, too.’ 

‘Laurens?’ 

Laurens shifted about his foot and said: ‘I can’t go and leave Grand- 
ma here, Pedro. I’ll stay.’ 

Pedro and David stood staring at him. Lumea was squeezing her 
fingers, a troubled look on her face. 

Hendrickje uttered a cracked sound. ‘Look at them! Look at them, 
Jacques! Wavering! My God! Is it possible! After all their bluster and 
histrionics in February! The old blood! The old blood, they swore! I 
heard them myself calling the Boissieres and the van RuefFs poltroons 
for not putting up a defence, for not staying and helping us to fight — 
and that was before Memphis had announced that we would be able to 

505 



Children of Kaywana 

use nineteen of our slaves. In February they were ready to stand up to a 
thousand black men. Now their courage has rotted away and they’re 
talking like the Boissicres and the van Rueffs! My God! Tliink of it! 
Why did I Hve to behold this ! It is better I had died in February. I’ve 
lived too long. Yes, I’ve hved too long.’ 

She began to pace again. 

In silence, Pedro and David went upstairs. When they were half-way 
up, Lumea began to ascend after them. 

Laurens stood by a window peering past the table barricade at the 
compound, Ziddy and Jamiy were seated on the dining-table, Ziddy 
yawning sleepily. 

Abruptly Hendrickje said: ‘Laurens, why don’t you go with them? 
Go! I don’t want you to remain against your will.’ 

Laurens made no reply. Made no move. 

Jacques murmured: ‘Well, well. Look what I’ve come home to find. 
And after all these months of dreanung. Heroic dreaming.’ He ap- 
proached Ziddy and Janny and patted their heads. ‘You boys have 
grown. You have your great-grandmother’s cliin, Ziddy.’ 

Ziddy smiled shyly. 

‘I wonder what my three boys will look like in ten years’ time. By 
the way. Grandma! Would you be interested to learn that I’m the 
father of twins?’ 

‘ What’s that, Jacques?’ 

‘I said I’m the father of twins — twin boys. Faustina gave birth to 
them in March at Fort St. Andries. She was aboard the Standua!>tigheid, 
You are now the possessor of three legitimate male great-grandsons.’ 

‘Twin boys, eh?’ Some of the tenseness left her manner. ‘That’s 
splendid, my boy. Splendid.’ A low groaning sound came from her. 
‘We’ve only had twins once before in the fanuly. Uncle Reinald’s two 
girls — Octavia and Luise.’ 

They heard Laurens exclaim. 

‘What’s it, Laurens?’ 

‘I have an idea I saw something move under the mango trees.’ 

‘Atta’s scouts are every where,’ Jacques nodded. 

‘What names has she given to them, Jacques?’ 

‘She evidently hadn’t named them yet, when I heard from her. I was 
a prisoner in CufFy’s hands when the letter was smuggled to me.’ 

Laurens turned. ‘You were a prisoner in Cuffy’s hands?’ 

‘I was Ills secretary at first.’ 

‘Arc you joking?’ 
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‘I*m serious. I wrote a letter for him to Hoogenheim. You see, t was 
too frightened of the lashes and of the branding-iron. Though, in the 
long ruu, I got them anyway. You should have heard me yell for 
mercy, Laurens. Then you would have known how really soft I am.’ 

Laurens and Hendrickje stared at him in silence. 

‘Juliana took her lashes without a grunt. A brave van Grocnwegel. I 
wept with pride when 1 remembered it afterwards.’ 

‘what’s happened to her?’ 

‘she was shot dead a few months ago on Magdalcnenburg. Atta had 
forced her to become liis mistress, and she was trying to escape.’ 

‘Good God!’ 

They were silent for a while, hearing the footsteps of Pedro and the 
others upstairs. 

‘The weak and the strong,’ murmured Jacques. 

‘What’s th'^.t?’ 

‘Nothing, Laurens. Just being pliilosopliic.’ 

Hendrickje said: ‘Jacques, I’m beginning to feel that despite your 
softness, you are the hero among us.’ 

Jacques laughed. ‘Wrong, old lady. I wasn’t born to be a hero. 
Heroes arc strong. I’m one of the v eak who have discovered the de- 
pressing truth that it takes strength to make a secure world. Physical as 
well as moral strength. Weakness of any sort results in disaster — the 
disaster we see all around us to-day in tliis colony. The truth. Let’s face 
the truth. It’s your own tcacliing. Grandma.’ 

His grandmother stood looking pensive and baffled. 

‘The stronger always survive,’ murmured Jacques. 

David and Pedro and Lumea were coming downstairs, accompanied 
by Dak and Daiikje who had been asleep at the far end of the corridor. 
They were armed with muskets and had sacks slung over their shoul- 
ders. Lumea looked sliifty-eyed and half-ashamed, but Pedro and 
David held their heads erect. 

‘We’re going,’ said Pedro. 

Hendrickje made no response, did not even glance at them. 

Jacques said: ‘Good luck to you. Wish 1 could come with you.’ 

Laurens waved liis hand with a simulation of casuahicss and said: 
‘Take care of yourselves. Jacques says Atta has scouts prowhng 
about.’ 

‘We’ll take care of them,’ nodded David, tapping the knives at his 
waist. 

When they were moving toward the pantry Lumea paused and 
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looked back and said: ‘Jacques, there are loaded muskets upstairs — and 
two pistols. If . . . you’ll know what to do if the need arises.’ 

‘Thank you, Lumea.’ 

‘Laurens, you’d better come and barricade the door after us.’ 

‘Very well. I’ll jlo that.’ Laurens moved after her into the pantry. 

Jacques crossed to a window and watched them pass out through the 
pantry door. A smile came to his face. He was remembering the night 
when he had crept out to go and release liis mother and Bomba from 
the stocks. The moonlight was very bright. That night there had been 
no moonhght. ... He watched liis brothers and sister crossing the com- 
pound. Only Lumea looked back. He was certain he heard a sob. . . . 

The three of them, with the two faithful black men, entered the 
shadows under the mango trees, then he saw them emerge on to the 
open space between the mango trees and the ruins of the Carpenter’s 
shed. Shrubs had grown up amid the charred beams. Black sage and 
wild foxglove and some of the tall, shm plants with long, pointed 
leaves that bore the sweet-smeUing white flowers which he and the 
others, as children, had known as jumbic-flowers. One or two fire- 
flies were flashing among them. ... A soft, cool breeze was blowing. 
He breathed in the fragrance of dry-weather grass and dry-weather 
shrubs. If only, he thought, Hfe could be just a soft, cool breeze at night- 
time and the fragrance of dry- weather plants; moonlight and the 
memory of one’s childhood escapades; black sage and wild foxglove 
. . . jumbie-flowers and the cry of a goatsucker far away near the 
creek. . . . Instead of wliich . . . there were other flashes besides tlie blue- 
white flashes of the fire-flies. Red, ugly flashes. The night became a roar 
of noise. . . . Jacques saw David’s hand go to liis waist, but in the same 
instant David crumpled up. Dak tried to dash back toward the mango 
trees, but he, too, went down. Pedro crashed over on to his face, his 
arms silhouetted for a half-second against the flashes amid the shrubs. 
Lumea succeeded in reaching the compound, then stumbled, clutched 
at her throat and sagged and fell. 

Jacques did not wait to see what happened to Dankje. He shouted to 
his grandmother to get upstairs. Laurens gasped: ‘Bring the muskets 
from upstairs, Ziddy! Janny! Hurry, boys!’ 

Outside, the moonlight was ahve with shouting figures. 

‘Come, Ziddy! Janny 1’ Hendrickje beckoned to the two boys. ‘Up- 
stairs with you! You’re taking orders from me!’ 

Laurens adjusted the barricades at the windows, his uneven, hobbling 
footsteps weird in the moonlit dusk of the sitting-room. He called to 
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Jacques to come and help him. ‘We have some muskets in here, 
Jacques.’ 

Jacques saw Yuani and Rassiki coming down the stairs. They were 
wringing their hands and whimpering. ‘Where Massa Pedro?’ 

Jacques ran into the sitting-room. ‘ Where are the muskets, Laurens?’ 

‘They’re here. They’re loaded already.’ He exclaimed: ‘Quick! 
they’re rushing the windows, Jacques!’ 

Upstairs, Hendrickje took the two boys into the room Laurens and 
Dayid used to occupy. The door faced the stairway directly. 

‘Ziddy, go into the next room and bring the muskets. There are four 
.of them in there. Janny, come and help me with this table.’ 

‘What are we going to do. Grandma?* asked Janny. Ziddy had run 
off into the next room to get the muskets. 

‘Don’t ask questions. Simply obey,’ his great-grandmother told him. 
So he helped her to lift the table from the window and place it before 
the open duor. ziddy entered from the next room with the four mus- 
kets. He stumbled under the burden. Hendrickje helped him to Hft 
them over to the table. 

‘Grandma, what are we going to do?’ insisted Janny. His voice 
sounded frightened. 

‘We are going to defend ourselves, Janny,’ his great-grandmother 
answered. ‘We are going to fight to the death as Kaywana did. Get 
behind those muskets. Both of you! Now is your chance to prove how 
well you can handle a musket.’ 

‘Must we fire on them when they come up the stairs. Grandma?’ 
Ziddy spoke with excitement and enthusiasm. 

‘Yes, you must fire upon them as they come up the stairs, my boy.’ 

‘But, Grandma, we can’t keep them all off,’ said Janny, trembling. 

‘No, Janny, but we shall kill a few before we go down. Come! 
Ziddy has more guts than you. Hurry ! Get ready to fire when I give 
the word.’ 

‘I’m going to riddle them through and through,’ said Ziddy. ‘Just 
let them come upstairs!’ 

‘That’s the spirit, my boy,’ said Hendrickje. ‘Fight. Never surrender. 
Even in the face of certain death — resist. Resist!* 

The two boys had got into position at the table. They held the 
muskets ready. 

‘I’ll give the word to fire,’ said Hendrickje. 

Downstairs the rebels had broken in. Jacques and Laurens could be 
heard shouting at each other. A musket exploded, and there were yells 
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and groans. And the din of scampering footsteps in the dining-room 
and sitting-room. Sounds of scuffling. The house thundered again as a 
musket went off. A defiant curse from Laurens. Laurens began to shout 
to his grandmother in warning — but his voice stopped abruptly. Yuani 
shrieked. 

There was a quick stammer of foot-treads on the lower stairs, and 
they heard Jacques cry: ‘Grandma! The pistols! Get it over quickly!’ 

A musket banged. They heard Jacques laugh and snarl almost in the 
same breath. There was a confusion of yells and a thump-thump and 
panting. A musket banged again. Footsteps began to drum on the 
stairs. 

‘Ready, boys! Wait for the word to fire!* 

They heard Jacques snarl downstairs. A pistol went off. 

‘Fire, boys! Let them have it!* 

The muskets thundered on the tabic, and the table shook. The air 
hazed with the fumes of gunpowder. 

The footsteps on the stairs became jumbled and uncertain and yells 
flared along the corridor and wavered up and down the well of the 
stairs. 

‘The old lady firing on us!’ 

‘We going to brand her in the worse way!* 

Hendrickje was reloading the two muskets just discharged. There 
was notliing flurried in her actions. In the candle-light she was smiling 
shghtly. Her plaits had unravelled, and her hair hung loose down her 
back. 

Ziddy and Janny fired again. Janny seemed less afraid now. 

There were shrieks on the stairs, and a thud-thud as of a body rolling 
down. Ziddy chortled and said: ‘I got one of them! I got one!* 

Hendrickje moved across with the two muskets she had reloaded. 
She took away the two discharged and mechanically began to load 
them. She stood by the big four-poster. The shot and powder were on 
the bed. 

Footsteps still scampered remotely downstairs, and suddenly they 
heard Jacques* voice again. Shrill and defiant. Desperate. A pistol went 
off and a yell and thump followed. . . . ‘Massa Jacques!’ shrieked 
Rassiki. There was a moaning. It sounded hkc Yuani. 

‘Ready, Janny? They’re coming up again!* 

Jacques* voice again. A musket went off. Foot-treads. Still scamper- 
ing. As though a hide-and-seek game in the dark was in progress. 

Ziddy and Janny fired. 
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Hcndrickjc had already placed the other pair of muskets on the tabic, 
loaded and ready. She took away the ones discliarged. Loaded them. 

There was a moaning. Hendrickje and the boys waited. 

‘We must get the old lady!* 

‘Massa Jacques!* shrieked Rassiki. ‘Ow, Massa Jacques!* 

Two reports in quick succession. Two shrieks from Rassiki. A des- 
perate scuffling in the sitting-room. Yells. Thuds. And the moaning of 
somebody dying on tlie stairway. Somebody in pain. 

^ ‘We got him! We got liim!* 

‘Ow, Massa Jacques!* 

A wailing from Rassiki. The waihng ceased suddenly. With a 
liiccup. 

A frenzied drumming sounded on the stairs. And shouts. 

‘Fire, Janny !* 

The muskets exploded. Simultaneously came a bang and flash on the 
stairs. 

Ziddy yelled and staggered off. Janny wailed in fear and ran toward 
the door that gave into the next room. 

‘Get back to your places, boys!* 

But Ziddy was gasping and coughing in a corner of the room, blood 
pouring from his mouth. In the next room, Janny dived under the bed. 

Hendrickje rushed to the table and grasped one of the muskets. But 
even as she was steadying it to fire the table heaved as though the floor 
under it had billowed up. 




List of Persons and Events of Historical Existence 


Cbrentyne settlement wiped out by Spaniards in i6ti. 

Aert Adriansm van Groenwcgel, trader and sea captain. His arrival in 
Guiana from Zeeland with three sliips in r6i6. His secret deahngs with 
the Spaniards; his intrigues with the Indians. His negotiations with 
the English in Barbados. Despatch of tliirty Indians to that island in 
1627. Return of a fugitive Indian from Barbados in 1628. Uprising 
and quelling of uprising. Adriansen’s appointment as Commandeur 
in 1057. His death in 1664. 

The Commandeur of Kyk-ovcr-al at the time of Adriansen’s arrival. 

Jacob Canijn appointed Commandeur in 1623. 

The building of fort* to resist Spaniards. 

Spanish raids. 

Abraham van Peere, trader from Vlissingen. Ilis visit to Guiana in 1627. 
His colonising expedition up the Bcrbice River. 

Major John Scott. His raid in 1666. Plundering and devastation of plan- 
tations. Pomeroon Fort wiped out. Kvk-ovcr-al captured. Recap- 
tured by Commandeur Mathys Dcr^enaar of Fort Nassau in Bcrbice. 

Gradual resuscitation of plantations. 

Hendrik Rol, new Commandeur. His trading activities. Van Berkel, 
Factor of Bcrbice, hivited by Rol to visit Kyk-ovcr-al to discuss 
trade and settle disputes in respect to the boundary between the 
Essequibo and Bcrbice colonics, 167^. RoFs formal and lavish recep- 
tion of Van Berkcl. Death of Rol, 31st March 1676. 

Jacob Harz takes temporary command of colony. Dismissed in 1678. 

Abraham Beekman appointed Commandeur, 1678. In same year, estab- 
lishment of first Court of Policy and Justice. 

Friction between De Jonge of Pomeroon and Beekman. 

Pomeroon Fort raided in 1689 by French, and plundered. De jenge in 
flight. Arrives at Kyk-over-al. 

Predicant Heynans sent out from Holland in 1688. 

Berbice attacked and plundered by Du Casse in 1689. Commandeur de 
Peer calls truce. 
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Beckman dismissed in 1690. Samuel Beekman appointed. 

Samuel Beekman died 1707. Pieter van der Hey den Resen appointed. 

Raid by French privateer headed by Antoine Ferry in 1708. 

Another raid in 1709 by two French privateers. Essequibo again 
devastated. 

Commandeur de Heere succeeds van der Heyden Resen as Commandeur. 

De Waterman, Commandeur of Berbice. 

Bombardment of Fort Nassau by Baron de Mouans, henchman of 
Jacques Cassard, in 1712. Treachery o( Franfois Tirol, French soldier. 
Surrender of fort. Harsh terms of surrender. 

Secretary Gelskerke of Essequibo. Later Commandeur. His disputes with 
Commandeur van der Heyden Resen. 

The building of the Huis Naby by van der Heyden Resen at Cartabo. 
Epidemic in Essequibo, 1716. Difficulties of coffee-growing. Revi- 
sion of constitution in 1718; new Court of Pohey and Justice. De 
Heere advocates coastal cultivation. 

Governor Lossner of Bcrbice. 

Laurens Storm vans Gravesande, Secretary, and family, arrive in 1738. 
Later Gravesande appointed Commandeur. Then Directeur- 
General of Essequibo-Demerary. 

Fort Island displaces Kyk-over-al as seat of Government, 1739. Esse- 
quibo declared open to settlers of any nationality, 1741. Demerary 
River declared open to settlers, 1746. 

Simpson and wife, Enghsh settlers in Essequibo. Murder of Simpson by 
hiR slaves, Cudjoe and Quacco. Execution of Cudjoe and Quacco. 
Mrs. Simpson present at execution. 

Berbice a flourishing colony. 

Van Ryswijck, Governor. Died of Sickness, 21st September 1759. 

Wolfert Simon van Floogenlicim, Governor, arrived in 1760. 

The Vernsobres, proprietors of Plantation Magdalenenburg, upper 
Canje Creek. Andre Fourie Niffcns den Timmerman, manager, noted 
for his cruelty to slaves. 

Predicant Ramring and family of Plantation Peereboom. 

Mynheer Charbon and son Jan of Plantation Oosterbcck. 

Mevrouw Schriender of Plantation Holiandia. 

The George and Zubli famihcs . ' Ameiui George. 

Mynheer Abbensetts of Plantation Sohtude. Councillor. 

Mevrouw Johansen. 

Herr C. Mittelholzer, Swiss-German manager of Plantation de Vreede. 

Harkenroth, Secretary to Governor. Wijs, Orphan-master; Hattinga, 
Land-surveyor. 



List of Persons . . . 

Lieutenant Theilen, of Fort Nassau. 

Riots by soldiers at Fort Nassau in 1751, 1756, 1759. 

Outbreak of epidemic called the Sickness in 1759. 

Governor’s wife dies of Sickness three weeks after arrival, 1760. 

Trouble on Laurens Kunckler s plantations in 1762. Burgher Militia 
called out by Captain I entzeng. Basing put down. 

Insurrection starts on Plantation Magdalenenburg 21st February 1763. 
Cliffy^ leader of rebels. Akkara^ his Captain. Other leaders: Atta^ 
Goussari, Accabre, Quacco, Baube, Rebels reach Berbice Bivcr, 27th. 
fcowardice of settlers. Mynheer Abbensetts stands firm for a time at 
. Plantation SoHtude. Hoogenheim compelled to spike guns of fort 
and retreat to Plantation Dageraad. Shortly after to Fort St. Andries, 
then back to Dageraad. Siege of Peereboom. Conditional surrender 
of beleaguered whites. Treachery of rebels. Massacre.* Ameha’ George- 
captured among others. Atrocities. Murder, mutilation. 

Jan Brocr, c muhitto. 

Captain Kock. 

‘Amelia’ George forced to become Cuffy’s mistress. 

Cliffy’s correspondence. Jan Charbon captured. Turns Secretary tcv 
Cliffy, then sent <is nusseiiger to Hoogenheim with letter. Mevrouw 
Schriender also used as messenger. Rewards offered for rebel leaders. 

Battles of Dageraad. Government forces augmented by troops from 
St. Eustatius. Toll of Sickness. Defeat of rebels at Dageraad. They 
flee back to Canje. 

Jean Renaud, renegade soldier, and other deserters. Capture and 
massacre of deserters by Cuffy, after drawing of lots. Cuffy and Atta 
quarrel over a barrel of powder. Fight. Cuffy defeated. Commits 
suicide with horse-pistol. Eventual capture of rebel leaders. Mass 
executions. Meanwhile, * Ameha’ George has escaped with five loyal 
slaves. Reaches Dageraad on 2nd January 1764. 

Colonel de Sahe and soldiers. 
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